Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 
to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 
to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 
are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  marginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 
publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  have  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 

We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non- commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  from  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attribution  The  Google  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liability  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 


Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.  Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at  http  :  /  /books  .  qooqle  .  com/ 


1 


>p  of 


i 


t 
i 

« 


THE 

W  O  R  K  S 

OF  THE 
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CONTAINING 

Preparativet  for  DEATH. 
Pfycbe  arid  Stott, 
Urania:  Or,  The  Spoufes-Garden. 
BamofettThyrfilt  zndDorilla:  Or,  Chajte 

Love  tkftrib'd.s 

 ;  

LONDON: 
feinted  ioi  John  0W,  at  the  Rofe  in  St.  Paul's 
'    Chtfrth-yaidi  MDCCXXI. 
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OR, 

Preparatives  for  Death, 


Rev;  xiy,  i  j. 
Blejjed  are  the  Dead  that  die  in  the  Lord. 


4duco  by  thte  Winter  ofhis  Agfe, 
Warn'd  from  the  Wdrld  himfelf  td 
difengag^ 

on:  his  latter  End  his  ghoftly 
Eyes,, 

The  King  of  Terrors  to  familiarife, 

And  chdoling  ConfcienGc  for  his  heavVward  Guides 

To  fing  of  Death  his  fbture  Thoughts  apply'd, 

the  MISER. 

I Saw  this  Day  a  Mifer  Old, 
Receive  and  Count  a  Bag  of  Gold* 
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His  Spe&ades  he  clear'd, 
And  on  his  Noftrils  rear'd* 

Then  mov*d  his  Table  towards  the  Light, 

Tajpin  an  tmobftru&ed  Sight  $ 

The  Pieces  one  by  one  he  took, 

And  fix'd  on  either;  fide*  his  Loot, 

The  Edge  he  fearch'd  with  Care* 
To  find  Deficience  there, 

Next  to  the  Touch-ftone  it  apply'd, 

And  by  the  current  Standard  try'd : 

.Then  reach'd  his  Balance  nicely  made,. 

Which  fmalleft  Things  minutely  weighed  * 

The  Piece  which  pafs'd  his  view, 
Into  the  Scale  hfe  thretf, 

Accounting  what  ..he  muft  abate 

For  ev'ry  Atom  Ihort  of  Weight* 

Soon  from  the  Wretch  I  tiirn'd  away, 

Idolater  of  fliining  Clay, 

But  Confcience  me  here  check'd, 
And  chid  my  Self-negleft, 

She  back  me  on  a  fudden  drew, 

My  Obfervation  to  renew; 

You,  Confcience  faid,  that  wretch  defpife^ 

Who  yet  may  teach  you  to  be  ifrife 

He  with  a  Mind  full  bent, 
On  his  own  Gain  intent, 

His 
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His  fliort-liv'd  Riches  tells  and  weighs  * 
You  thus  fliould  number  all  your  Days. 

,  Blefs  d  Jefus  warn'd,  that  here  below 
1  Mifers  would  in  their  Conduft  ftiew, 
.  ,  More  zeal  for  fhort-liv'd  Toys, 

Than  Saints  for  endlefs  Jo3"s  ; 
If  Saints  and  Mifers  we  compare, 
The  Worldly-minded  wifeft  are, 

^11  Love  be  to  the  JLove  divine, 

Which  on  niy,  Confidence  deign'd  to  ftiine, 
And  from  an  Objedt  vile, 
My  Soul  to  unbeguile, 

A  clear  Convidtion  thence  to  dart 

Into  my  inconfid'rate  Heart. 

OMadnefs  to  the  laft  Degree! 

•Jhat  all  Man's  Life  fliould  fquander'd  be, 

Things  worthlefs  to  purfiie, " 
Which  he'll  for  ever  rue ! 

Had  half  that  Care  on  Heav'n  been  drained, 

It  wou'd  eternal  Blifs  have  gain'd. 

My  Confidence  tlien  my  Thought  improved,  . 

JUid  me  to  think  of  Judgment  mov'd, 

Whenevry  Aft,  Word,  Thought, 
To  God's  Tribunal  brought, 

The  Searcher  of  our  Hearts  will  try, 

More  nicely  than  the  Mifer's  Eyq. 

A  2. 


0  Preparatives  fa  Death. 


On  my  paft  Time  I  then  reflect, 

Peploring  fadly  my  Negleft : 

Vaft  Treafure  I  had  heap'd, 
And  lhou'd  at  Death  have  res 

Had  I  the  Minutes,  as  they  roll'd,  . 

Heeded,  as  that  vile  Wretch  his  Gold, 

In  Vanity  I  {pent  my  Prime, 
In  Age  I  wafted  precious  Time, 

Time  which  I  Ihould  employ 
♦  To  purchafe  endlefs  Joy, 

Time  which  when  once  away  it  flies 
I  never,  never  can  reprife. 
I  nothing  fhou  d  too  dear  efteem, 
My  heedlefs  Minutes  to  redeem 


WhoFe  mifemploying  I  deplore-, 
The  Future  is  to  me, 
An  ^bfblute  Uncertainty  : 
The  Now,  which  will  hot  with  me  ftay? 
Within  a  Second  flies  away* 
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On  the  lhort  Nows,  God  fends, 
My  everlafting  State  depends,  .  . 

And  fhou'd  I  but  this  Now, 
To  cultivate  my  SquI  allow, . 
Short  as  it  is,  'twou'd  me  prepare, 
To  be  of  Blifs  eternal  Heir. 

I  oft  made  folemn  Vows 
To  confecrate  to  God  my  Nows* 

This  Now,  I  wou'd  begin,, 
But  worldly  Thoughts  came  rulhing  in, 
Then  I  the  Next,  and  next  defignM, 
When  the  next  came,  I  changed  my  Mini. 

I  by  Experience  found, 
The  more  I  to  the  World  gave  Ground, 

The  lefs  my  Soul  wou'd  heed  . 
The  Nows,  God  for  my  good  decreed  : 
When  Sin  was  up  to  Habit  wrought, 
Of  Now,  I  rarely  had  a  Thought 

I  heard  God  often  fay, 
N  o  w,  of  Solvation  is  the  D&y, 

But  tura'd  from  Heav'n  my  View, 
I  ftill  had  fomething  elfe  to  doe  ^ 
Till  God  a  Dream  inftru&ive  fent, 
Jo  warn  me  timely  to  repent, 

Methought,  Death  with  his  Dart, 
Jfe4  mortally  tarapsfix'd  my  Heart, 
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And  Devils  round  about, 
To  feife  my  Spirit  flying  out, 
Cry'd,  Now  of  which  you  took  no  Care, 
Is  turn'd  to  Never,  and  Defpair.  4 

I  gave  a  fiidden  Start, 
And  wak'd  with  Never  in  my  Heart  :, 

Sad'  Never  rais'd  my  Dread, 
But  when  I  found  my  felf  not  Dead* 
A  thoufand  Thanks  to  God  I  paid, 
That  my  fad  Never  was  delay'd. 

Never ,  the  doFrous  Cry, 
Of  Souls  who  in  hot  Tophet  fry, 

Eternally  in  Hell, 
They  Never,  Never,  Never,  yell, 
With  God  they  Never  can  have  Peace 
Their  Torments  Never,  never  ceafe. 

Still  I  that  Never  felt; 
Never  upon  my  Spirit  dwelt  * 

Never  I  oft  repeat, 
Which  makes  infernal  Woes  compleat. 
The  damn'd  might  on  fome  hope  prefiime, 
But  that  fad  Never  is  their  Doom. 

"While  Never  on  my  Breaft, 
Was  thus  convincingly  impreft  $ 

Now  I  began  to  weep, 
Confefs'd  my  Sins  with  forrow  deep-, 
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N  o  w,  I  was  from  the  World  eftrang'd, 
Now  happily  my  Soul  was  chang'd. 

I  felt  the  Force  of  Now  #  , 
To  which  all  Difficulties  bow* 

Shou'd  we  God's  N  o  w  s  embrace, 
His  Opportunities  of  Grace 
Bring  fuch  fweet  mighty  Aids,  that  they 
Work  Wonders,  when  we  them  obey. 

In  our  terreftial  State,  , 
For  Opportunities  we  wait, 

We  its  kind  Movements  trace, 
And  run  with  eafe  a  well-timM  ;Rape. 
God's  Gracious  N^ows  continuous  are, 
Heav'n  always  ripens  to  our  Pr^y'r. 

I  then  my  Vows  renew'd,  \ 
Iwou'd  noHeav*nly  Now  elude 

Sad  Never  Til  not  fear, 
From  Now  toNowto  Heav'n  I'llfteer * . 
My  Final  Now  will  happieftbe,     *  ' 
Abforb'd  in  Blftfd  Eternity. 

DAYS  NUMB  EH  ED. 

GOD  a  Command  upon  me  lay% 
Rightly  to  number  all  my  Days, 
Of  all  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come, 

To  caft  the  Sum.  '  ^ 
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That  Gracious  God  may  be  obeyed, 
I  call  dritbmetick  to  Aid, 
vThc  Sum,  to  which  they  all  amount, 
I  ftrive  to  count 

But  foon  as  I  begin  to  caft, 
The  number  of  my  Days  now  paft'd, 
All  look  like  an  evanid  Dreaip, 
All  Cyphers  feem. 

My  Now  when  I  minutely  weigh, 
JTis  but  a  Moment,  not  a  Day, 
My  Future  is  to  all  unknown, 
But  God  alone, 

I  then  Ariibmetick  fulpeft, 
And  on  the  pafs'd  agaiit  refle&, 
To  nupiber  not  by  Days  but  Sin% 
My  Soul  begins. 

When  I  thus  calculate  my  Years, 
Each  guilty  Day  an  Age  appears, 
Time  tedious  is  which  we  mifpend 
God  to  offend. 

My  Sins  to  fuch  yaft  Numbers  fwell, 
Which  no  Arithmitick  can  tell  5 
$heir  Multitude,  which  has  no  Bounds, 
My  Soul  coitfouads, 


Preparatives  for  Death,  % 


My  Cyphers  I  to  Figures  Change, 
And  in  a  Total  lain  wouM  range  ^ 
But  when  I  refurvey  the  Score, 
I  ftill  find  more. 

And  yet  a  Sum  much  greater  lies 
jHid  from  my  intelle&ual  Eyes, 
Of  Sin$  forgot  whofe  Guilt  remains,  ■? 
And  Crimfon  ftains. 

Lord,  in  thy  Bode  they  are  enroll'd, 
O  might  I.  there  the  Sum  behold, 
That  I  the  Debt  immenfe  may  know 
Which  there  I  owe. 

With  Fountains,  Lord,  fupply  my  Head, 
A  Wave  for  ev'ry  Sin  Td  feed, 
*fd  fbrive  to  pay  the  full  in  Tear, 
My  Debt  to  clear. 

But  fhou  d  the  Streams  which  from  mp  flow,  ! 
Up  to  a  new  AthmiA  grow,  r 
>Twou'd  not  the  Obligations  pay 
Of  but  one  Day. 

The  Blood  of  dying  God  alone,    '  x 
Can  for  my  vaft  Arrears  atone ^ 
{lis  Merits  far  my  Sms  exceed, 
Them,  Lord,  I  ple^d. 

* 

^ccepf 
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Accept  my^fca,  and  when  that's  done, 
iWhile  I  niy  future  Race  fhall  rqn, 
HI  not  by  Siris,  but  Dutic?  rate, 
My  future  State, 

Til  ev'ry  Morn  my  Vow$  renew> 
111  Gc#  retain  all  Day  in  View; 
JAy  ^onfcienc^  Court  in  me  {hall  keep* 
Before  I  flcep. 

Conference,  yoqi  made  m  firft  awake, 
Due  Care  to  keep  mc  waking  take,  . 
Mind  me  of  Puty,  fteer  my  Will, 
And  guard  from  111. 

My  paft  loft  Moments  I  difclaim, 
My  prefent  fhall  at  Duty  aim, 
And  all  my  future  $s  they  glide, 
To  Heav'n  I'll  guide, 

I  then  no  more  the  Fool  fhall  a£fc, 
Or  Friendfhip  with  the  World  contract, 
Qr  fquander  precipus  Time,  to  gain 
Eternal  Pain. 

But  duly  numb'ring  all  my  Days, 
I  fhall  a  Stock  of  Wifdom  raife, 
And  from  the  Hours  I  well  employ, 
Reap  endlefi  Joy. 
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CONSCIENCE. 

TH  Y  glorious  Throne  is  Lord  on  HigbJ  _4 
Beyond  the  Reach  of  Mortal  Eye* 
feut  thy  Vicegerent  we  all  know* 
Is  here  below. 


*To  Confcience  Thou  irt  ev'ry  Mind 
Thy  Deputation  haft  affign'd, 
And  Confcience  who  are  all  fihcefc 
Next  fhee  revere. 

Lord,  on  the  Ark  form'd  to  enfhrinej 
Two  Tables  of  thy  Law  Kvine,  . 
Thou  'twixtthe  Cherubs  didft  difjlajfc 
Thy  gracious  Ray, 

Thou  humane  Soul  for  Atk  haft  chofe, 
In  which  Thy  fafcrted  Laws  repofe, 
There  Confcience  iheds  with  Splendour  bright 
Vicarious  Light. 

I  grieve  my  God,  wheh  I  refleft, 
On  treating  Confcience  with  Negle&i 
Negleft  to  thy  Sufcregent's  Throne 
Affronts  thy  own. 

Great  God,  Thou  art  my  Judge,  myGuide^ 
My  Witnefs,  when  I  fall,  or  Aide, 
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My  Regifter  each  Beam*  each  Mote* 
Each  Hour  to  note. 

My  juft  Remembrancer  to  keep,    .  , 
The  Mefhory  of  Sins  which  fleeji, 
My  Monifoiir  to  point  at  Snare$ 
And  rbufe  my  Carei 

My  Confcieti?e  is  all  this  to  m&> 
Lord  !  following  that>  I  follow  Thee  * 
It  guides  my  Way*  it  wakes,  my  Featf*  , 
When  Danger's  near*  •. 

In  Confciefcce^  I  recorded  *C*<k  ,       .:  .. , 
Eaclj  fmful  thought,  Wptd9^tk±^ 
Tyhen  fearcty  jo^tely  it  p^al^  . 
Forgotten  falls*  < 

It  is  my  Jtidgfi,  and  when  %  die, 
*  Dooms  me  to  fiflk,  or  Baoijnt  on  hig}*$ 
God  wiU  the  Swt^ce  fi*  aft  kft 
Which  Confcie»ce  jafe 

{Tnw,  and  Thumftim*  ml  efcsk  Brefcfl 
Is  for  our  Oracle  imprcft 
By  its  Refponfe*  Souls  to  gride* 
And  Doubts  decide* 

ConfcioBce  thy  Tfaronc  T&  *«*e*edk 
411  that's  within  me  to  y 
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How  from  God's  hoi y  Laws  I  fwerve, 
Do  thou  obferve,  .  .... 

All  my  paft  Sins,  wkh  Time,  Place,  End, 
Continuance,  Number,  call  to  Mipd  * 
Each  Paffion,  each  Propenfion  vain, 
Each  thought  arraign., 

All  my  Ormffions  iupenrife, 
And  to  what  Guqlt  they  all  arife, 
To  my  own  fisljf  my  Vileiieijs  {hew, 
Incurring  Woe,  , 

Mind  me  of  Qeath  and  Doom  fevere,  . 
"Till  Shame,  CS^nfufioo,  Dread,  Had  Fear, 
#  Together  from  my  Spirit  fj^ift 
And  break  my  Heert. 

• 

My  Heart,  .when  broken  with  a  Senfe 
Of  its  offending  Love  immenfe, 
.  Shall  bleed  *iffl.;  God  fliall  pty  take, 
For  fefm  fake.  / 

When  Goda-xpr  my  Heart  fhall  mould, 
And  quite  annihilate  the  Old, 
You,  faithful  Confcience,  I  adjure, 
To  keepit  pure.  ; 

At  your  Tribunal.in  my  Soul,  . 
Each  Motion  of  my  Love  enroll, 
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'And  to  your  Judgment  evVy  Kight 
The  Lover  cite! 

jBhou'dmyLiove  ftane,  your  Care  ne'er  ceaft; 
xill  it  returns  to  the  Encreafe  $ 
That  Love  may  at  God's  Bar  appear, 
From  Ototfragfe  clear. 

Tyrants,  you  Saints  with  Tortures  kill, 
But  can't  inflift  a:  dafltfcience  ill- 
Juft  Vengeance^  that  referves  for  you^ 
Your  Portion  due. 

Mild  are  the  Mattyifc,  Racks  arid -Wheel*; 
ComparM  to  what  ill  Confidence  teels,  * 
To  that  Excefs  no  HfahbursTwell  t 
On  this  Gic  Hell. 

The  Worm  which  ah  ill  Confcience  breeds; 
A  thoufand  Scorpion's  Stings  exceeds  * '  " 
fTis  of  all  Woes  the  DainnM  fuftain 
The  fov'raign  Pain. 

Had  Heir  tor  Wretches  damn'd  no  tfire, 
No  Brimftone  Lake,  no  Tortures  dire* 
Hell  is  in  Confcience  when  defil'd^ 
From  Heaven  exil'd. 

Confcience  whene'er  it  is  fereiie, 
•  From  all  Pollution  wilfull,  cle&n; 
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Of  Joys  has  Prelibations  fweet, 
Id  Heav'n  compleat. 

Of  Death  it  will  be  free  from  dread, 
And  at  God's  Throne  ered  its  Head. 
God  reconeil'd  with  Joy  will  eye, 
And  rapt'rous  dye. 

All  praife  to  God  who  to  Controul 
The  Helm  plac'd  Confcience  in  my  Soul^ 
It  in  the  Heav'n-ward  courfe  will  fteer 
Will  never  veer. 

To  me,  laid  Confcience,  fince  your  Soul  you  truft, 
111  to  my  Charge,  taught  by  God's  Law,  be  juft, 
And  with  afiiduous  Tendernefe  fuggeft 
Preparatives  to  your  eternal  reft 
Learn  then  to  fpend  your  fleeting  Minutes  well, 
And  my  Suggeftions  never  to  repel. 

Time  to  be  improvd. 

WHat  the  Blefs'd  Son  of  Amos  told 
Good  Hczekiab,  I  grow  old, 
My  age  inculcates  ev'ry  Day, 
Obferve  your  crazy  mould'ring  Clay, 
Of  all  your  worldly  Cares  difpofe, 
For  you  of  Life  are  near  the  Clofe. 

The  pious  King  wept,  mourn  d  and  pray'd, 
Three  Luftres  God  his  Death  delay'd, 

YolIV.  B  And 
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And  to  fupport  his  Faith  diving 
Indulg'd  him  an  illuftrious  Sign  \ 
The  Shadow  ten  Degrees  turn'd  back, 
Re-meafuiing  its  diurnal*  Track, 

My  God  IhcaiM  I  a  Sign  implore, 
I  ftiou  d  be  ready  to  93k  more, 
That  thou  woud'ft  a  Pentiiflion  give, 
That  Life  mifpent  I  might  re-live 
In  hope  to  live  my  new  Life  o're^ 
To  mend  what  was  amifs  before. 

But,  Lord,  I  fear  my  treacherous  Will 
Wou'd  live  re-afting  the  like  111  3 
I'll  rather  to  thy  goodnefs  fly,  ■ 
Which  can,  what  I  have  loft  flipply, 
And  teach  me  to  retrieve  my  Prime, 
By  husbanding  refiduous  Tiipe. 

Three  Luftres  more  to  finful  Days 
My  Guilt  wou'd  infinitely  raife  * 
Rather  my  God,  'tis  my  Defire, 
Of  Love  fuch  Ardours  to  acquire, 
That  I  may  the  Love  off  rings  pay, 
Of  three  whole  Luftres  evYjr  Day, 

Though,  Lord,  in  my  declining  Age, 
I  in  thy  Vineyard  Work  engage, 
Do  thou  in  me  fuch  Zeal  create, 
That  though  my  Work  began  fo  late, 
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In  one  eleventh  fetour  it  equal  may 
Thofe  who  have  feboitf'd  all  the  Day.  - 

Thy  Talent,  tofd,  pWd  in  my  trnft^ 
By  rfiy  Negleft  contfaaed  Ruft* 
May  it  now  Gain  tert  Talents  iftdrfe, 
And  daily  multiply  my  Store, 
Till  of  good  Works  whene'er  I  die, 
I  may  rich  Tf  eafure  hare  on  High. 

May  I  no  moire  tnf  Hours  mifpend, 
On  which  my  flopes  of  Heav'n  depend; 
I'll  part  with  all  I  have,  to  buy 
The  Field  where  Heav'nly  Treafures  lie  5 
And  I  the  goodly  Pearl  to  gain, 
Shall  think  my  Blood  not  fpent  in  vain* 

« 

My  Sins  are  many,  and  the  Score 
By  Aggravations  is  much  more: 
O  Lhave  long  hard  Work  to  do, 
My  Sins  with  Sorrow  to  review* 
My  Soul  for  Judgment  to  prepare, 

0  I  no  Minute  have  to  fpare* 

Alms  Lib'rai,  Faftingi  Hymn  and  Tear, 
N  Aflidiious  keeping  Corifcience  clear, 
Writ  Sacred,  Meditation,  Pray% 

Shou'd  daily  be  my  fbv'raign  Care, 

1  on  my  Knees  ihou'd  chiefly  dwell  * 
And  from  my  Thought  the  World  expel. 

B  a  What 
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What  Hours  to  fpare  from  thefe  remain, 
My  Calling  juftly  fhouii  obtain  * 
Towards  Heav'n  I  Day^  by  Day  muft  ftrive, 
Nearer  and  nearer  to  arrive,     .    •  / 
That  Death  when  he  my  Flefti  fliall  feife, 
May  find  rae  fix'd  upon  my  Knees, 

And  from  my  Knees  my  Soul  I'll  raife, 
Tranfcending  Pray'r  to  endlefs  Praife  : 
No  time  I  there  ihall  mifemploy, 
No  time  is  in  eternal  Joy. 
My  Knees,  at  the  great  Day  of  Doom, 
To  meet  my  Judge  I  fhall  refume. 

Your  Vow  Baptifmal,  Confcience  faid,  renew, 
Its  Violations  with  fad  tears  review  * 
5Tis  that  you  in  Church  Militant  enrolled, 
'Tis  that  exalts  to  the  Triumphant  Fold, 
Wear  Jefus  Yoke,  which^you  will  eafy  find, 
'Twill  prove  a  Sabbatifirig  to  your  Mind, 

Vow  Baptifmal. 

BLefsMHour!  when  I  was  Born  again, 
And  cleans  d  from  either  Guilt  or  Stain* 
I  then  adonVd  with  Chrift's  dear  Name, 
To  Chrift-like  Blifi*  had  Chrift-like  Claim 
My  felf  in  the  Baptifmal  wave, 
AnHolocauft  to  God  I  gave. 


The 
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The  Heav'n-born  Love  which  me  then  fir'd, 
Shou'd  have  to  Native  Heav'n  afpir'd* 
But  woe  is  me  my  Pondus  tunTd, 
And  with  ftrange  Fire  my/  Off'ring  burn  d, 
A  fenfual  Mift  eclips'd  my  Mind, 
•  My  Will  from  God  to  Sin  declin'd. 

I  when  at  Font  a  New-bom  Child, 
Great  God,  my  God,  my  Father  ftyl'd  5 
But  fbon  as  Filial  Love  and  Dread, 
From  my  degenerate  Soul  were  fled, 
I  felt  my  Sins  Companion,  Shame, 
I  durft  not  ufe  that  gracious  Name. 

While  Shame  yet  in  my  Soul  remained, 
*  Tears  foon  mi^ht  have  my  Steps  regain'd  * 
Shame  for  Prefervative  decreed, 
That  Chriftians  might  from  Filth  be  freed, 
Hell  is  of  Souls  but  half  polTefs'd, 
While  Shame  lurks  in  the  Sinners  Breaft. 

But  when  my  Spirit  Shame  eras'd,  * 
And  hard'ned  was  to  Sin  bare-fac'd, 
Tis  from  that  Moment  I  muft  date, 
My  Provocation  of  God  s  Hate-, 
I  Confcience  damp'd,  my  Heart  grew  Stone, 
And  Satan  claim'd  me  for  his  own. 

»  3 
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My  Vow  of  Duty  which  I  made, 

I  to  God'-$  Adverfary  pj^jd, 

And  a  vile  Slavery  endurd, 

To  Hell,  World,  tuft,  which  JabjVd* 

Renouncing  Joys  of  Heav'nly  $li£, 

For  Torments  iri  the  D^ri  Atyfs. 

An  indelib'rate  Thought  arofe, 

Oi  Death  and  everia^yig  Woe$, 

Can  I  at  Judgment  appear, 

And,  Go  ye  Curfedy  fe^urlefi  hear  ? 

I  fain  wou  d  have  the  Thought  fupprefs'd, 

But  ftill  it  ftirjj,  auod  gjure  no  ref£,  • 

Since  pure  Philanthropy  Divine,' 
Did  noWo  Duty  me  incline, 
It  pleas'd  God  Hpr*  o*ir$,  to  ipftill, 
Which  fliould  detey  my  Soul  from  iJJ 
Yet  from  foft  Love  tjiofg  Terrours  came, 
At  once  to  frighten  Rnjl,  enfl^me. 

From  Holy  Fear  Love  Filial  grew, 

Made  «ne  Baptifmal  Vow  renew  : 

Let  Heav'n  and  Earth  my  Vow  atteft, 

And  hymn  God's  Love  which  me  thus  blefiVL 

]Lord,  keep  alive  my  Chriftian  Flame, 

tyith  Chrift-like  Love,  and  Chrift4ik.e  Aim. 
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Baptifmdl  Untfion.   ..  . 

UN£tion  the  Chriftian  iJame  implies. 
In  th&t  *  Chriftian  s  Safety  lies: 
The  Holy  Ghoft  on  JeftisHeSfcl 
Unmeafurable  Graces  (hed 
His  Undtion's  influential  Force, 
Of  all  his  A&ipns  ftee&'d  the  Cowfe. 

Chriftians,  who  Chfift  s  Anointed  are, 

In  his  Celefti4  Un&ion .  ihare  $ 

The  Spirit  templing  in  then:  Hearts,  . 

His  All-fufficient  Aid  imparts, 

The  Chriftian  feels  no  Wants,  no  Fears, 

By  Unction  who  to  Chfiffc  adftferes. 

Perfois  add  Things,  to  God  apply  d, 
Were  by  Anointing  fan&ify'd:  .  ' 

To  turn  them  to  a  Wordly  Ufe, 
Was  Sacrilegious  Abufe. 
Chriftians,  when  they  to  Sin  decline, 
Lofe  Un&ion,  and  their  Name  Divine. 

When  Pagan  Tyrants  Scepters  fway'd, 
The  Chriftian  Name  a  Crime  was  made  ^ 
But  Chriftians  glory'd  in  that  Style, 
They  heard  the  Infidels  revile^ 
Chriftians  in  Tortures. dire  Effort, 
felt,  from  their  Name  firong  fweet  Support 

?4 
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As  od'rous  Ointment  pour'd  on  Sores, 
Diffiifes  kindly  through  the  Pores, 
Enlivens,  Supples,  Heals,  and  dears, 
By  gentle  Force  the  Cure  endears 
The  Chriftians  thus  their  Unfltion  find, 
Cures  all  Difeafes  of  the  Mind, 

0  may  I  with  a  Faith  unfeign'd, 
Preferve  my  Chriftian  Name  unftain'd ! 
To  Copy  Chrift,  O  may  I  ftrive, 
From  whom,  1  that  dear  Name  derive ! 
And  die  when  Death  ftiall  me  Arreft, 
A  Chriftian  with  Chrift's  Unftion  Bleft. 

Chrift's  *  T»ht  eafy, 

r  A  S  through  the  Town  my  Courfe  I  fteer'd, 
JlV  I  various  Lamentations  heard, 
At  each  Lamenter  I  ftood  ftill, 
And  noted  his  peculiar  111, 

1  heard  fome  dolefully  Complain, 
Of  Mifery,  of  Difeafe,  of  Pain  h 

J  pitied  fome  with  Want  diftrefs'd, 
And  others  cruelly  opprefs'd. 

Of  Death  fome  had  a  ghaftly  Sight, 
J  faw  thejn  trembling  at  the  Fright, 
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Oil  forae  the  Fears  of  Judgment  feis'd. 
With  Honours  hard  to  be  appeas'd ; 

Others  againft  die  World  inveigh'd, 
Whidi  though  it  mighty  Offers  made, 
Was  Falfe,  AfflidHng,  Tranfient,  Vain, 
And  lead  to  everlafting  Bane: 

In  lad  Defpair  fome  Wretches  groan'd-, 
Impending  Vengeance  fome  bemoan'd  * 
Some  for  their  Turpitude  had  Shame, 
And  Terrors  of  infernal  Flame : 

Thefe  giop'd  for  Truth  with  darken'd  Mind, 
Thofe  to  no  Rule  their  Wills  cou'd  bind, 
Thefe  ftrong  Antarftick  Paifions  rack'd, 
Infernal  Legions  thofe  attack'd. 

I  heard  them  all  with  Grief  difclofe, 
Not  their  Tranfgreffions,  but  their  Woes  * 
All  heavy  laden,  or  enflav'd, 
Eafe,  rather  than  Gods  Pardon,  crav  d. 

My  Eye  of  Faith  Blefi'd  Jejn  law 
Near  to  each  Soul  in  anguifh  draw, 
With  foft  Benignity  to  all, 
He  utterM  this  endearing  Call, 

Come  unto  me,  ye  Spirits  griev'd, 
3y  x»e  your  Woes  lhall  be  relieved  * 

Ym 
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Vm  Meek  ahd  Lowly,  IcSrn  of  mi^ 
I'll  fet  you  fcofal  all  Anguilh  fcee. 

The  Calf  was  gracious  and  bought  Aid, 
That  it  by  all  might  be  obfey'd  *  . 
And  none  with  that  fweet  Gall  oomply'd, 
But  inftantly  their  Tears  were  dryd ; 

Yet  Men  of  a  I^ethargick  Mind,,  , 
Defpis'd  the  Blifi  for  them  defign*d* 
They  courted  Sin*  and  madly  chcrfe 
To  aggravate  their  penal  Woea  . 

Had  they  obey'd  dear  Jefy*  Yoke, 
And  made  their -Happinefs  their  Choice, 
One  Healthy  Miwte  more  ,  would  pleafe, 
Than  num'rous  Agep  of  Difesjfo 

0  wou'd  unthi»kiag  Mortal4  pei2e 
The  fenfual  wkh  jCefeftial  Jcpfs  : 
They  then  wou'd  wilfull  .Skis  deplore. 
And  firmly  vow  to  Sitf  ix>  mors. 

Since  I,  when  calPd,  to  J$t*  tan, 

In  his  kind  Arms  my  Joy*  began* 

Each  Step  I  in  Repentance  trod,        ,  , 

1  more  enamoured  grew  of  God.  : 

My  Pray'rs  Meek/  lovely  Jtfus  heard, 
Sin  was  by  Abfclption  cl$ar'd, 
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No  Joys  below  the  Joyfc  on  high*  //  i.. 
Can  with  th$  Joy  ft  of  Pardon-  .-lie;-. 

Since  that,  with  Seal  I  Soub  bcfpofcc, 
To  take  on  them  Blefrd  J$fa>  Take.: 
O  I  with  Pleafure  have  it  worn*  .  n 
Than  Sin,  much  eafic*  to  be  bcriw 

An  humble  Sotfl  is  ftiU  at  Eafe, 
No  Heights  can  the  Ambitious  plcafe* 
Alms-giving  lighter,  fcr  appeals, 
Than  an  Oppreflbur?k  iaward  Fears. 

Sobriety  more  glada  the  Soul, 
Than  Vomits  in  which  Drunkards  roll  * 
The  Glutton  fusfehs  at  his  Meals,  < 
The  Template  kind  Refrefcment  feels 

Pure  Chaftity  excells  iy  Guft 
The  CalenturesoC  baneful  Luft $ 
Sloth  lives  exposU  to  foriorn  Helfc 
The  Watchful  fiery  Darts  fcepelL  : 

The  envious  their  own  Souls  torment, 
Blefs'd  Charity  creates  Content* 
5Tis  Predamnation  to  defjpair, 
Tis  Blifs  to  truft  God's  tendcn  Care. 

Anger's  an  Hurricane  inbred*- 
Meekpefs,  a  Calm- in  Heart  and  Head 
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Revenge,  of  War  runs  all  the  Ills, 
Forgivenefs  Sweets  of  Peace  inftills : 

Rebellion  an  whole  Realm  annoys, 
Subjedion  beft  fecures  our  Joys-, 
Self  Love  infatiate  ftill  remains, 
God's  Love  full  Satisfadion  gains. 

All  Yea  and  Nay  more  natural  deem, 
Than  horrid  Oaths  which  God  blafphen*-, 
To  be  fincere,  than  Aft  a  Part, 
A  Single,  than  divided  Heart 

A  Converfation  courteous,  iweet, 
Than  Temper  fowre,  and  peevilb  Heat, 
A  Competence,  and  moderate  Mind, 
.Than  Av'rice  to  no  Bounds  confined : 

An  inoffenfive  quiet  Life, 
Than  Jealoufy  and  Caufelefs  Strife 
A  Juftice  to  each  rightftd  Claim, 
Than  of  a  Cheat  the  Guilt  and  Sh&ie. 

The  Damn'd  in  Hell  fliall  moft  be  pain'd, 
To  think  they  greater  Woes  fuftain'd, 
To  get  Damnation,  th^n  the  Blefs'd 
E'er  fufFer'd  for  Eternal  Reft. 

The  Wicked  like  «the  troubled  Sea, 

Arc  ne'er  from  Storms  of  Confcience  free  j 
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They  outrage  God's  All-feeing  Eye, 
Till  they  the  Devil's  Martyrs  die. 

Ill  Confcience  moft  outragious  grows, 
When  on  Death-Beds  they  feek  Repofe  $ 
Shrieking,  Defpairing,  .they  expire, 
Ingulfing  in  infernal  Fire. 

To  Souls  I  feftf  Call  explain, 
A  Profelyte  yet  rarely  gain : 
Men  patent  Truth  here-difljeliev'd, 
And,  till  in  Hell  live  undeceiv'd. 

Lord,  Thy  light  Burthen  may  I  bear, 
Thy  eafy  Yoke  for  ever  wear  $ 
Keep  ftill  a  Meek  and  lowly  Heart, 
Till  I  at  Death  take  heavenward  Start; 

m 

All  Praife  to  Thee,  who  mad'ft  the  Way, 

Eafy  to  everlafting  Day: 

I,  Lord,  to  follow  thee  intend, 

Till  I  like  thee,  to  Blifi  afcend. 

SABBATISM. 
npO  a  Seventh  Day  God  Jews  reftrain'd, 


A       For  Joy,  Reft,  Praife  Ordain'd  j 

But  lince  the  happy  Hour, 
Bids  d  Jejns  rofe  by  his  own  Pow'r, 


He 
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He  refting  from  his  l?ainS, 
Perpetual  Sabbath  to  his  Saints  remain 

Dear  Jefus  giv«f  to  Vot'riea  Reft, 

Which  rfojtfring  can  moleft^ 

Nor.  Sin,  no*  troublous  Car^ 
For  Sin  and  Grief  coeval  were, 

From  both  He  fets  us  free 
That  Evangelick  Age  might  Sabbath  be, 

Sabbatick  Dawn,  a  P*ieft  of  Ofd, 

By  Sound  of  Trumpet  told, 

You  when  the  Cock  lhall  crow, 
Will  then,  my  Saulr  yow  Sabbath  know, 

And  at  the  Morning  Ray, 
Devote  to  Gent  your  whole  'Sabbatick  Da^* 

Saints  Reft  on  daily  Sabbaths  take,  • 

And  their  own  Works  fctfakfe  j 

Our  wilfull  Sins  alone* 
Are  Works  we  truly  call  our  own  $ 

Such  fervile  Works,  as  thefe, 
Difturb  of  Confcience  the  Sabbatick  Eaf e. 

All  Works  whicli  Callings  juft  enjoin* 

Confift  with  Reft  Divine* 

Sloth  from  our  Spirits-  chace* 
Make  each  Man  .  uteful  in  hisPlkte; 

Maintain  with  God  Con v^rfe* 
lichen  they  Ejaculations  interfperle* 

Each 
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Each  Day  Sabbatick  Duty  claims," 
Each  has  Sahlatkk  Aims, 
Devotion  to  attend,  1 
Heav'n  in  the  Clofet  to  afcead, 

And  at  all  Hours  Opportune, 
In  God's  own  Houfe  to  worfhip  God  Triune. 

On  all  the  Works  to  fix  our  Thought, 

By  mighty  Goodnefc  wrought  * 

But  chiefly  to  remind, 
The  Love  of  Jefm  unconfin'd, 

That  Love  of  Loves  to  ling 
Of  Sabbath's  ghoftly  and  eternal  Spring. 

God's  Book  with  humble  Hearts  to  read, 

Prepared  for  Heav'nly  Seed, 

With  an  attentive  Ear, 
Celeftial  Truths  difplay'd  to  hear, 

With  Saints  to  hold  Difcourfet, 
Of  mutual  Light  and  Confolation's  Source. 

All  who  in  Mind  or  Body  grieve, 
With  Pity  to  relieve, 

Like  Angels  of  pure  Light, .  i 
To  live  of  God.  in  awfall  Sight, 

In  Hymn,  to  fpend  effort, 
And  by  warm  Pray'rs,  Souls   Heavenwards  to 
.  tranfport..  I 


On 
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On  God  to  re-transfufe  the  Mind, 
And  live  with  Will  refign^d, 
Pleas'd  only  with  God's  Choice, 

In  all  God's  Orders  to  rejoice, 
To  bear  a  filial  fmart, 

With  a  ferene  and  unrepining  Heart. 

With  Men  to  keep  a  Temper  mild, 
To  live  God's  tender  Child  i 
When  Death  iball  you  releafe, 

To  die  with  God  at  perfeffc  Peace, 

And  long  towards  Heav  n  to  rife. 

;Ti*by  thefe  Afts  Saints  daily  Sabbatife. 

Hell  with  a  fierce  Confedfrate  Rage, 
Will  'gainft  our  Peace  engage-, 
But  God  is  our  retreat , 

Hell  Powers  we  by  his  Aids  defeat, 
On  God  our  Souls  repofe, 

And  Sabbatije  while  fighting  with  our  Foes. 

Our  Dangers  us  ftiou'd  Watchful  keep, 
Shou'd  hinder  Ghoftly  Sleep, 
Our  Frailties  Pray'r  excite, 

For  Succours  from  unbounded  Might, 
Such  Succours  which  ne'er  fail, 

In  Spirit,  Hope,  Sabbatick  to  prevail. 

By  ghoftly  Wars  we  here  luftaifl, 
We  Peace  internal  gain, 
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To  Viftpry  inur'd* 
bur  Glofjr  is  thfe  mote  fecur'i 

With  thfe  inoire  zttil  ife  fly, 
To  endlcfs  Sabbath  undifhtfb'd  Ob  High. 

Caiiuto  walking  out  ko  take  the  Air; 
Led  by  unfeen  yet  providential  Care,  .  ,  ^ 
fcame  where  his  Ear  was  ,with  a  PaftVral  charm  d, 
tyhich  the  Great  King  bf  Terrour*  quite  difcrm'd: 

THE  6  2)  ORE  an&ROSELjLiii 
On  the  Shoftnefs  of  LIFE. 

*|"»i&d.  Whert;  had  ybu  thofe  fweet  Flow'nj  ItyWIty 
tl  fay. 

Ro.  6  Tbebihre,  i  pick'd  {hem  by  the  Way: 
U<?o.  'the  Plains  around  us,  no  fuch  Beauties  yield:' 
Ro.  They  in  a  Garden  grew,  not  in  a  Field; 
taa  of  our.j£eat  Man's  Garden  know  the  Fame;  / 
And  ds  I  tbw'rds  you  with  our  Dinner  came*  ' 
i  faw  it  open,  add  my*  greedy  Eye  , 
Stood  at  the  Door  its  Beauties  to  defcry, 
When  a  kind  Maidi  who  of  the  Flow'rs  took  Carf* 
Invited  me  to  take  the  Garden  Air* 
I  ent'ring  walk'd  abdut  with  ftrange  Delight; 
Had  of  all  Curiolities  a  Sight : 
At  parting,  ihe  her  Neighbour  id  endear; 
Gave  me  tho  Flow'rs  and  Fruits  which  I  have  here; 
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A  thoufand  Thanks  I  paid  heiy  Slrtd  mide  hafte, 
That  you, my  LoVcf/tilfe^bf  Wy  Dainties 'tafte* 
I  of  the  Flow  rs  \H11  tw6  fweet  Noftgays  liiake, 
And  my  Dear  Tbtofort  his  Choice' fliali  take,  i 

Tfo 0.  We'll  eat  the  Fruit  for  Banquet  to  our  Meal, 
But  what  is  that  you  itt  four  Hand  Conceal  > 1 

Ro.  It  is  thfcpreititft  Creaturfe  ever  brtd 
In  Gafd*rf,  bt  that  bttwtt  d  on  FlowVy  Bfed.  ! 

thed.  Shew  it  Rb.  1  date  not,  it  a*Ay  Will  fly,  " 
And  I  ftiall  loofe  the  Darling  of  my  Eye. 

*Fbr.  "f  coi  loofe  it  now, while  hidden  from  yaur  Vieur, 
As  much,  Fond  Girl,  as  if  away  it  flew* 
• 1  RoMf  Heatt  Mif^ee  me.  Tteo.  Oj*h  by  Degrees, 
On  fome  ope  Limb  Fll  to  fecure  it  feizs  * 

Ro.  O  touch  it  gently  ^  Theo.  I  have  got  the  Wing, 
You.  without  Fear  y&ut  Fingers  may  uncling. 

Ro.  This  Beautious  Fly  which  I  have  hither  brought, 
Araidft  the  FlowVs  I  in  the  Gard«n  caught  . 
Know  you  its  Name.?  Ah !  make  you  no  Reply,; 
Know  you  its  Name,  I  fay  >  Ah  can  a  Fly 
Give  ytm  this  fudden  and  this  ftrange  Surprize^ 
Ah  that  I  e*er  expos'd  it  to  your  Eyes! 
Why,  Theodore,  thus  fblemn  >  O  your  Tears, 
Run  trickling  down,  this  ftill  more  ftrange  appeart, 
My  Dear  I  cannot  weeping  fee,  but  I 
Muft  fall  a>  Weeping  too  *  yet  know  not  .why* 
If  for  Rqfella  Pailion  you  retain, 
Say,  Theodore,  what  thus  creates  you  Pain  >. 
Ah !  fhall  this  little  Fly  my  Rival  be ; 
You  fix'd.on  that,  have  no  regard  forme. 


Pttparaihejr  for  Death.         $  f 


theo.  6  tfith  tfhat  Wifflom  arfe  all  Things  defign  d* 
Man  of  his  God  arid  latter  End  to  mind! 
Dutjr  and1  Death  is  by  all:  Grattiires  taught, 
Tho5  Earthly  they  raife  Heav  nly  minded  thought: 
God  m ikes  thfe  Ant  to  heedlefi  Man  a  Guides  * 
For  HeavV  to  teach  him  timely  to  provide* 
This  Fly  God's  Goodriefs  to  inftruQ:  me  fends, 
O  may  I learn  thfe  Leffon  God  intends!     '  ■  ' 

^io.  I  little  thonght,  DearTkorfor^,  that  I 
Brought  yoii  a  Preacher,  when  I  brought  a  Fly; 

Tbeo.  You  have  for  me  and  for  Rofella  too*  -l 
*Thc  lame  it  teaches  me,  it  teaches  you. 

ifo.  What  Theodore  elkeems  a  Teacher  fit,  ■  ■  ■  • 
To  that  Rofella  gladly  will  fobmit* 
But  tell  me  what,  and  how  this  Fly  can  teach;'  '  * 
To  me'tisMyft'ry,  and  beyond  my  Reach.  * 
Tbeo.  Once  more,  my  Dear,  the  amiable  Mbl<!  " 
Of  this  ftupendous  little  Thing  behold  j 
The  Lillies  which  Great  Solomon  outvy, 
Are  far  lefs  Glorious  than  this  little  Fly 
The  great  Creator's  Power  and  Vifdom  ftiine, 
Concenter'd  iti  thi6  Miniature  Divine 
Bright  various  coloured  Rays  his  Wings  adorn, 
He  of  the  Garden  is  the  Sov'raign  born, 
x  He  o'er  the  Beds,  Trees*  Buflies  takes  his  Ringe^ 
And  for  his  Pleafiire  can  his  Region  change-, 
NoW  withfpread  Wings  the  pliant  Air  he  fitfeepsj 
*Then  on  his  Leg*  he  on  the  Surface  creeps: 
He  perches  on  fweet  Plants,  fucks  odVoirs  FlowVsj 
Enjoys  the  Sun,  retreat?  to  lfeady  Bow'rs* 


Abtmdanfcfc; 


Fre$atati<ites  for  Death,  i 

Ro.  Dear  Tlxodore,  O  tell  me  how  we  6eft 
%ith  Trouble  and  Temptation  may  conteft. 

Tfoo.  We  like  the  Fly  muftfrom  the  World  retreffo 
And  wifely  manage  our  fhorfr  vital  Heat 
What  is  our  Life  but  a  repeated  Day> 
We  quickly  pafs  our  Nocni,  arid  wafte  away, 
'We  daily  the  like  gfcdftly Dangers mpef,  r 
We  the  fame  Duties;  etrtfy  Day  repeat : 
Strive  that  this  Day  may  yefterday  put-*)*, 
Of  Virtue  nobler  Heights  each  Day  piirfue;  r 
God  to  the  prefent  bay  our  Vlew  confihM, 
Wou  d  have  us  for  the  ;Future  liVe^  rfefignU  j 
Taught  jus  to  prky*  'for  bnfy  daily  Btead,  : / 
And  trim:  on  him  to  be  to  morrotor  Fed. 
Lord,  daily  Bread,  ftftt  Love  perpetual  give, 
Without  tny  Love  we  tfaift  no  Minute  livfe-, 
Well  to  the  prefent'  Day  our  Cares  confign. 
And  tJiy9  in  Rey^retoce  of  the  Eye  Divine : 
We  may  our  Flocks  affiduoufly  infpedt, 
With  Minds  tp  Heay'h  habitually  ereft  $ 
Each  Day  we  from  th*  World  as  lobfe  fhou  d  fit, 
As  if  aflhr'd  the  World  at  Night  to  quit: 
Accounts  with  Heat'n  well  daily  eveivkeep, 
Shou  d  the  laft  Trump  furprize  us  in  our  {Sleep  5 
But  peath  can  truly  Hidden  be  to  none, 
Who  by  Repentance  daily  God  atone  : 
We'll  liye  God's  Children,  and     God  refignVT, 
A  Brother  and  a  Sifter  to  Mankind. 
Well  to  our  Fly  give  Freedom  that  he  may, 
Live  his  Age  o'er  with  Happinefs  tp  pay  ^ 


3* 


He  with  his  Lot  was  in  the  Garden  pleas'd, 
*Till  you  the  well-cqntqnttd  feature  feis  d 
From  him  each  Day  we  11  learn  to  live  Content, 
Upon  t\x  daily^Maana  (Sod'  -hasrftnt.*    jr  . 
With  Thanks  :lio<5©d  we.Ji       cm  /Mepl  kegta 
Sweet  is  the  Mea]*  whioh  i$  not  fbw*4  by  Sfcn* 
Sweet  is  fKpjMealf  which  Wftfted^i^iigjh-riqawiits, 
That  Go^vmf  lot  oqr  Vigour  Jbai/fe  the  fruit*: 
Sweet  is  the  MeaU  wheii  as  o\jr  Body's  fed*  I 
Our  Spirit  hungers  for  fupernal  Bread  ^ 
This  Day  to  f#i*e  Days  lball  be  tfhe  IHiiqt  A. 
Well  evty  JNydftRl):  thehG©ad  wr.W{  /* 
By  Gods        jVid  moiM 
Onthefe  Tigtodjp^ittW^ 
A  thoufand  Ybai*  to' ;  God  &  Aura  Day,1  j:,^ 
Eternity  of  LoveAels  no  Dttay/  *  • .  :  ■     v  /. 
Well  ftrive  to  imitate  our  God  above, 
•And  liv$ -each  Da$h  a  Uhat&dd  Yeara  of  Love. 

Confcience  tftte  toenforcethvj^ 
Made  on  QMw  fcfilie  Paft^&Dng^  - 
Suggefted  thafwbis  :Thoiighfc  a nrljile  ftiould  tfwell 
On  tranfient  Uk>  .Death,  Judgment,  HeaYCD  and 
Hell.  , 

They  ^toc^tijies  ^re  <#Hbpe.and  Fear, 
To  fright  fronj.gi^.  a))d  Ditfjr;  ^.endcan 


Preparatives  fir  Death,, 


JL  J  FE. 

OLife,  what  m  Thou  ?  oft  I  try. 
To  Paint  thee  to  my  gtooftly  Ey  e^ 
I  all  eyanid'  Things  furvey^ 
Bat  them  iphen  I  againft  thee  weigh, 
A  Vapour,  Flow'r,  a  Sleep,  a  Dream, 
Preponderaling  turn  the  Beam.  * 

A  Vapow       diflblvr'd  $n  Air, 
A  Flower  f  re  ceafing  to  look  frir, 
A  ^leepi  a  Dream,  'ere  they  expire, 
Somefhoprt  Diprati6n  ftill  require^  " 
But  Life^  fleets  rather  than  abides, 
Away  in  half  a  Second  flid»ps,  - 

Methinks  when  Death  I  call  0  mind, 
Life  might  be  eafily  defin'd} 
Death's '.a  .Privation  of  owt  all, 
Life  then  ^e  ftiou'd  Fruition  call ; 
Yet  nothing  we:  to  Life  allow, 
But  the'Eruitlbnpf  this  Now; 

Thought  Life  ipfers*  to  Duft  we  fink 
That  Moment  when  we  ceafe  to  think  : 
From  Thoqghf  to  Thought  my  Life  runs 
3Tis  irretrieyeably  fpon  gone : 
Thought,  'ere  I  can  enjoy  It,  flie% 
?Till  a  new  Thought 'frefli  fife  fupplies. 


Pttparathef  far  Beatbl  4> 

O  Fool,  of  fhort-liv'd  Gbods  pdffi&d,  • 
In  meer  Inctttaintks  to  reft,  "  - 
From  your  foil  Ban*  and  Bags  of  Gold/ 
To  Dream  of  flowly  grotoring  OH  : ; 
Can  you  bribe  Death  with  alj  your  Store, 
To  refpite  you  on*  Moment  inbre  ?  p 

Ah !  who  can  this  fhort  Life  tofbre, "  \ 
That  it  beyond  this  thought  Ibfll  dure  ? 
Of  Millibw  Death  the  End  h*s'  Wrought, 
Juft  in  the  -Middle  of  *  IMigft .  J  l' 
This  Life  of  minp  each  Moment  lies 
In  Panger  of  a  filw  SuWriie.  a  :  ' 

Surprife!  Ahr  toerthat  Tfrbitl  Idr«d, 
To  drop  down  on  a  fdddMi  Ttea^ 
And  be  by  Fiends  to  Judgment  h&l'd, 
'Ere  Pray  erg  for  Mercy  have  prevailM  ^ 
No  Wretch  but  quakes,  when  we  relate 
The  Honours  of  fo  dire  a  Fate. 

Tell  me,  my  Soul,  is  there  no  Art 
To  arm  againft  Death's  fudden  Dart? 
pas  gracious  Heav'n  contriv'd  no  Way, 
Of  lengthning  here  our  Mortal  Stay, 
Or  on  this  Momentaneous  Stage, 
,In  a'ftiort  Time  to  live  an  Age? 

Tis  Sin  which  fhortens  vital  Day, 
And  when  we  feel  our  Breath  Decay, 


'frrefitoatwes  for,  JHttb.  ' 

That  Lifers  l^w  btttrX)le*W  i«'.  Sifl  j 
Ooitiwp^W^ljejat  we  ifc'ej,  reflect,  . 
£Till  w  are/AmMforfifr  Nfigleft. 

The  Iribm,  Smx  the.  Font,  wjx>fly  • 
Unfully^d  to  the  Joys  on  High, 
live  Ifflger  ,$|n>  pJWitfatp  Men, 
Who  Sffi  .tp  ^hjcelpow  Te*i»,  wxd  Ttfi  : 
Old  Sjjiblw  ,np>r  tiu$,Life.  obtain,  > 
*Till  glibly .  JJafce*  a»<l  8fitn  *gain. 

Were  I  imm&rtyi  life  tjo  Jpcnd*        .  1 
In  all  the  Woes  which  Sin  attend, 
In  Ifc^gflp,  -Skkncjfc,  TrppbljK,:  Btfo,  'A 
Which      ip  wretched  Life  foftmn*  I 
I  De?th  wptfd;         t^Life  abt  pacific 

Souls  whflrtotejjdlfifs  Jay*  afpirtv  i 
This  Life  endure,  but  Death  defire  : 
The  flwteft Life  they' ta*theiBeft,  T 
The  fioopeft  freed  from  ^i&iapd  Blcfc' d  * 
No  weary  Pilgrim  but  revive^ 
When  he  at  wifhM  for  Home  arrives,  > 

Saints  live  eternally  above,  . 

In  Beatifick  Joy,  Hymn,  Love, ? 

At  Life's  unbounded  Source  they  Drink, 

Qf  C?od  th^y  aeye*  ce^Is  to  thipk, 


We  thctfe ;  ddar  Morti«*s '  ooij/Yiim,  ;  >  <■:•,.($ 

J^ord,  may  |< Wiret4bdfaitbf  ifiigbt^i :t> 
May  I  in  thy  fote  I^we  itelighty  '   " '  v  >'  [ 
lam,  live,;  ni(we iaiTHtD adooe^  .  »M  oo'i* 
God-Man  will  for:  my;  Sins  dbrnifig  -r  :; 
While  ibjr  ittcbldd.  Zeal  abA  :T<m»  I  *'rf  .„■/. !' 
Strive  to  t^ritTc  aay  caud«%  ¥fea«,  i',,i:'V« 

-■•-I)'-*©''  -A-  -Kit  >H.*u:i  :U;-^\$rt 

OF  Follies,tp,'  whkhrMaH*,$&vij  ...  «{-„0y 

^one  ever  ^.'f»ait»oWn,!tD  gfttx  ;  u   ' ,  ,<•,;  i 
So  .unfterigliJfteigQ,  A  ;i    ,il  o 

As  that  which  thought  of  dying  flies,  : 
Till  Pangs  of  De^V^we  Wcc^  fi^^  •  \ 

That  they  m&  $Cfi*U  Men  conie6,   ■  •. 

None  Uinbe,  qr  PJgce  tfiap  ■ 
The  Mjknnrf,iJMd,l<ai'if(Mi«!t  bW»>  '*    :  -r 

Toall  botiGodialont^ ,  'K ■  / 
All  on  Ihort  Ltfe  depending  know, 
Eternity  of  iBlifi  a*  Woe.  ,       r       j.;  / -\  \ 

What  Folly,  Madnefi,  Btupour  then, ; 

Un-mans  tile  Sow  of  Men  £  .<■  ■ 
Carelefsof  their  eternal  Lots, 

Jhey  ttveifckitu$l.$}$4  . 

J?eep 


$4        #  'Pi^tMhtt^:D^^ 

Deep  of  fool,  fenfual  PhiltrMiS'Dbrink,  ?  v> 
What  they  fhou'd  ne'er  forgei^  ?e  er/think, 

Whenfumnkm'd  to  InfeimLfliad^  tt.?i  r  r 
Death's  Horronrs  them  ihvacfe  v  t  r»;  i  :j 
Too  late,  alas,  they'll  ftandagbaft,  '\\  ; 

For  StapdaSian  paft  :  * 
Death's  Terrours;  there  feall  haunt  their  Breafi, 
Which  ghofHy  Fools  till  then  fiippreft.  • 

My  Soul,  this  Flefhi  whpn  ia  its  l/rn 

Muft  to  Corruption  turn, 
You'll  to  the  Source  of  Spirits  fly,  / 


To  your  BirtH  place  on  high, 
Heav'n  is  of  Souls  the  Native  Sphere, 
O  Heav'n-born  Soul,  live  Stranger  here. 


Evanid  Joys  with  8oom  furvey, 

At  Death  they'll  fleet  away  * 
The  Riches  you  to  Heav'n  may  bear* 

Are  Hymn,  and  Alms,  and  Pray'r  i 
When  God's  mild  Eyes  (hall  them -behold, 
Your  Gain  will  be  Ten  Thouland-fold. 

x':\.  ..  ;  .  :  ■ 

Of  Death  you'll  never  live  in  dread, 

When,  you  to  Sin  are  Dead  h 
*Tis  Sin  make*  Death  of  Terrours  King,, 

Sin  Arms  him  with  his  Sting  * 
But  Jelus'  Crofs  his  Terrours  quells. 
The  Venoiq  pf  his  Sting  difpeljs. 


Vftpdtatfaes  for  Death. 


Life  has  of  Troubles  various  Scenes, 
Death  Storms  of  Lifeferenes; 

All  Praife  to  God  who  Death  dcfign'd, 
To  difemhroil  the  Mind  $ 

That  it  might  frte  from  flelhljr  Weight, 

Spring  into  the  immortal  State. 

May  my  Accounts  Great  God  with  thee, 

Each  Night  adjufted  be, 
Grave  on  my  Soul  my  dying  Day, 

That  I  may  Watch  and  Pray, 
And  joy  when  Death  fhall  Summons  give, 
That  then  Ilhall  begin  to  live. 

RESURRECTION. 

GReat  Day !  to  Mortals  kept  unknown, 
When  an  Arch-Angel  from  the  Throne 
Shall  on  his  radiant  Wings  appear, 
And  hov'ring  o'er  this  lower  Sphere,' 
His  Trumpet  blow,  whofe  mighty  Sound 
Shall  undulate  the  Globe  around. 

All  fep'rate  Souls  where  e'er  they  dwell, 
In  the  Out-courts  of  Heav'n  or  Hell,  } 
Soon  as  they  hear  {hall  Summons  have, 
To  fly  to  each  appropriate  Grave, 
And  their  Corporeal  Bulk  relume,  ( 
To  wait  their  Everiafting  Doooi. 


The  Particles  of  Bodies  Dead, 
Though  oyer  nura'rous  Regions  Cprea4j 
By  fympathetick  Force  imprefs'd, 

Shall  Jiafte  ia  |aiftiAe  Form  to  reft  . 
While  to  its  Seat  the  Soul  reflie^ 
And  the  fartie  Man  who  dy?d  fliall  '■  rife, 

Trom  glorious  God  an  Angel  fpent, 
His Vial  oh  Euphrates  fent,.  ,  , 
Shou'd  he  his  empty  Vial  fill 
With  Henna*  Dew*  and  thence  daftill, 
One  Drop  oak  evVy  StretUn  which  glides* 
Till  it  in  Ocean  loft  abided: 

Yet  ev*ry  Drop  Omnifcience  knows, 
And  Whcne  it  1ft  eadi  Billow  flows, 
Can  ev'ry  Drop  entirely  lave 
From  iti  Traittfiulotis  into  Wave, 
Though  d&aht  as  each  Polar  Shore, 
Can  to  the  Vial  thefli  rcftore. 

Shou^il^'DiW^  ift  Vapour  irife,  < 
Turn  Rain,  Jfe41,  Snow,'<wh«ft  in  the  Skie*, 
Thence  falling  into  Earth  be  funk, 
And  «p  by  Vegetables  Drunk, 
God  all  'their  6hfittogs  can  coaiplutCj 
And  utt&  Dew  them  re-tranfoiute. 

From  Jefut -  Body  Vk-tae  came,.  5  * 
Which  cur'ditteBiiM, S^Dambofld  L*me* 


But  fine;  he  froih  tbe  Grave  arcfe^ 
A  nobler  Virtue  from  him  itows* 
A  Virtute  over  Death  to  reign 
And  raift  all  Dead  Mankind  again. 

Pure  Souls  with  rapt'rous  Joy  Shall  hafte,' 
In  their  lov'd  Shells  to  be  encas'd, 
While  inlpious  Sotris  with  hideous  Cry> 
In  vain  lhall  loathM  Re-Union  fly. 
Saints  Graces  thfem  for  Bli6  difpofe  ^ 
Guilt  Sinners  Weighs  to  entflcfi  Woes, ; 


God-man  be  pnWd>  who  Saints  loofe  Dufl; 
To  glorious  Bodies,  will  adjuft  t 
Though  Soiil  ahd  Flefh  fiiall  parted  be,  . 
Theyll  meet  in  blefs'd  Eternity,  x  » 

That  Thought  devoutly,  Saints,  revolve, 
And  live  in  Languor  to  difiolVe. 

JUDGME  NT.  i 

WHen  the  Archangel's  Trump  lhall  (bund, 
And  warn  the  World  in  Stupours  drbwn'd, 
At  God's  Tribunal  to  appear, 
Hell-Pow'rs  the  Voice  fliall  qbivVing  hear,  4 
The  Earth  (hall  quake  from  £ 6le  to  Pole, 
The  Orbs  Celefciai  trembling  roll  t 

The  Dead  flialt  in  their  Graves  aWake^ 
The  Hearts  of  *U  the  Living  quake, 

Good 


fit  Prepdtattoesforbeatfa 

Good  Angels  (hall  the  Soimd  Revere, 
And  God  adore  with  bumble'  Fear 
God-man  the  Judge  fhall  ready  Hand; 
To  leave  his  Throne  at  God's  Right-Hand; 

Sapernal  Hofts  who  Beams  diffufe, 
Throqgh  arched  Heav'n  fhall  rendezvous 
tforfes  and  Chariots,  with  which  God 
In  Triumph  thrtiugh  the  Waters  rode* 
Shall  to ;  the  Hea  v'nly  Gates  repair, 
To  wait  on  Jefus  to  the  Air.  • 

The  Angels  at  his  March  fhall  fhottt,' 
And  all  the  Way,  with  Zeal  devout, 
Shall  Hymns  to  the  incarnate  King, 
Of  Mercy,  and  of  Juftice  fing-, 
They'll  then  his  Throne  in  Air  ereft/ 
•    That  all  the  World  he  may  infpeft* 

God  - m&  his  Angels  will  enjoyn* 
Saints  hallow'd  Duft  to  re-enfhrine, 
Andwhfen  their  Souls  they  re-embrace^  ' 
Waft  dif?m  to  fee  his  blififiil  Face-,  " 
The  Saints  they'll  in  their  Chariots  drive* 
*fill  they  at  Jefus'  Throne  arrived 

Damn'd  Souls  fhall  theii  t6o  late,  in  Vain 
Bewail  their  Sins  which  caus'd  their  Pain, 
They'll  wifh  eternally  to  die, 
Or  buried  under  Rocks  to  tie* 

Id 


Preparatives  for  Death; 

|n  vain  their  Wiflies  will  be  made, 
No  Cuilt  God's  Judgment  evade; 

The  Heav'nly  Book  ftiall  he  unclos'd, 
The  Secrets  of  all  Hearts  exposed  y 
God  and  their  Confidence  Saints  will  clear^ 
They'll  pjead.not  perfect,  bixt  llncere^ 
To  their  jnild  Judge  they'll  make  Appieal^ 
Who  with  this  Blood  their  Pardon  feals. 

The  guilty  Sinners,  Self-condemri'd, 
Who  Jefus9  Laws  and  Oofs  contemn'd* 
Defpairing  to  decline  their  Fafe, 
With  Honour  fliall  their  Doom  await 
No  Force  of  Language  can  difclofe. 
Saints  Raptures,  or  curs'd  Sinners  Woes: 

Go,  Curfed,  doom'd  to  endlefs  Pain, 
Come,  Saints,  in  endlefs  Blifs  to  reign,  - 
Good  Angels  thence  fhall  Saints  attend, 
With  Jefus  they'll  to  Heav'n  afcend  h 
Curs  d  Fiends  fhall  drag  the  damn  d  to  Hellj 
In  everlaftirig  Pains  to  yell. 

All  t*raife  to  God,  who  here  below, 
/Prolongs  my  Choice  of  Blifs  or  Woe  5 
'  My  paft  ill  Choice  may  I  deplore, 

Fear  Hell  ^  but  Fear  offending  more; 

KfeejJ  a  Tribunal  in  my  Mindi 

And  have  by  God  my  Pardon  fign'd; 
VollY*  1? 


i 

fk 


5  O  Freparatmes  for  Death* 


The  Trumpet. 

IN  Univcrfal  Dread  I  wak*d, 
Each  Atom  in  me  quak'd, 
Tremendous  Sounds,  methought,  hung  in  my  Ear4 
Which  Ihook  the  circumambient  Sphere, 
Methought  it  reached  to  Hell, 
Where  all  the  frighted  Fiends  a  trembling  fell. 

I  ftarting,  to  my  Guardian  fay, 

Sure 'tis  the  Judgment  Day, 
Woe,  woe,  is  me  my  Soul  is  unprepared, 

I  am  unutterably  fcar'd* 

O  for  one  Minute  more, 
In  which  I  may  my  num'rous  Sins  deplore ! 

To  God  fend  Penitential  cries  $ 
My  Guardian  then  replies, 
God  gives  you  time  your  Wand'rings  to  lament, 
Which  fhou'd  upon  your  Knees  be  fpent : 
What  Sound  I  then  re- join'd  ; 
Is  that,  which  with  this  Horrour  ftrikes  my  Mind? 

I  faw,  my  Guardian  faid,  this  Night 
An  Angel  in  his  Flight, 
One  of  the  Seven,  who  at  God  s  Throne  of  State 
With  their  Celeftial  Trumpets  wait, 

Him 
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Him  I  in  darted  Tho^jht, 
To  reft  hlmfelf  a  while  wiwcnc  befought. 

He  mildly  yields,  I  him  embrace, 
And  as  he  took  his  Place, 
I  few  his  Trumpet  hang  between  his  Wings, 
As  we  difcours'd  of  heav  nly  Things, 
And  his  Right-hand  contain'd, 
Seven  Thunder-bolts  for  fome  curs'd  Land  ordain  d- 

Ah  me  !  faid  I;  how  is  Mankind 
TumM  Deaf,  Dumb,  Stupid,  Blind! 
To  the  Surprize  of  Death  and  endlefs  Woes, 
Each  Moment  they  themfelves  expofe-, 
This  Soul  I  tender  here, 
I  rarely  make  my  Warnings  to  revere* 

I  long  my  Pupil  to  fecure, 

And  keep  him  Chrift-like  pure, 
t)  lift  your  radiant  Trumpet  to  your  Head, 
Sound  in  the  Key  which  wakes  the  Dead* 
Sound  fingly  to  his  Ear 
Wake  all  ye  dead,  at  Judgment  to.  appear* 

The  Angel  with  my  wifh  confpif  d, 
Sounding  what  I  defir'd4 
But  much  more  dreadful,  more  furprifing  Sound 
•  Will  through  the  hallow  Graves  rebound, 

When  the  laft  Trump  begins 
To  fummop  Souls  to  Judgment  for  their  Sins- 

Da  I 
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I  Thanks  to  my  good  Angel  paid, 
The  Warning  <j$By  weigh'd, 
The  Sound  continue*  lively  in  my  Mind, 
And  when  to  111  I  am  inclin'd, 
The  Trumpet  I  recall, 
•    To  keep  me  watchful,  and  prevent  my  Fall. 

i^ULSSufi^j^SL^SlaJSL  iJS?iikKrfti  tAO.t*M.  tM.iM* 

HELL. 

WHen,  Go  ye,  Curfed,  God  proclaims, 
And  Sinners  plunge  in  endlefs  Flamea, 
Think,  O  my  Soul,  what  mighty  Pain, 
The  Damn'd  fuftain. 

Self-rage  for  Breach  of  gracious  Laws, 
The  Worm  of  Confcience  which  ftill  gnaws, 
Confufion,  Terrour,  Trembling,  Shame, 

And  fierce  Self-blame.  > 

UnpityM  Groans,  the  Brimftone  Lake, 
Fiends  who  in  tort'ring  Pleafure  take, 
Of  Sin  a  clear  and  bitter  Senfe, 
And  Hate  immenfe. 

Heaven  loft,  the  Choice  of  Torments  fure, 
Souls  temper'd  Tortures  to  endure, 
Gnafliing  of  Teeth,  outragious  Fire, 
And  Darknefs  dire. 

All 
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All  Miferies  which  there  o'er*flow, 
Fill  all  Capacities  of  Woe, 
Hope  is  for  ever  Bflniftid  there 
By  black  defpair. 

My  Soul,  think  how  the  Damn  d  complain, 
And  to  themfelves  impute  their  Pain, 
Cod  bid  me  live,  but  wretched  J  "* 
Wou'd  choofe  to  die. 

How  long  have  I 'gainft  God  rebelled? 
How  many  gracious  Calls  repell'd  > 
More  hardfhips  ran  to  Work  my  Bane 
Than  Heav'n  wou'd  gain, 

I  flighted  God's  propitious  Aid, 
Damp'd  Confcience,  left  it  ftiouM  upbraid  * 
The  World  I  for  my  Idol  own'd, 
And  God  dethron'd. 

My  felf,  I  to  curs'd  Sin  enflav'd, 
All  Thoughts  of' my  Repentance  wav'd, 
I  light  of  Jeftu  SufPrings  made, 
And  never  pray'd. 

My  Peftilence  I  oft  diffused, 
Great  God's  long  Suffring  I  abus'd, 
find  damn'd  to  thefe  eternal  Woes, 
Have  what  I  chofe. 
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They  dwell  in  pure  ecftatick  Light, 
Of  God  Triune  have  blifsful  Sight, 

Of  Fontal  Love,  who  gave 

God  Filial  Man  to  f^ve-, 
Of  Jefm  Love,  who  Death  fuftain'd, 
By  which  the  Saints  their  Glory  gain'd  : 

Of  Love  co-breath'd  the  Boundlefs  Source, 
From  which  Saints  Love  dejrives  its.Force? 
Within  the  Gracious  ftiine 
Of  the  <fc-glorious  Trine, 
The  Saints  in  happy'  Manflons  reft, 
Of  all  th^y  can  defire  poflefsd. 

Saints  Bodies  there  the  Sun  out- vie 
Tepper'd  to  feel  the  Joys  on  High^ 

Bright  Body  and  pure  Mind, 

In  Rapture  unconfin'd, 
(Capacities  expand,  'till  fit 
Deluge  pf  Qodhead  to  admit. 

In  all-fufficient  Blife  they  joy, 
Duration  in  fweet Hymns  employ-. 
With  Angels  they  converfe, 
Their  Loves  and  Joys  rehearfe, 
Tafte  Suavities  of  Love  immenfe, 
pf  all  Delights  lull  Confluence, 
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With  God's  own  Son  they  reign  Co-heirs, 
Each  Saint  with  him  in  Glory  Shares^ 

Like  Godhead  happy,  pure, 

Againft  all  change  fecure, 
In  boundlefs  Joys  they  Sabbatije, 
Which  Love  Triune  will  eternife, 

By  boundlefs  Love,  for  Souls  refin'd, 
Are  Joys  unfpeakable  delign'd,  • 

When  I  thofe  Joys  imbibe, 

I  then  may  them  defcribe  * 
Joys  to  foil  pitch  will  Hymn  excite, 
When  from  Senfation  I  endite, 

Juft  as  Caduco's  Song  of  Heav'n  was  clos'd,  - 
JSnlighten'd  Confcience  fweetly  interpos'd, 
If  Heav'n  you  value,  learn  what  Jefus  taught, 
That  it,  fliou'd  in  the  firft  Chief  place  be  fought, 

Heaven  firft  fought. 

WHether  I  will,  or  no,  I  find 
My  felf  to  Happinefs  inclin'd, 
What  Happinefi  I  then  defire, 
I  next  enquire, 

J  alljny  Inclinations  weigh, 

^yhat  wou-d  content  them,'  bid  them  fay, 

1  But 
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pit  fee  they  no  Enough  will  own, 
In&tiats  grown. 

Pride,  Luft,  and  AvVice,  ftill  wou'd  crave, 
Shou  d  they  ten  Worlds  for  Portion  have, 
Jntoxicated  though  with  Store, 
"  They'd  thirft  for  mom.  > 

I  then  confult^each  learned  Se&, 
Who  Authors  numberlefi  colled, 
They  who  all  Sciences  purfue 
Enough  ne'er  knew* 

In  Solomon  of  all  Mankind, 
Wealth,  Honour,  Pleafure,  Wifdom  join5d$ 
He  felt  the  quinteflential  Heights 
Of  all  Delights, 

Heftrovewith  an  unhridTd  Will 
Of  fenfual  Joys  to  take  his  fill, 
Yet  to  his  forrow  found  his  Gain 
Vexatious,  Vain. 

Our  God  in  that  great  King  defign'd,, 
To  unbeguile  each  Worldly  mind, 
And  teach  that  higheft  Joy&  beloyr, 
Expire  in  Woe. 

There's  no  trufe  Satisfaction  here, 
Tis  oply  in  the  heav'nly  Sphere* 

§oul« 
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Souls  who  to  perfed  Joys  afpire 
Quite  loofc  Defirc 

In  Death  enough  Saints  fhall  not  have, 
Though  Flefti  lies  fenfelefi  in  the  Grave 
And  he  their  Spirits  fhall  difm& 
To  enter  Blifi. 

Enough  no  fep'rate  Souls  obtain, 
Till  Bodies  glorify*d  they  gain, 
They'll  live  in  languifhing  Defire 
For  Blifs  entire, 

Jefus  to  fix  our  Choice  aright, 
Bids  us  firft  feek  the  Realm  of  Light, 
And  to  his  Righteoufhefs  Divine 
To  co-encline. 

None  but  the  Righteous  are  difpos'd, 
For  Joys  in  endlefs  light  difcWd  $ 
Polluted  Souk  the  Region  pure 
Wou'd  not  endure. 

Left  the  vain  World  fhou'd  us  allure, 
He  deigns  Heav n's  fevers  to  afiure, 
That  God  their  Pbrtion  juft  decreed, 
.  For  earthly  Need. 

Thus  Love  unbounded  overflows 

Both  Heav  n  aod  Earthen  Saints  beftows 
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What  can  the  Infinite  give  more, 
Or  Man  implore  ? 

If  Heav'n  ye  Worldlings  firft  wou'd  choofc 
And  not  enjoy  this  World,  but  ufe  * 
Twill  pleafe  you  to  Subje&ion  brought, 
More  than  firft  fought. 

My  jfe/iw,  had  I  fought  Thee  firft, 
I  ne'er  had  felt  affliding  Thirft  * 
But  this  vain  World  from  heav'nly  View 
My  Spirit  drew, 

Lord,  to  that  fov'raign  Blife  I  tend, 
Which  All-fufficient  has  no  end, 
Perfedtions.  which  belong  to  none, 
But  Thee  alone,  . 

Mean  while  I  on  my  God  rely 
Tfce  Wants,  he  wills  me,  to  fupply  $ 
My  jnft  Enough  He  only  knows 
For  Want  or  Woes, 

In  God's. Enough  my  Soul  ftiall  reft, 
Though  here  I  am  but  partly  blefs'd, 
gaipts  of  the  Crofs  have  ftill  Alloy 
To  temper  Joy.  ; 


Enough  we  have  for  Earthly  Need. 
JHeav'ns  Joys  our  Fpretaftes  fer  pjccepd, 

Enough 
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Enough,  my  God,  is  where  Thou  art, 
There  lodge,  my  Heart. 

Gtdnco,  when  his  Meditation  ey'd, 
Between  this  Earth  and  Heav  n  the  Diftance  wide,' 
To  reach  that  Height  had  an  inje&ed  JFear, 
Till  Conference  him  infpir  d  the  Doubt  to  clear. 

A  Sigh  Afcending. 

I Warm  Ejaculations  made 
For  inftantaneous  Aid, 
But  fearing  Pray'r  wou'd  want  a  Speed, 

Fit  for  my  prefling  Need, 
A  vigorous  Sigh  I  fent  on  High, 
Thought  that  wou'd  fwifter  fly. 

Hell  and  my  Lufts  a  Plot  had  fbrm'd, 

They  me  with  Fury  ftorm'd  * 
They  both  my  'Spirit  to  moleft, 

Inceflantly  fiiggeft, 
The  Sigh  which  from  your  Heart  is  flown 

Can  never  reach  the  Throne. 

Much  rather  our  Delights  admit, 

Fond  Expectations  quit, 
We  ftri&ly  leagu'd  your  Will  can  fway,' . 

And  Force  you  to  obey. 

Then 
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Then  Faith  in  God  they  to  confute, 
.  Philofophy  depute* 

A  Cannon  Ball  difchargM  upright, 
Takes  fwift  and  lofty  Flight, 

And  in  its  pulfe  it  t 'wards  the  Skies 
Twice  Fifty  Fathom  flies, 

'Ere  to  the  Sun  it  cou'd  afcend 
Twoud  fire  whole  Luftres  fpend. 

From  thence  'ere  it  to  Jvot  cou'd  foar, 
Add  Five  and  Twenty  more, 

From  thence  'twou'd  double  the  Account, 
'Ere  it  to  Saturn  mount, 

From  thence  to  Weft  ftarry  Sphears 
Seven  Hundred  Thoufand  Years. 

Guefi  then  to  Blifsftil  Heaven  how  far, 

TTis  from  the  loweft  Star  $ 
A  Sigh  am  ne'er  to  endlefi  Blifs 
.  Shoot  that  immenfe  Abyfs, 
A  Sigh,  which  into  Air  feflows, 
And  never  higher  goes. 

Thus  they  trajefied  dubious  Thought, 
Which  Trouble  in  me  wrought, 

My  Confcience  bad  roe  have  recourfe 
To  God's  unbounded  Force, 

And  to  experienced  Saints  below, 
Who  well  the  Wonder  know. 
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Soon  as  I  (Hf-refle&ions  made, 
They  fbon  the  Truth  difplay'd 

Curs'd  Satan  a  Iharp  fiery  Dart, 
Tiajefted  to  my  Heart, 

Which  at  my  Pray'r  dropd  but,  I  found 
My  Heart  at  eafe,  and  found. 

Sighs,  whether  fwift  to  Heav'n  they  rife 
As  Morning  guilds  the  Skies, 

Or  God  by  omniprefent  Ear, 
When  they  are  figh'd,  is  near, 

Since  God  vouchlafes  what  I  defire, 
'Twere  fruitlefs  to  enquire. 

In  Heav'n  Accounts  of  Sighs  are  kept, 

Of  ev'ry  Tear  that's  wept-, 
Saints  feel  the  Bleflings  back  they  bring, 

Swift  as  Angelick  Wing 
The  Humble  what  they  beg  obtain, 

They  never  ffigh  in  vain. 
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GUardian,  when  Death  fliall  me  fubdue, 
Shall  I  have  Wings  like  yoti  ? 
Or  by  fome  Angel  up  be  caught, 
And  to  my  Manfion  brought  ? 
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Or.  fliall  I  mount  to  endlefs  reft, 

By  heavenly  Force  imprefsd? 
Or  fliall  I  .  by  Magneticfcmigh% 

Be  drawn  to  endlefs  Light  ? 
Or  fliall  I  like  Elzas  fly, 
In  Chariot  up  the  Sky  ? 

God,  he  reply'd,  by  various  Ways* 

Thf  Saints  to  Heav'n  conveighs, 
To  weaker  Souls  he  Wings  fupplies. 

They  fwift  as  Seraphs  rife, 
Bright  Angels  higher  Saints  up  take^ 

Afcent  with  them  to  make. 
Saints  who  no  deadly  Sin  embrace* 

To  damp  Baptifmal  Grace, 
With  a  full  Vigour  fly  their  Gourfe 

jBy  their  pure  Virgin  Forces 

The  Magnetifin  of  heav'nly  Love, 

Draws  fome  to  God  above 
They  need  no  Wings,  but  ftrong  Defire* 

On  that  they  all  afpire: 
But  on  Heroick  Saints  ot  State 

God's  radiant  Chariots  wait : 
None  of  the  Saints  who  foar  to  Blifs, 

Their  Way  can  ever  mifs  ^ 
Of  their  own  Pray'rs  the  Wakes  are  known* 

They  11  lead  them  to  the  Throne. 

Whidi  of  thefe  Ways,  dear  Soul*  \*ou  d  you  . 
Your  Flight  to  Heav %n  purfue )  * 
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t  jtoustf  a  while  and  then  reply'd* 

Yqu,  Chprdian,  me  muflt  guide, 
jMy  Prayers  of  Fervency  bereft 

Small  Track  I  fear  have  left  5  < 
And  1  fo  oft  hbve  gorieaftray,      \  * 

I  £bon  may  lofe  my  Way, 
My  Mode'jof  flying  I  fubmit* 

To?  what,  my  God  thinks  fit*  ; 

The  Chariots  on  which  Saints  afcehclj 

No  Cfemmoh  Souls  attend:   " ; 
My  For>tkl  Grace,  alas*  is  ftain'^ 

Curs'd  Siri  my  Spirit  teia'd* 
1  fear,  fwc*t Love's  attra&fre  Mighl 

Is  darned  by  foul  Delight  * 
And  A  ^peculiar  Angel  flown*  V  " 

To  guard  me  from  the  Throne* 
I  wwcthkfi  to  expeft  forbear + 

To  tvaft  ilie  throtigh  ihb  Ain 

If  my  own  Paflage  I  might  ufe* 

I vig'rous  Wings  wouci  choofe • 
They'll  mount  me  with  a  ftrong  Effort* 

They'll  beft  my  Soul  fupport  * 
You,  gracious  Friend,  clofe  to  me  fly, 

'Till  I  am  lodg  d  oh  High 
O  draw  me  from  the  World  away* 

Shou  d  I  my  Flight  delay, 
As  Angels  by  kind  Heav'n  diQfctch'd 

Lot  out  of  Sodom  fnatch'd* 
Vol*  IV,  £  SaiftU 
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Saints  never  tyrd  in  Flight. 

MY  gracious  Guardian  on  a  Dayy 
Wou d  his  bright  WingB  difplay* 
His  ClouS  he  lai<£  afide^ 
And  I  his  gloridul  Vifage  ey'd,  ; 

While  hefuggefted  Heav'nly Things,' 
I  took  the  full  Dimension  of  his  Wings. 


Soft  as  the  Light  were  all  his  Plumes, 
Sweet  as  theSponfe's  choice  Perfumes,  . 

.  Each  of  Ms  Wings  I  found,  > 
Rofe  a  foil  fathom  from  thetjround; 
Within  thofe  Wings  my  Soiil  he  kept 
All  Night hethrewthemo*er mewhile  l  flept; 

His  Wings  he  rais'd,  and  c/er  my- Head, * 
To  foil  Expanfion  wou'd  have  fpread, 

But  to  my  inward  Pain, 
He  ftrait  contra&ed  them  again  * 
Alas !  my  Clofet  was  too  ftrait, 
And  he  could  neither  of  his  Wings  dilate* 

My  Curiofity  he  fpy'd, 
•  And  thus  to  me  himfelf  apply'd, 

Tell  me  dear  Heav'n-born  Mind, 
What  was  the  Reafon  you  inclined, 
The  Meafure  of  my  Wings  to  take, 
And  what  ftrange  Obfervation  thence  you  make. 
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Ah  me,  laid  I,  my  thoughtful!  Breaft 
Has  with  a- Scruple  been  bpprefs'd, 

When  I  fom  Matter  freed, 
Shall  fly  With  yoti  totodsHeay'n  fall  fpeedj 
I  fear  I  (hall  not  reach  the  Height, 
t)r  wafte  atl  my  Eternity  in  flight; 

Should  <3od  iike  Wings  fcr  me  prepare, 
You'd 'footi  out  fly  roe  in  the  Ak% 
Ah!  1  may  loofe  your  Wake, 
fall  dotlm  the  Gulph  to  topbet's  Lake* 
Or  wand'ring  too  and  fro  may  tire, 
While  you  to  emlafting  BUfs  afpire; 

I  oft  ha^c  heard  thfe  Learned  count, 
The  mighty  Journey  Souls  muft  mount  $ 

to  Blifs  'ere  they  afceiid, 
OF  Years  thejr  muft  a  Million  fpend, 
My  Guardian  then  benignly  laid, 
&o  Saints  are  by  this  Diftance  'ere  difinay'd. 

A  Star  in  twice  Twelve  Hotirs  will  run^ 
Of  Miles  a  Billion  round  the  9un  ^ 

When  yoti  take  Heav'n-ward  Springs^ 
Propitious  God  will  oint  your  Wings* 
He'll  Oil  of  Gladhefs  on  them  pour, 
A  Wond'rous  Height  you'll  in  a  Second  foar. 

The  Star  when  it  in  Height  extreanl 
EncdmpalTes  the  Solar  Beam* 
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;   Flies  in  the  fcanty  Tim?'. 
Of  but  one  fingle  Minute,  Prime, ,;  . 
A  Hundred  Thousand  Miles,  apd  more-, 
Sainteibqner  reach  thjco'  H^av'nly  Waves  t]?e  Shore. 

All  heavy  Bocfe?  through  thq  Air, 
Swift  to  their  Central  Keft  repair  ^ 

As  they  fall  domrn*t^e  Spjheak .  :J- 
Each  Inch  they  fall,  rotate  their  Cajees, 
The  nearer  tQ  the  I>pint  they  tend^ 
They  with),  the  moie  yelocity  defcend. 

The  nearer  thus  to  Blifc  you  %,  . 
You'll  ftill  the  fwifter  mount  on  Higfi, 
When  Heav'n  is  clear  in  fight,;  ,  > 
It  will  invigorate  your  Flight,. 
Thoufand  of  Leagues  each  Pulfe  you'll  move^ 
And  beyond  that  your  Motion  will  improve. 

Your  Spirit  will  be  allDefire, 
You  by  the  Way  can  never  tire  $ 

No  Saint  I  ever  knew 
Tir'd,  as  to  Central  Blifs  he  flew. 
I  on  his  Heav'nly  Word  .repos'd, 
And  lfrait  his  cloudy  Vehicle  he  clos'd. 

If  Heav'n  you  feek,  faid  Confcience,with  warmZeal, 
In  Joys  Terreftrial  you'll  no  Qujfo  feel  5 
Like  Jcfvs9  worldly  Offers  you'll  deny, 
And  live  unclog'dj  as  you  Defire  to  die*  . 

.  .  .•  Sing 
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SingthVHeav'n-born  Soul,  too  noble  to  be  flavd, 
3y  Hell,'  the .  Worid,  or  by  a  Will  depravM.  \ 

r  *The  World  denyd. 

TN  Vaip,  in  Vain,  deluded  Soul,  . 
.  X  Yau  leek  for  Blifs  frpm  Pole  to  Pole, 
You  fooner  may  employ  your  Age, 
The  FhAmx  to  Surprife  and  Cage 
Than  any  Happinefs  here  find, 
Propqrtign'd  to  a  Heav'n-hom  Mind, 

Experiments  you  daily  mfckef 
As  oft  difcover  your  Miftake* 
Yet  after  each  notorious  Cheat, 
You  ftill  renew  your  fenfual  Heat, 
Your  Folly  never  till  you  die, 
Gives  the  bewitching  World  the  Lie. 

On  your  Deathbed  you  will  begin 
To  hate  the  Sorceries  of  Sin, 
You'll  feel  a  Vacuum  in  your  Will, 
Which  all  the  Globe  can  never  fill : 
A  Drop  is  to  the  Ocean  more 
Than  to  a  Soul  all  Worldly  Store. 

If  of  the  World  you'd  have  a  View, 
In  a  juft  Ljght  at  diftance  due,  * 
Down  to  the  Gates  of  Death  repair, 
And  fee  \yhat  Crowd*  come  hourly  there 

Note 
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Note  at  their  Entrance  wh^t  they  fey? 
Juft  as  they  reach  the  parted  Way. ? 

Oh!  curfed  World  the  Sinner  cries? 
While  I  turn  back  on  you  my  Eyes, 

0  like  Lot's  Wife  may  I  behold 
Brimftone  and  Fire  Ten  Thoufand  fold? 
More  fhowr'd  on  you  than  Soiom  burn'*!, 
And  may  I  be  to  garble  turned  \ 

You  tranfient,  deadly,  worthlefs  Thing, 
You  Dolour,  Anguifh,  Poifon,  Sting, 
Temptation,  Danger,  Trouble,  Snare, 
Pollution,  J£if  Yy,  fleeplefs  Care, 
Your  Friends  with  endlefs  Woes  you  gore? 
Falfe  as  the  Mammon  you  ^dore. 

Ah  while  the  tempting  World  I  blame/ 

1  on  my  felf  {hou'd  take  the  Shame, 
God  Goodnefso'er  all  Things  diffused  -% 
His  Bleflings  finful  I  abus'd  * 

Their  curs'd  Abufe  while  I  revolve, 
I  damn  my  felf  and  World  abfolve. 

Fierce  hideous  Devils  at  the  Gate, 

To  drag  me  to  their  Dungeon  wait, 

O  how  tremendous  God  appears, 

O  how  I  rue  my  jnifpent  Years, 

I'm  dragg'd  Q— —  but  'ere  more  hefpake, 

He  fank  into  the  Brimftone  Lake, 

Farewel^ 


Preparatives  fa  Death. 


Farewell  vain,  World  which  roe  aliened, 
You  the  Saint  cries,  I  have  abjur'd, 
Tou  tnmd  all  Creatures  to  my  Bane, 
I  am  Heav Vborn  and  you  difdain : 
With  content  War  you  aie  aflail'd, 
Bat  I  by  Jefuf  aid  preyaiTd.  . 

You  with  foul  Pleafure*  me  Way-laid, 
Ag^inft  your  Force  I  watch'd  andpray\J, 
My  LoW  on  God  all-lovely  placed, 
The  Love  of  tranfient  Joys  eras'd  *  - 
HeaVp  was  my  Native  Land  I  knew, 
I'm  born  too  nobly  to  mind  you. 

I  haft'ning  to  my  Beav'nly  Crown, 
With  full  Contempt  on  you  look  down* 
My  ufelefs  Seafe  I  leave  behind, 
And  now  pure  immaterial  Mind, 
With  a  bright  Gu^rdof  Angels  Blefs'd, 
Take  flight  to  my  eternal  Reft. 

At  the  Expanfion  of  my  Wing, 

Angels  and  Saints  my  welcome  Sings 

I  am  all  Rapture,  all  my  Way 

Is  Love,  Joy,  Triumph,  Glorious  Ray, 

O  boundlefs  Oceans  of  Delight, 

O  how  tranfporting  is  God's  light ! 

£4 
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My  Soul,  when  e'er  a  Worldly  Luflr  1 
Allures  or  flatters  fenfual  Guft, 
Fly  to  the  Gates  of  Death,  and  ftay 
'Till  of  the  Dead  the^Lots  you  weigh, 
Be  Death's  Difciple  for  a  while  5 
Death,  Death,  will  beft  you  tuibeguilc 

The  World  Falfe. 

FAllacious  World,  you  with  falfe  Shows 
Shall  on  my  Soul  no  more  impofe, 
No  more  with  your  Enchantments  blin4 
My  Heav'n-born  Mind. 

My  Mind,  which  now  I  re-enthrone^ 
ItB  Proftitutions  I  bemoan, 
And  you  I  challenge  to  appear 
Your  Ills  to  hear, 

I  fummon  all  whoe'er  drew  Breath, 
They  moft  in  Earneft  at  their  Death? 
You  for  an  Univerfal  lie. 
With  hate  decry. 

Such  num'rous  Atteftations  none, 
*f  re  had  of  Guilt  but  you  alone, 
AH  Souls  yrho  living  you  beljev'd, 
Die  undeceiv'd, 
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But  often  undeceived  too  late, 
When  plungU  in  the  Infernal  State, 
There  they  of  your  Deceits  complain 
In  hopelefs  Pain. 

Mind  whi<^h  from  long  Experience  know; 
Your  promis'd  Joys  are  real  Woes, 
On  Evidence  of  endlefs  Harms 
Damns  all  your  Charms* 

Mortification  is  your  Doom, 
You  fhall  no  more  curs'd  Life  refume, 
EachLuftJhall  to  the  Crofi  be  nail'd, 
Which  me  aflail'd. 

I  (hall  reyive  as  you  expire, 
Heav'»  then  will  be  my  fole  Defire, 

0  for  fome  Gukfe,  my  Courfe  to  fteer 

To  that  high-Sphere, 

My  Friends  here  moulder  ev'ry  Day, 
And  warn  me  of  my  finking  Clay  j 

1  am  not  fure  at  Morning  light 

To  live  till  Night. 

O  may  I  then  no  Minute  wafte, 
While  to  my  Grave  thus  making  hafte, 
JTUI  I  have  learn'd  how  to  die  Bleft, 
I  ne'er  fhou'd  reft. 
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My  Soul,  God  is  to  Heav'n  the  Guide, 
Entirely  in  his  Love  confide, 
He  fliews  our  Courfe,  he  Wings  fupplies 
On  which  we  rife. 

God  in  his  Boole  has  promife  made, 
Of  Heav'nly  BHfs  and  gracious  Aid,  • 
Our  very  Love  which  God  requires, 
His  love  infpirts. 

Our  God  is  Love,  Heav'n  is  Love's  Sphere, 
Our  Souls  find  nothing  lovely  here  ^ 
By  Native  weight  to  Ged  they  tend, 
Their  Central  End, 

The  Star  which  once  the  Sages  fteer'd, 
A  Thoufand  Times  lefs  bright  appear*d, 
Than  the  Benignities  which  fliine, 
From  Love  divine. 

Fly  up,  my  Soul,  along  the  Wake, 
Which  down  from  Fontal  Love  they  make 
No  Lover  led  by  Love's  fweet  Ray, 
'Ere  loft  his  Way, 

Soon  as  thou  haft  one  blifsful  Glance, 
It  will  thee  whoHy  fo  entrance  5 
Thou  Kke  the  BlefsM  wilt  «pthing  love, 
JJut  God  aboye, 
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7h  Thffpter  varqui/h'd. 

T  l^Hough  Death,  the  King  of  Terrors  ftilM, 
X  Frights  Souk,  while  here  fr om  Hea v*n  e*il^ 
He's  but  a  defpicablc  Thing, 
A  petty  Tributary  King, 
To  Tyrant  Sin,  and  to  his  Sire, 
On  his  infernal  Throne  of  Fire. 

Death  only  mows  down  tranfient  Lives, 
Sin  of  eternal  JLife  deprives  * 
Apoftate  Spirits  Sin  fuftain, 
And  fpread  by  that  their  curfed  Reign, 
Whoe'er  to  Jefus  gives  his  N^me, 
Againft  all  Hell  muft  War  proclaim. 

My  Soul,  your  ghoftly  Foes  fhrvey, 
And  your  own  Hopes  to  win  the  Day  * 
Curs'd  Principalities  and  Powers, 
Who  garrifbn  aerial  Towers, 
The  Populace  in  Tophet  firy'd, 
With  Satan  the  firft  born  of  Pride, 

All  the  Ahgelick  Third  which  fell, 
Will  ftrive  to  make  you  co-rebell  % 
Jnyifibly  they  Souls  invade, 
Their  chiefeft  Strength  is  Ambufcade; 
Heaven  clears  your  intellectual  Eye, 
That  yop  all  pangers  may  defcry ; 

Se? 
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See  towards  your  felf  a  Legion  led, 
With  th*  Arch-Murderer  at  Head, 
Round  you  his  MefTengers  difperfe, 
3fcfo  roaring.  Lions  are  fo  Fierce-, 
All  Spitefiil,  Subtle,  Pow'rful,  Bold, 
.Who  where  they  fallen,  keep  their  Hold. 

All  ftrive  with. Number,  Force;  Fatigue, 
To  move  you  with  Hell-pow'rs  to  League 
With  goring  Thorns,  and  fiery  Darts, 
And  Weapons  temper'd  to  wound  Hearts  \ 
For  ev  ry  Sin  they  have  difguife, 
Doubts,  Salvo's,  Wiles,  Excufes,  Lies. 

With' wild  enthuflaftick  Gleams 
Of  God  and  Heav'n  invidious  Schemes, 
With  all  that  can  low  Senfe  allure, 
Or  cultivate  a  Thought  impure, 
With  Horrours  in  preftigious  Forms 
Hell  Souls,  as  Malice  guides  it,  ftorms. 

One  while  they  light  Angelick  feign 
Conqueft  they  oft  by  Flatteries  gain, 
And  to  deturn  from  God  our  Wills, 
Try  all  imaginable  Ills, 
Ferment  fierce  Perfecuting  Ire, 
And  worry  Saints  with  Tortures  dire, 
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Yet  too,  too  feeble  is  their  Spit** 

An  humble  Soul  to  daunt  or  fright, 

All  Snares,  Thorns,  Darts,  Force,  Fraud  o£  Hell, 

Souls  who  refiftarefure  to  quell  y 

Souls  who  in  God  benign  confide, 

Have  the  Almighty  on  their  Side. 

The  Love  Celeftiiai  calb  out  Fears; 
Love  all  tremendous  Woes  endears, 
Love  Watches  with  a  jealous  Eye, 
Againft  all  Rivals  drawing  nigh, 
Love  gains  of  JBoundleft  Love  the  Care, 
By  the  fweet  Violence  of  Pray  V. 

Arm  me  my  God  in  ghoftly  Flight, 
With  Love's  unconquerable  Might, 
May  I  my  Arms  like  Jefus  wield, 
And  make  the  Tempter  quit  the  Field, 
That  fliou'd  he  flightly  hurt  my  Heel, 
His  Head  a  mortal  Brtiife  may  feel.  ; 

All  Praife  to  God  who  Aid  lupplies, 
When  Love  he  by  Temptation  tries, 
Who  the  curs'd  Tempter's  Malice  bounds,1 
And  Love  excites,  which  Hell  confounds 
That  Souls  the  brighter  Crowns  may  gain, 
The  (harper  Wars  they  here  fuftain. 


•  7&        V^fatfoes  for  DeAitii 


Conciipifence  fubdued. 

WHether  two  Souls  m  jpe  remain*  T  . 
And  Empire  ftriye  to  gain* 
Or  different  F^Sions  in  one  Bfceaffc* 

My  inward  Peace  mbleft,  - 
I  know  not,  only  this  can  tell, 
That  Pow'rs  Antarftick  in  ipe  dwell. 

Thou  Lord  didft  humane  Ijlace  create  .  .  < 

In  intermediate  State 5  : 

!No  Angels  cou'd  Things  earthly  ufe,  '] 

No  Brutes  thy  Praife  diffufe :  .  ..■ 
Of  Flelh  and  Mind  was  humane  Frame* 

To  tafte  thy  Gifts  and  Praife  thy  Name*  :  , 

By  thee  we  were  harmonious  made* 

Mind  governed,  Flefli  otey'il, 
Till  Eve  of  Humane  Race  the  Root  j 

Long'd  for  forbidden  Friiit  *  , 
She  firft  Concupifcenfce  Unfluic'd, 
And  War  againffc  the  Mind  tradue'd; 

'Twas  thence,  my  Soul,  the  War  begstii 

la  unrcgeaerate  Man,  . 
Our  Heav'n-born  and  immortal  Mind^  .  f 

To  Heav'n  the  Will  inclin'd* 
Our  Rebel  Flelh  td  Heav'n  averfe, 
Wotfd  only  in  this  World  immerfe. 

term*? iti 
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Unnat'rat  Wart  by  Flefli  b^tm, 
Which  finite  to  be  undorie, 

Which  its  own  felf  to  gain  falfe  Joys,  . 
Eternally  deftroys, 

Strives  ftill  the  Quarrel  to  difpute, 

To  make  the  Angel  yield  to  Brute* 

Oft  my  Concupif  cence  prevail^ 
Oft  Mind  in  Conflia  fails 

Then  waiting  till  Diforder  ceafe, 
I  mediate  a  Peace: 

Concupifcence  Claims  all  or  none, 

And  obftinate  ufurps  the  Throne. 

Omcupifcence  takes  boundlefe  Flights, 
To  feek  ftiort-liv'd  Delights,  ' 

Buf  all  evajfrate  while  enjoy'd, 
Or  flie  grows  quickly  cloy'd, 

And  while  my  Soul  flie  undeceive?, 

Mind  thus  its  Sov'raignty  retrieves* 

You  vanqiiifti'd  when  I  fingle  fought; 

But  Aid  from  Heav'n  I  fought, 
Now  though  you  World  and  Hell  invoke, 

f  11  keep  you  under  Yoke^ 
By  HeavV s  Support  f  U  War  maintain, 
'Till  I  you  Captive  lead  in  Chain. 


;So         Vnptathes  for  Death 

On  my  fickBedfbonas  I  fall, 
You'U  bitt'rcr  be  thah  <3alL  ' . 
Each  fliort-liv'd  Joy  will  turn  below, 
To  an  eternal  Woe. 
You'll  cheat  me  here,  torment  me  there, 
And  drowrfd  my  Hope  in  dire  Defpair,   ; : 

Defpair  I  of  Hell  the  Sov'raign  Woe* 

You,  Luft,lhall  undergo, 
You  ever  fliall  Defpair  endure, 

To  fate  your  Thirft  impure 
The  more  my  Flefc  defpairs,  the  mote 
Mind  will  towards  fweet  Aflurance  -foar.  > 

The  more,  faid  Confidence,  you  from  Clogs  art  free* 
Death  the  lefs  frightful  to  your  Soul  will  b«,  \ 
Sing  of  Blefs'd  Jtfusy  when  his  Death  drew  nigh/ 
From  his  Example  youll  beft  learn  to  die.  •  - 

Jefm  teaehts  to  Die.  ... 

DE&th  is  your  Rbut  by  me  you  took, 
You  gave  me  fuch  a  ghaftly  look, 
Ableagaiinft  you  to  inftill 
A  fierce  Averfion  in  my^Will  h 
But  I  no  Will  found  in  my  Breaft, 
Your  ghaftly  Vifage  to  deteft. 

You  on  a  fucldett  me  furprisM, 
But  now  I  have  my  felf  revis'd, 
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My  Will  entire  to  God  I  gave, 
From  God  you  your  Conimiffion  have* 
Aflume  your  Looks  which  moft  affright, 
And  to  my  Bed  Til  you  invite. 

Exert  your  utmoft,  you  no  111 
Can  work  to  one  who  has  no  Will: 
My  Life  with  jfe/ks  hidden  lies, 
It  you  and  all  Hell-pow'rs  defies  * 
BeneSth  his  Wings  fecure  I  reft* 
And  am  anticipately  bleft. 

My  Jefus  kept  beath  &1I  in  Eye, 
Often  predi&inghefhou'd.die. 
Forefeeing  all  ihe  Bouhdlefs  woesj 
All  the  Infults  of  Jewi>,  Foe8, 
The  Force  ot  all  Hell  -powrrs  combin'd, 
*Td  grieve  his  Fielh,  and  ftorm  his  Mind; 

jefus  When  near  th'expe&ed  hour , 
'That  Hell  to  grieve  hiiri  fliqud  have  pow'f  * 
As  on  his  Crofs  he  kept  his  View, 
Into  an  upper  Room  withdrew* 
With  all  his  Vot'ries  there  to  meet, 
And  celebrate  the  Pafchal  Treat. 

Theh  he  Himfelf  for  Death  difpos'd, 

Of  dying  well  the  Art  difclos'd  ^ 

He  wafti'd  with  Condefcenflon  fweef, 

Arid  wip'd  his  happy  Lovers  Feet* 

Vol.  IV.  F  That 
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That  from  Pollution  cleansM  they  might, 
Approach  the  Euchariftick  Rite, 

The  Eucharift  he  then  ordain'd, 
i  With  Food  immortal  them  fuftain'd  * 
^Then  fang  an  Hymn  the  Feaft  to  clofe, 
And  fweeten  his  approaching  Woes, 
Scattering  Truths  Heavnly,  high,  andlweet, 
As  to  the  Mount  he  made  retreat, 

• 

While  Death  was  lively  i$  his  Thought, 
He  Heav'nly  Truths  with  Vigour  taught , 
How  to  be  lov  d  of  God,  and  love* 
Promised  fweet  Peace  and  joys  above, 
And  the  Blefe'd  Spirit  s  conftant  Aid, 
And  for  them  all  with  Fervour  pray'd. 

He  fpent  his  preparation  Hours, 

To  warn  of  Dangers  and  Hell-pow'rs,  < 

Their  Hearts  to  counfel,  ftrengthen,  cheer, 

To  arm  againft  degen'rate  Fear, 

Pure  Love  fraternal  to  inftill, 

And  form  them  to  his  Father's  Will. 

Soon  as  he  to  the  Mount  withdrew, 
Upon  the  Ground  himfelf  he  threw, 
There"  he  began  to  agonife, 
Offer'd  up  moving'  Tears  and  Cries, 
Begj^d  the  dire  Cup  might  be  declin'd, 
Yet  to  his  Father's  Will  refign'd. 

Thre* 
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Three  times  he  pray'd  to  Love  immenfe, 
His  Ardours  ftill  grew  more  iflteafe* 
Three  times  he  his  Difciples  found, 
In  ftupifying  vapours  droWd, 
Enjoyn  d  all  three  to  watch  and  pray* 
To  arm  againft  the  evil  Day, 

There  battfd  in  a  fttong  Bloody  Sweaty 
Which  all  the  Turf  fummnding  wet, 
Heav'ri  lent  an  Angel  to  condole, 
And  comfort  his  affiled  Soul, 
When  unimaginably  pain'd* 
Paternal  Love  his  Son  fuftain'd. 

Thus  for  his  Death  prepaid,  he  rofe, 
With  Mind  ferene  to  meet  his  Foes, 
Self-famfic'd,his  Father's  Will, 
And  our  Redemption  to  fulfill  * 
His  Refignation  Woes  endear  d, 
And  him  in  boundlefs  Sorrows  chear'd* 

Patience  invincible  he  fhew'd* 

When  Angoujs  all  his  Pow'rs  o'er-flow'd: 

He  never  at  the  Pains  repin'd, 

His  Father  for  his  Lot  aflign'dj 

He  Lamb-like  was  to  Slaughter  led, 

And  for  our  Guilt  contented  bled, 


When 
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When  with  Infernal  rage  opprefs'd, 
And  unconceiveably  diftrefsM, 
When  nail  d  to  the  tormenting  Wood* 
Where  from  his  Wounds  ran  Streams  of  Blood, 
Heard  all  his  Woes  a  Mock'ry  made,  , 
He  for  his  Perfecutors  pyay'd. 

The  God  f  eem'd  from  the  Man  to  hide, 
Sorrow  then  rofe  to  a  Spring-tide, 
•    My  God,  Why  doft  thou  me  forfake, 
With  Anguifh  moft  intenfe  he  fpake  ?  ,t 
Spake  not  diftrufting  Heav  n's  Relief, 
But  from  Infinity  of  Grief. 

*  ■  '■ 

At  his  laft  Dolorous  Effort, 
Paternal  Love  was  his  Support-, 
Himfelf  to  that  Dear  Lqve  he  gave, 
Arid  when  juft  linking  to  his  Grave, 
Father,  into  thy  Hands,  he  cry'd, 
My  Spirit  I  commend,  and  dy'd. 

I  keep  my  Jefus  ftill  in  Eye, 

For  me  he  dy'd,  and  taught  to  die  %  - 

Oft  in  my  Cell  I  call  to  mind, 

How  he  himfelf  to  Death'  *refign'd, 

/   Like  him, 'my  Life  I  down  will  lay, . 

/    It  fhall  be  giv'n,  not  fnatch'd  away, 

My  Soul,  O  copy  ev'ry  Line 
Of  this  original  Divine, 

On 
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On  Jefus  Vot'ries  you  ipuft  tend , 
To  wafli  their  Feet  muft  condefcend^ 
#    You  Pleafiire  for  fweet  Jefus  fake, 
In  Huipble  Charities  muft  take. 

With  Zeal  wafli  your  own  Spirit  clean,1 
From  all  Concupifcence  terrene, 
When  wafti'd  in  Penitential  Dew, 
Then  your  Baptifmal  Vow  renew, 
"What  Peter  wifh'd  for,  wafli  all  o'er, 
And  take  great  Care  to  Sin  no  more. 

Wafh'd  in  heart-purifying  Tear, 
You  muft  at  Jefus9  Feaft  appear, 
With  Food  immortal  to  be  fed, 
That  you  nor  Hell  nor  Death  may  dread  ^ 
Then  ling  an  Hymn  of  Jthe  like  Strain, 
With  thsfi.  above  of  the  Lamb  (lain. 

An  Hynjn  for  Tribute  ev'iy  Day, 
To  Jefus?  Love  devoutly  pay, 
Your  Friends  warn,  counfel,  chiear,  inftruft, 
And  to  celeftial  Blifs  conduct. 
To  Solitude  like  Jefus  fly, 
Your  Duty  undifturbd  to  ply. 

There  proftrate  fall  upon  the  Ground, 
With  ferious  Thought,  and  awe  profound, 
Shou'd  Agony  upon  you  feife, 
Pray  not  for  peremptory  Eafe, 

F?   -  frit 
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But  learn  your  Will  to  Will  JMvine 
Irrevocably  to  fefign. 

To  Watch  and  Pray  from  Jefus  learn. 
Death  s  hourly  Thrcatning  to  difcern : 
Let  Fer vour,  as  your  Sorrows  rife, 
Ingeminate  your  Cries  \ 
God  will  at  lgft  ypur  Pray'rs  attend, 
Or  for  Support  an  Angel  fend. 

When  to  your  dying  Bed  confin'd,  # 
Then,  fufPring  Jefus,  moft  remind* 
If  in  ftiarp  Pains  you  lye  and  groan, 
Like  Jefus  make  ito  murmuring  Moan, 
For  Patience  at  God's  Throne  entreat, 
And  Jefus-likt  the  Pray'r  repeat. 

God's  Love  to  all  with  Zeal  fuggeft, 
And  from  the  Flame  in  your  own  Breaft 
Fire  other  Hearts,  that  they  the  Name 
Of  Jefus9  Friends  may  humbly  claim, 
From  God's  koye,  Love  fraternal  fire, 
In  which  all  Jefus*  Friends  conlpire. 

Your  Foes  both  pray  for  and  forgive, 
#  And  when  you  ceafing  are  to  live, 
Strong  Cries  to  Love  Paternal  fend, 
Into  Love's  Hands  your  Soul  commend* 
In  Love's  foft  Hands  to  Blifi  you'll  fly, 
Taught  by  lov'd  Jefus  how  to  dye. 
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Sii\ee  Jeffs  you  the  art  of  Dying  taught, 

Said  Conference,  keep  Death  always  in  your  Thought  •, 

Jefus  Death's  Sting  has  dampM,  and  void  of  Fear, 

Saints  welcome  him  when  they  perceive  him  near-, 

Sing  of  him,  not  as  Enemy,  but  Friend, 

He  difenvenom'd,  can  no  ill  intend. 

The  St  ate.  of  Separation. 

•  A^FT  of  my  Grave  I  take  Reviews, 
V^/  On  what  Death  is,  I  daily  mufe* 
3Tis  Separation  to  endure 
Betwixt  my  Soul  and  Flefh  impure-, 
Flefh  fells*  to  Duft,  when  in  its  Urn, 
Soul  will  to  God,  her  Source,  return. 

Of  both,  the  State  will  be  the  fame, 
As  'twas  fere  they  together  came* 
3Tis  nat'ral  to  diflblve  to  Earth, 
Since  'tis  from  that  Flefh  had  its  Birth-, 
"Tis  nat'ral  for  the  Soul  to  fly 
To  God,  who  breathM  her  from  on  High. 

Flefh,  when  'tis  buried  in  the  Grave, 
Will  nothing  want,  will  nothing  crave  * 
It  as  infenfible  will  lie, 
As  'twas  before  its  vital  Tie* 
While  Worms  devour  its  veiy  Heart 
?Jvpill  nor  Difturbance  feel,  nor  Smart, 


Th 
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The  Soul,  when  fhe  to  God  afpires, 
Poflefles  all  that  fhe  defires  ; 
Here  fhe's  imprifond  and  exil'd, 
By  baneful  Vanities  beguil'd, 
There  fhe  lives  fafe  at  Home,  uncurb'd,' 
In  Blifs  fupernal  undifturb'd. 

Sages  of  Old  who  beat  their  Brain, 
True  Happinefs  cou'd  ne^er  explain/  * 
Some  it  by  Indolence  defined, 
And  Quietation  of  the  Mind, 
Some  Happinefs  in  Motion  thought 
And  it  in  aftive  Pleafures  fought. 

Neither  was  Happinefs,  disjoint 
In  happy  Death  they  are  combined  5 
In  Indolence  the  Flefh  remains, 
The  Soul  an  a&ive  Joy  obtains, 
Death  on  this  Side  the  awful  Day 
Is  to  our  Blifs  the  ready  Way. 

The  Soul  will  indolent  abide, 
Though  from  her  Contort  Flefh  unty'd. 
From  Flefh  in  which  below  fhe  dwelt, 
She  fuch  a  vaffc  Encumbrance  felt, 
That  till  it  is  by  Death  refined, 
jShek  to  Re-union  not  inclinVL 


Preparatives  for  Death.  Sp 


Soul  corruptible  Flefli  difclaims, 
.She  at  a  glorious  Body  aims, 
Has  no  Propenfion  to  unite, 
But  to  a  Body  Chrift- ike  bright, 
Which  fliall  her  Faculties  enlarge, 
And  Duty  to  full  Height  difcharge. 

Soon  as  the  Soul  to  God  reflown, 

At  diftance  fees  the  glorious  Throne, 

And  the  Angelick  Orders  Nine, 

Hymning  the  Majefty  Divine, 

Her  felf  Ihe^il  at  God's  Footftool  fling, . 

And  thus  of  her  paft  Bleffings  ling : 

Father  of  Spirits,  by  that  Name, 
I  lay  to  Love  paternal  Claim, 
Thou  me  Heav  n-bora  didft  yet  enjoin, 
My  felf  in  Body  to  ejifhrine, 
•   Death  at  thy  Pleafure  fet  me  free, 
And  I  unclog'd  return  to  thee. 

Ah  had  I  feparate  remain'd, 

I  in  thy  fight  had  been  unftain'd, 

But  flefhly  Clogs  weigh'd  down  the  Mind, 

Joys  fenfual  kept  it  un-refin'd, 

!My  trial  was  thy  Will  Divine 

|  cannot  at  thy  Will  repine. 


§uccefliv<j 
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Succcffive  Flatteries  of  111 
From  Thee  warp'd  my  embody'd  Will  $ 
But  thou  didft  pity  on  me  take, 
For  fweeteft,  deareft,  Jefus'  fake, 
And  ere  I  parted  from  my  Clay, 
In  Tears  I  waih'd  it*  Filth  away. 

Thy  Tendernefi  Abatements  made,4 
When  'ere  L  was  by  Frailty  fway'd  \ 
Thou  didft  m  ^ody  me  enclofe, 
T  immortalife  my  Joys,  not  Woes 
Thy  boundlefs  Goodnefs  I  adore, 
Who  to  Thy  felf  doft  me  reftore. 

I  durfl:  not  at  thy  Throne  appear, 
'Till  by  thy  gracious  Pardon  clear, 
Thee  long  I  flyl'd  my  God  before, 
But  mine  now  infinitely  more* 
With  thee  my  God  I  re-unite, 
Never  to  loofe  thy  Blifsful  Sight. 

This  faid,  God  on  the  Soul  will  Ihine, 
Some  Manfion  for  her  will  aflign  * 
While  all  the  fep'rate  Souls  in  Blifs, 
Salute  her  with  a  peaceful  Kife, 
And  a  triumphant  Hymn  begin 
f&£  her  Efcape  fronj  Wo?  and  Sin. 
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O  BUfs  unfpeakable  Divine, 
Appropriating  Godhead  Trine, 
•     Who  wouM  not  gladly  Death  defire, 
Such  Blifs  ecftatick  to  acquire, 
From  conftant  Indigence  below, 
To  th'  All-fuffident  to  reflow? 

•Yet  fcithfal  Souls  are  but  half  bleft, 
Till  glorious  Bodies  them  inveft  $ 
They  live  in  Acquiefcence  fweet, 
Till  they  have  Happinefe  compleat, 
Wou'd  not  compleatly  happy  be, 
Till  God  the  Moment  {hall  decree. 

Fond  men  a  Separation  fear, 

Which,  wouM  they  think,  (hou'd  Death  endear  5 

The  Flefh  in  Indolence  at  reft, 

The  Soul  in  Joy  among  the  Bleft, 

Are  the  Saints  fLot  who  at  Death's  fight, 

In  Exultation  difunite. 

The  Spoufe  with  all  the  Dainties  fed, 
Which  grew  on  ev'ry  od'rous  Bed, 
Repos'd  in  the  fweet  Garden  Shade, 
Till  Slumber  did  her  Eyes  invade* 
She  fleeping  felt  her  Heart  awake, 
And  heart}  what*  her  Beloved  (pake. 


Saints 
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Saints  thus  Celeftial  Jays  fore-tafte, 
And  when  their  vital  Spirits  wafte, 
While  gently  Death  lays  Flcfh  afleep,  # 
Their  Souls  celeftial  Vigils  keep 
They  Jefus  lee,  they  hear  his  Voice, 
They  wakefiilly  love,  hymn,  rejoice. 

Watch  and  Tray. 

IT  chanc'd,  juft  as  the  full-cheek'd  Moon 
Reach'd  her  no&urnal  Noon, 
I  to  a  Garden  Shade  with-drew, 
Heav'n  undiftra&edly  to  view, 
And  as  to  God  my  Pray'r  took  flight, 
I  faW  a  very  formidable  Sight 

On  a  pale  Horfe  I  Death  defcry'd, 

Who  feem'd  towards  me  to  ride, 
Of  Coloflean  bones  compos'd, 
Which  into  Skeleton  were  clos'd, 
Two  wide-mouth'd  Quivers  fill'd  with  Store, 
Of  deadly  Darts  like  Holfter's,  hung  before, 

il  Shoal  of  peat  hs  made  up  his  Train, 
Which  fpread  the  airy  Main, 

Who 
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Who  at  his  Peck  full  fpeed  wotfd.fly, 
To  Mortals  doom'd  that  Hour  to  die 
For  various  Fates  to  Humane  kind, 
Peculiar  Weapons  were  to  each  affign'd. 

Next  Death  with  faded  Cyprefs  crown'd, 

To Bands  for  Hades  bound* 
His  wake  o'er  the  Horizon  trac'd, 
Of  their  corporeal  Shells  uncas'd, 
He  all  the  Way  (hot  Darts,  and  Ghofts 
New  ftripM  ftill  join'd  the  two  unbody'd  Hoffs, 

At  me  his  Arrows  feem'd  to  point, 

I  trembrd;  ev'ry  Joint  $ 
My  Guardian  to  allay  my  Fear, 
Caught  me  up  towards  the  airy  Sphere, 
Thence  of  the  World  I  had  free  View, 
Saw  how  his  Darts  the  King  of  Terrours  threw. 

Death  and  his  Squadrons  Night  and  Day, 

Unweary'd  hunt  for  Prey 
They  never  fpare  or  Sex  or  Age, 
On  all  Mankind  they  wreek  their  Rage, 
Ele&ively  ftied  humane  Gore, 
Let  Mifers  live  to  harden  them  the  more. 

Souls  lick  of  Life  they  pretermit, 
Men  fond  of  Life  they  hit. 
They  murder  Infants  in  the  Womb, 
Send  fome  by  Sicknefs  to  their  Tomb, 

Some 
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Some  fell  by  a  furprifing  Stroke, 
And  have  no  Minute  Mercy  to  invoke. 

'  Death's  Arrows  feeitfd  at  Random  {hot. 
Yet  never  mifi'd  the  Spot  j 
An  Angel  guided  ev'ry  Dart,  * 
When,  where,  and  how  to  gore  the  Heart  •/ 
When,  where,  and  how  no  Mortals  knew, 
Arid  rarely  died  with  Preparation  due. 

The  Bad  to  Torment  through  the  Air 

Drag'd  by  fierce  Devils  were-, 
Jn  dolorous  Howlings  as  they  went, 
In  vain  their  Lamentations  fpent  : 
The  Monfters  which  in  Babtl  dwell, 
At  Midnight  never  made  fiich  hotrid  Yell,  j 

Bright  Angels  waited  on  the  Juft; 

Free'd  from  afflidlive  Dull, 
They  all  the  Way  with  Joy  divine 
Hymn'd  Love  immenfe  of  Godhead  Trine, 
All  robd  in  beatifick  Light, 
Their  Angels  made  not  a  more  glorious  Sight 

The  Damn  d  lank  to  the  Dark  abyfs, 

The  Saints  flew  up  to  Blifs* 
The  Shrieks  cf  Thofe,  the  Joys  of  Thefe, 
I  few  Scal'd  up  by  firm  Decrees: 
My  Angel  Watch  and  Pray  advised, 
Left  I  by  fuddefl  Deaih  ftiou  d  Be  furprisU 

Viaticunti 
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VIATICUM. 

JEfu,  I  in  thy  Gorpel  read, 
That  *ere  thou  didft  for  Sinners  bleed, 
Thou  didft  the  Eucharift  ordain, 

Souls  to  fuftain. 

From  the  blefs'd  Table  thou  didft  go 
To  thy  ftrong  agonifing  Woe, 
Thence  Humble,  Meek,  Refign'd,  Sedate, 
Thy  Death  await 

Thy  Soul  thou  at  thy  doTrous  End, 
Didft  to  Paternal  God  commend, 
And  of  pure  Love  to  thy  great  Sire, 
Martyr  Expire. 

Adoring  him  with  Filial  Dread, 

Thou  on  the  Crofs  didft  bow  thy  Head, 

Didft  die  a  Viftim  to  fulfill 

His  gracious  Will. 

Saints  whom  Death  threaten'd  to  invade, 
Thy  Altar  ftill  their  Refuge  made, 
Humbly  aflur'd  they  beft  cou'd  there 
Fdr  Death  prepare. 

Thy  Death  was  pifturM  in  that  Rite^ 
Thy  Dolours  there  were  in  their  Sight; 

Dolour* 
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Dolours  which  all  [who  did  behold, 
With  Tears  condol'd. 

Thee  they  ,  not  only  pi&ur'd  faw, 
But  thence  wore  Virtue  wotft  to  draw, 
Virtue  which  cur'd  all  Ills, 

And  gain'd  their  Wills. 

Not  only  Virtue  they  pofTefs'd, 
They  with  thy  Flefti  and  Blood  were  blefc'd* 
They  Food  in  that  myfterious  Treat, 
Immortal  eat 

Immortal  Food  they  felt  excite 
A  Super-humane  Chrift-like  Might  * 
Like  thee  to  die  in  Love  enflam'd, 
They  chiefly  aim'd. 

They  of  dire  Torture  had  no  dread, 
By  the  Viaticum  when  fed  \ 
They  to  that  heav  nly  Food  inur'cf, 
The  Crofs  endur'd. 

The  Source  of  Life  was  in  their  Breaft,  . 
By  Death  they  cou'd  not  be  diftreft 
Death  gave  them  of  their  Saviour  dear 
The  Vilion  clear. 

Death  both  illumin'd  and  refin'd 
By  that  Inflammative  theMind, 

tot* 
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Love  watch  its  moft  exalted  Height* 
At  Jefus  fight. 

BlefsM  Age,  when  Saints  were  daily  fed 
With  Jefus  their  Life-giviftg  Bread,  r 
Which  gave  them  Vigour  ffcrongarfd  Ity&t, 
Grim  Dekth  to  in4t. 

Souls  now  ftand  trembling  at  Death's  Sighfy 
Vfc  warittriie  Eiichariftick  Might, 
Of  Heavtity  Food  we  them  deprive, 
Scarce  half  aliVc; 

The  Prophets  Cakes  twice  twenty  Days, 
SecuFd  his  Vigour  from  t)ecays, 
Twice  twenty  Years  God  Manfaa  rain'cL 
^ich^sruffahiU 

Nor  Cal^f^nor  Manna  them  fufficM, 
Their  Huhger  them  again  lUrpri^d  $ 
But  Souls  who  Food  immortal  tafte* 
Shall  never  w&ffe; 

After  anvAbftineiice  fevere, 
jfonathan  from  his  pointed  Spear, 
Suck'd  Honey  drops  arid  his  Eye  light, 

Grew  quick  arid  bright. 

When  Saints  of  all  their  &ns  releas  d* 
On  Jefus  myftically  feaft, 
Yol.  IV;  G  they 
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They  relifh  with  immenfe  DeTight, 
Love  infinite. 

jefuj  when  Death  approach  fhall  make, 
jMay  I  of  thy  dear  felf  partake,  . 
That  with  a  Will  refign'd  I  may 
Thy  Call  obey. 

ay  I  like  thee  my  Death-pangs  beat 
Reftitfg  on  Gdcl'S  Paternal  Care, 
Spteadihg  my  Win'gs  fotaW  my  Flight* 
"  ,:        ':To  blifsful  fight 

May  I  like  thee,  the  World  defpife, 
And  languilh  till  to  thee  I  rife 
,In  Hymning  .jfefns,  O  may  I 
To  Jejus  fly! 


More  Blefs'd  to  Give  than  to  Receive. 

MOre  Blcfs'd  to  Give  than  to  Receive, 
We,  taught  by  Heaven,  believe  : 
That  copies  Deity  immenfe, 

This  fprings  from  Indigence. 
To  that  the  Saint  with  Zeal  propends, 
Which  infinitely  this  tranfcends. 


To 
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To  Covetoufiyefs  I  airi  inclined* 

When  that  I  6all  to  Mind  *  > 
I  woti'd  at  etVy  Foreign  Shore,  / 

Freight  fe&undlefs  precious  Oar  4, 
I  Dives htig\ity ilfreaftires  brav^  . 
The  FooFs  ftili  Bams  I  fain  wou  d  have.  . 

Like  Sohtnon  I  Wott'd  abound* 

With  Gains  mbre  precious  CrownM* 

Yet  Weilth,  Gar,  Treafure,  Barm  and  Gdn* 
I  wholly  fhdu'd  contertm  V 

Mad  I  not  SolmofCi  large  Hfeart* 

Gold  to  the  Needy  to  impart; 

t)  happy  Sichfes-,  which  o'er-flow ! 

To  all  in  Watit  or  Wo*, 
Which  have  Hp  Wings  to  ttyaway, 

But  Witfr  the  lib'ral  Stay, 
Of  Friends  and  Wealth,  they  Store  fcrotide 
In  Heav'n  irrhnenfely  multiply'di 

Ha^py  rich  Man !  did  he  btit  know, 

How  Miches  to  beftow, 
Who  irufto  not  in  his  plenteoite  Stores* 

Or  Idol  Wealth  adores* 
God's  Goodrie^s  who  to  copy  ftrives, 
And  gains  the  IHeflings  of  both  Lire* 
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My  God,  we  Indigent  below, 

Have  nothing  to  beftow* 
Our  All  is  from  thy  gracious  Throne,' 

We  nought  can  ftyle  our  own,  / 
And  when  to  thee .  we  Offrings  bring,  , 
The  Drops  are  of  thy  Boundtefs  Spring. 

*;  But  OlBeiUgftity  Divine,  i  ,  •  v  '  .< 
\     I)  /  When  rQff'xijig  what  ,is  .$ii?es  ti 
V^hbii  doft.  ^owgithyi  oy^Jd) accept,  / 
For  whifitv,ft?j|var^B  afle  &q#»  , 
We  all  onjcjppys  Jfte^vera^ive,,,.  .    .  j 
Of  what  \yfiytp.the  Dpnor^giye.  .    ■  i  ; . 

A  Dying  Qiverof  God's  ounv 

The  living.  Poor  bemoan  y 
He  Advocates  in  Heav'n  ,willf  find, 

To  plead  for  him  combin'd, 
.yefu*  poor  Brethren  will  contend, 
Wholhall  moft  flhew  himfelf  his  Friend. 

Soon  as  by  HcavVs  Appointment  led, 
Death  fhall  approach  his  Bed, 

His  Guardian  will  to  thf  happy  Sphere 
Trajeft  his  Death  is  near^ 

And  'ere  one  Minute  drops>  the  News 

O'er  Ijappy  Hades  will  diffufe. 

.  Th« 

«  » ■  *  >  v/ 

V 
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.The  Poor  who  Blifs  before  had  gajn'd^ 
Whont  he  in  Life  fuftain'd,   '  '  % 

At  the  trajefted  Thought  Will  meet? 
And  falling  at  GpdVFcet/ ;'" 

With  Ardour  for  him  iiiterceed,  - 

And  for  Joys  fuper-effluenf '  Plead,  ' ; 

The  Hungry  will  recall  his  Bre$d?  • 
Oh  whjch  they  Daily  fed, 

The  Thii#y>  the  refreflring  Bowls*.  . t 
With  _  Vjhich  he  chear'd  their  SouTs  ^ 

The  Stranger  wand  ring  in  the  Street, 

His  free,  his  Hofpitable  Treat, 
• 

The  Nakc$,;  Cloaths.  whicji  them  fe^r'd, 
Froi$  Ctyld'  they .  h^d .  epdur'd  * 

The  Sick  the  Vifits  they  roceiv'd,  :  ,  a 
And  how  by  them  rjeliev'd, 

The  PriFpers.  helps  and  Succours  fcind?{ 

He  Ihew'd  them  when  in  Chains  qoni^i'd. 

The  Debtors  how  their  Debts  he  paid, 

By  LolTes  when  Decayed  ^ 
The  Chriftians,  Slaves  to  Pagans  fold, 
Whom  he  redeemed  with  Gold  5 
Widows  and  Fatherlefs  fupply'd 
•  ]By  him,  when  by  tlje  World  deny'd, 
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His  Foes  for  whom  Chrift-like  he  pray'd, 

And  Good  for  111  repaid; 
Damn'd  Souls  to  whom  he  Warnings  gave 

And  try'd  all  Meajjs  to  &ve, 
Shall  Self  amfos'cl  before  the  /^hrpnc 
His  Charities  to  either  owp. 

The  Guardians  jyhom  Heay'n  deigned  to  fend, 

•  The  happy  Poor  to  tend  $ 
Devoutly  will  the  lame  declare, 
Enfprcing  all  their  Pray  r, 
•  And  his  own  Angel  will  recount 
Vaft  Sums  to  which  his  Alms  amount. 

ffone  to  feardi  Gkfomcles  fhbll  peed, 

For  a  paft  noble  Dted* 
As  the  great  Jting  by  EJfher  gain'd 

For  Mordecai  ordain'd  : 
Each  Grain  of  Charitable  Gold, 
&  in  the  Bddk  'of  Life  enroFd. 

There  the  poors  Pray-rs  recorded  lie. 

And  all  his  Succours  by 
There  the  poor's  Praifes  patent  ftand 

For  Succouts  from  his  Hand  5 
And  him  the  Favourite  of  H6av Vs  King, 
Guardians  and  happy  Poor  will  ling. 
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Blefs'd  Jefus  folemnly  will  own 
Loye  to  hi*  Brethren  fhewn 
And  Guardians  of  the  Poor  he  fed 

Difpatcli  d  to  his  Death-bed, 
His  Beatifick  flight  will  *id, 
With  aa,  Angelick  Cavalcade, 

Jefus  the  Judge  will  at  his  right 

Allot  him  Manfions  Bright  * 
Among  the  Blefs  d  with  a  high  Place, 

His  bounteous  Lover  Grace, 
Heav'n  lhall  in  Hymn  the  Truth  attcft, 
Jo  give,  then  to  receive  more  Bleft. 

,May  I  to  Jefus9  Brethren  fpare, 

In  all  his  Gifts  a  Share, 
And  not  defer  till  I  go  hence, 

My  Portion  to  difpenfe, 
A  Death-bed  Alms  extorted  feeiiB, 
A  Life  of  Alms  God- moil  efteems. 

Love  ftrong  as  Death, 

A Saint  to  few  hut  God  well  known  ' 
Who  feem'd  in  Town  to  live  alone  s 
Who  Worldly  Toil  and  Cares  difclaWd, 
And  w^s  with  Love  Divipe  enffcm'd, 
Yet  though  enflam'd  wou'd  make  no  Bla^ 
But  of  his  Graces  damp'd  the  Rays. 

G4  >3* 
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With  few  but  Saints  who  e'er  converge!, 
His  Alms  in  fecret  who  dilpers'd, 
A  private  Life  below  who  chpfe 
His  Soul  for  Glory  to  difpofe, 
Who  kept  tweet  Jcfus  ftill  in  Mind, 
And  his  own  Will  to  God  refign'd. 

Wholp  Virtyes  lay  fo  opt  of  View, 
That  Satan  ne'er  his  Saintfhip  knew, 
A?  God  in  Jefus  he  ne'er  Thought, 
Till  Miracles  his  God-hcad  taught,. 
Whom  Satan  deem'd  an  eafy  Prey, 
To  tempt  him  on  a  vacant  Day, 

Such  was  the  Saint  to  Jefu\  dear, 
Who  often  made  hfcn  Vifits  here, 
And  few  his  humble  Lover  feis'd, 
With  foft  Impatience  to  be  eas'd 
From*  Clogs  Terreftial,  that  he  might 
In  Blifs  of  Jefus  gain  the  Sight. 

,  Jejus  to  Death  Commiffion  gave,  . 
To  reft  his  Body  in  the  Grave, 
That,  his  enariymr'd  Soul  might  %, 
iijto  lov'd  Jefus  Arms  on  High* 
Dekth  to  confederate.  Hell  reveal'd, 
foi  whom  his  Warrant  next  was  leal'd,  K 
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Death  and  Hell  out  together  went,  ' 
On  the  Saint  s  endlefe.  Ruin  befit*  . 
They  both  approaching  his  SJek-bejJ*  . 
His  watchful  Angel  o'er  his  Head, 
Brandifh'd  his  bright  Angelicjc  Blade, 
That  neithen  ccrtf  d  the  Saint,  invade.  ;  / 

His  Licence  Death  began  to  plead; 
That,  (aid  the  Angel,  you  excegd. 
For  when  his  dying  Heav'n  defign'd, 
You  fliou'd  havs.  left  your  Hell  behind/ 
Hell,  which  Heavn  damns  tofhift  reftraint, 
From  troubling  a  departing  Saint.  . 

The  Angel  with  his  two  edg'd  Fire, 
Made  the  infernal  Fiends  retire  * 
Your  Dart,  laid  he,  now  on  him  try, 
In  Slumbers  fweet  you  lee  him  lie  5  , 
Truth  lays,  that  Love  as  Death  is  ftron& 
To  fee  the  Experiment  I  long. 

This  Lover  whom  I  beft  ihouU  know, 
Too  humble  is  his  Love  to  lh$w  5 
Death,  what  your  Strength  is  folly  fay, 
And  Til  his  Love  againft  it  weigh  * 
Grim  Death  reply  d,  What  Lovers  dare, 
Weak  Love  with  this  ftrqng  Arm  cojjjpare  ? 


I  a  Crdwtfd  King,  thi*  S<tepter  fway,  f 

All  living  Ototopic*  me  obey* 

I  daily '  mind  the  Heprfqly  "Arch,  ? 

Arm?d  wit3i  Ten  ThosSuid  Tenws  Mlrcbf 

lyfy  Darts  I  at  my  picafiu*  fling, 

At  Statesman,  Heroe,  Prelate,  King, 

Your  Ctti\fn  is  made  of  tyfrtfs  Dead, 
Love  ciownt  with  lays  a  Lover's  Head  * 
Yob  have  your  Jfouads,  tot  Love  has  none, 
Lm^  ^wkk  f^fm  m  ^  Throne,  \ 
Saints  hy  Iter  feonrowtt  Splendour  Ihiac, 
And  all  Things  in  I^o ve't  Good  combine, 

No  Wt etch  jagainft  me  'ere  f dbdPd,  * 
.   But  his  audacious  Pride  I  qudTfl, 
I  no  Fatigue,  no  Danger  know, 
No  Difficulty  I  forego  ^ 
Nameil  you  can  one  Single  Soul, 
Who  ever  ooifd  my  Might  coptrou!. 

SlcfiftL*  Enoch  and  £Uas  flew, 
To  HeaVnly1  Reft  in  fpite  of  you  * 
Love  over  Daggers,  Tortures,  Pains, 
Invincikie  the  Conqueft  gains,  . 
Contemns  you  when  you  fierce  appear, 
And  nev*r  feeliswhat  his  to  fear, 

•  '  Vow 


Yoor  fatal  Keys  Mefcil  fefus  keeps, 
He  Mortal?  raifes  fitom  Dead-fleeps, 
Like  Power  he  to  his  Lave**  gave, 
Te  nufe  yopr  Prif ners  ftofn  the  Grate  ^ 
By  him  Low  Viiflfry  gains  m  Fight, 
Though  «U  Hell-powers  #fift  y oar  Spite. 

I  vanquilh'd  your  Iiicarriatp  God, 
And  on  his  Grave  "triumphant  trod 
And  can  Streak  Love  my  Force  withftand, 
When  Jefus  owri'd  my  Conquering  Hand  ? 
(God-man,  (aid  th'  Angel,  you  (iibdn  d, 
Ybp  Nearly  that  feignM  Cdnqueft  ru*d. 

"TwasLove^  Bot  you,  made  God  to  die, 
That  Lovers  might  yarn  Darts  defy-, 
lie  down  his  Life  was  pleas'd  to  lay 
A  Ranfom  for  Mans  Guilt  to  pfcy  : 
Saints  OfTring  make  of  Life,  God  V  Will, 
Not  yours,  atycrbus  to  fulfill.  : 

Behold  this  £fting  which  Mortals  gores, 
And  throws  ftrong  Poifbn  through  their  Pores, 
The  fiery  Serpents  were  fafe  Things, 
When  you  compare  them  to  my  Stings, 
No  brazen  'Serpent  when  in  fight, 
To  curb  -the  Wound  I  make  has  Might. 
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Death,  when  to  Lovers  you  draw;  nigh,- 
You're  forc'd  to  lay  your  Terrours  by,  - 
When  Warrants  are  for  Lovers  fign'd, 
You  leave  Sting,  Scepter,  Crown,  behind ; 
Love  eyes  deat  Jefus  on  the  Tree, 
And  from  your  ^yranny^  is  fijee, 

A  Glance  wh^ch  the  chafte  Spoufe  kt  fly, 
From  the  lweet  Langour  in  her  Eye, 
.Wounded  her Heav'nly  Lover's  Heart, 
Death,  when  at  Saints  you  throw  your  Dart 
You  with  like  Softnefi  pierce  their  &reaft, 
They  /eel  thcmfelves  when  wounded  bleft, 
/ 

To  Sin  your  Birth  and  Strength  you  owe, 
And  Sinners  only  dragged  to  Woe : 
Love,  which  from  Sin  has  glad  Releafe, 
And  lives  with  God  belov'd  at  Peace, 
pf  all  that's  dreadful  you  difarms,* 
To  Lovers  you  can  work  no  Harms, 

You  Force  exert  on  brittle  Clay 
tyhich  has  no  Pow'r  to  difpbey  ; 
Love  fights  with  Luft,  the  World,  an<l  Hell, 
JJas  Foes  un-mjmber  d  to  repell  * 
Love  runs  through  Life  a  dangerous  Courfe, 
And  mijft  at  laft  take  heaven  by  Forpe. 
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-  On  Daft,  you  like  the  Sttpent  feed, 
By  Love  the  Soul  from  Duft  13  freed 
You  Slhi-forn  feife  the  Baler  part, 
Love  k^feps  for  God  the  Heavn -born  Hearty 
You  Mdrtals  bury  in  cold  Urns, 
Love  to'the  Source  of  Life  returns. 

Fiends,  wh&  wou'&die,  you  cannot  kill, 
To  Angels  you  can  Work  no  111  * 
God  a  Conimand  on  Angels  laid, 
In  all  its  Motions,  Love  to  Aid: 
Angelfck  Guardians  Love  fuppprt 
In  ev'ry  rapturous  Effort.  • 
«  •      •  ■  ■*  ■* 

Death  "you.are  Mortal,  you'll  at  laft, 

Into  {he  fiery  Lak«  be^caftj^  . 

Love  will  iminortal  i^  abidei 

Eternally  beatify'd*   .  .  . 

Death  Sin-bprn,  Heav'n-born  Love  compare;; 

Love  has  of  Might  the  noble  Share,  . 

Lord,  with  thy  Love  my  Spirit  fire, 
To  thee  in  Triumph  to  afpire 
t)eath  need  not  me  with  Dart  to  gore, 
I  what  thou  gav'ft  to  thee  reftore : 
Love,  Jefus  like,  lhall  Life  lay  down 
To  haftcn  to  my  heav'nly  Crown.  .r 


But  how,  laid  I,  can  Angels  tell,  • 
Wljere  they  muft  Fiendfr  expel  ?  .■ ^ 
tyhcre  e'er,  feicl  th*  AngpJ,  they  defcfy* 

Saints  with  their-  Guardians  by, 
It  is  the  Sign  that  they  .  nppft  there 
.  Affift  at  i^^tjhe:G^ 

.r/A      ;!     i  '..iji  V.^i :  . 
Good  Angels,  Souls  obdurate  leaved 

lvWh^^^  ; 
Devils  of  thei^IVjfiefl^^ 

PJjWjg'4    the  Bfi*»ft<me  take  i  :hl a 
The  Aip^Wing^  fl^e^iHtp.QVlhad* 
Hell  dreads  tjteir  Jtfkiftfrial  Aid.  r;a 

(Sod's  Lovers  all  to  God  are  dear, 

Their  jGu^ians  are  (till:  near  5  % .  \ 
Angels  will  hafte  to  tajofr  their  Parts 

'Ere  Death  can  throw  his  Paris* .  r  v  y 
They'll  be  their  Convoy,  while  they:  fly* 
To  BUfi  u^peakableyon  High.    M  ,  ? 

Guardian,  fince  Jefus  keeps  the  l£ey, 

You  me  from  Tenpurs  free* 
He  dy'd  to  refcue  me  from  Hell, 

And  hell  its  Powers. repell: 
I  gladly  ftiall  that  Death  await, 
For  which  God-man  unlocks  the  Gate* 

My  Jtfus,  cl&nfe  me  frotfi  my  Guilty 
Unlock  then  when  thou  wilt ; 

Ma* 
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May  Angels  with  my  Death  keep  pace, 

And  Pow'rs  infernal  chace :   . .  > 
O  may'  they  waft  me  to  thy  Sight, 
To  which  I  languifti  to  take  flight! 

Death,  when  thy  Saints  it  IhalV  furprife, 

Is  precious  in  thy  Eyes, 
The  Wicked  live  in  ftrong  Defire, 

Like  the  Saints  to  Expire, 
Jefii,  be  thou  my  Aid  ,  that  I, 
May  Saint-like  live,  Saint- like  to  die ! 

Death  and  Sleep  compafd*. 

Since  in  this  World  wife  God  defign'd^ 
To  try  the  Love  of  free  Mankind  \ 
Forefeeing  our  degenerate  Race 
Their  Option  on  falfe  Joys  wou  d  place, 
'His  Love  with  Outrages  repays 
And  his  mild  Precepts  difbbey : 

Mercy  and  Wifdom  then  combin'd, 
Some  juft  Expedient  out  to  find, 
Th#t  might  Rebellious  Man  chaftifej 
And  Sin  and  Wrath  not  eternife, 
Both  Death  for  the  Expedient  chofe 
Proper  to  fhorten  Sift  and  Woes* 
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Yet  Death,  for  Bleffing,  though  ordain  d, 
Sinners  with  Honour  entertained, 
They  from  their  Thought  grim  Death  expell'd* 
They  trembled  when  they  him  beheld  * 
They  murmur  d  that  dear  Flelh  fhou'd  link, 
To  Earth,Worms,  Rottennefs^  and  Stink. 

Mens  Hearts  Triunal  Wifdom  ey'd, 
Saw  how  they  all  were  terrify 'd ; 
And  the  Blefs'd  co  omnifcient  Three, 
To  fet  our  Race  from  Terrours  free, 
In  Qmdefcentiotf  gracious  joined, 
And  Death  to  be  a  Sleep  defined. 

The  Saints  of  Old  are  rather  faid* 

lb  fleep  with  Fathers  than  lie  dead, 

And  e'er  lince  Evangelick  Day 

Diffus'd  its  bright  Heav'n-opening  Ray, 

The  Saints  are  faid,  when  Life  they  clofe, 

In  Dormitories  to  repofe. 

* 

Death  then  my  Soul  in  mem'ry  keep, 
And  reft  affiled  it  is  a  Sleep  : 
Sleep  when  wkh  long  Fatigue  diftrefs'd, 
Give*  to  the  Weary  grateful  Reft  -r 
Sleep  aftw  MaaY  laborious  Cafes 
By  foft  Refreftunent  Strength  repairs, 

■  -  .  « 

Sleep 
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Sleep  yiten  fliarp  Pains  torment  our  Sehfe* 
Creates  fweet  Eafe  and  Indolence  h 
Sleep's  a  Vacation  of  our  Powers, 
And  innocently  Waftes  our  Hours-, 
Sleep  chains  our  up  diftorted  Will* 
From  Gtiilt  of  voluntary  111. 

Reft  undifturbM.  and  Indolence* 
Vacation  and  pure  Innocence, 
In  Death  laft  longer,  more  abound, 
Than  in  a  Sleep  when  moft  profound ; 
If  we  compare  our  Bed  and  Grave, 
Death  the  Advantage  feems  to  have. 

tflefli  at  the  awiul  Trumpet's  Sound, 
When  'tis  aWakenM  under  Ground, 
Shall  rife  more  gloriods  from  the  Dead* 
Then  a  tir'd  LabVerfroffl  his  Bed'} 
Sleep  for  a  while  from  Sin  reftrains, 
Death  frees  us  from  all  future  Stains; 

Sleep  often  is  in  Bed  difturb'd, 
When  idle  Fancy  roves  uncurb  d, 
Chimira's  forms  and  monft  rous  Scheme^ 
Or  raifes  foul,  or  frightful  Dreams : 
JDeath  in  the  Grave  has  foil  repofe, 
And  no  Difturbance  ever  knows, 

H  i  Sleep 
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Sleep  Soul  and  Body  filent  lays 
In  a  Ceflation  of  God's  Praife,  .  v 

Death  which  the  Fjefh  can  only  feife, 
To  Hymn  great  God  the  Spirit  frees  * 
In  fleep  the  whole  Man  feems  to  die, 
In  Death  the  Spirit  mounts  on  High. 

Sleep  evry  Night  returns  of  Courfe, 
Death  to  no  Hour  confines  its  Force, 
T  enfiame  for  Heav  n  a  watchful  Zeal, 
God  chofe  Death's  Moment  to  conceal: 
In  fleep  by  (Sod  we  guarded  are, 
Death  is  much  more  God's  tender. Care. 

Saints  in  the  Earth  when  bury'd  deep, 
TheiyFriendfhip  with  dear  Jejus  keep, 
O'er  tazms  dead  fweet  Je]us  wept,  \ 
And  ftyl'd  him  Friped  as  there  he  flept : 
Sleep  Friandfhip  here  a  while  fufpends, 
Saints  in  their  Graves  are  Jejus  Friends. 

Though  when  we  weigh  our  Bed  and  Urn*, 
Death  feems  in  worth  the  Scale  to  turn, 
Yet  Men  in  Life  from  Blifs  exil'd, 
To  Death  are  rarely  reconcil'd, 
By  flumb'ring  Spirits  they  poflefs'd,  fc 
■Their Death  Sin's  Sov  raign  Cure  deteft. . 

God  gives  them  Ears,  and  they'll  not  hear, 
Eyes,  and  they"  11  ftp  jio  Duty  <,lear, 

fc  '  "  Intellcft 
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Intellect?  ami  they  baniih  Thought, 
Their  Cure  in  Hell  will  foo*  be  wrought-, 
They'll  wake,  hear,  fee,  feel  ehjllefs  Woe, 
And  think  whether  they  will  or  ^10. 

May.  I  my  Cod  count  Death  my  gain, 
Delivering  me  from  Sin  and  Pain : 
And  welcome  Peath's  protradted  Night, 
More  gladly  than  the  Morning  Ligty;, 
While  my  freed  Soul  to  thee  afcends,  . 
And.  in  fweejt  Hymn  my,  int  rim  fpend. 

The  Atheift  Dying. 

ON  a' pale  Horfe,  and  in  the  Rout, 
Which  Providence  ftill  pointed  out, 
Grim  Death  to  a  Saints  Manfion  rod, 
Biijht'ninghis  Soul  to  meet  his  God, 
His  Horfe  he  at  the  Portal  ty'd 
And  ent'red  to  the  Saint  s  Ited-fide, 

The  Sainf  mean  while  his  Jefu*  hjrmn'cl, 
His  Soul  with  heav'nly  Graces  trim  d,  r 
His  blefs'd  Viaticum  receiv'd, 
Vhile  his  Friends  rather  pray'd  than  griev  d-f 
Heav'n  for  a  while  made  Death  retreat, 
His  Preparations  to  complcat. 

Two  ghoftly  Fools,  while  Death  delay'd, 
Jiear  the  Saint  s  Door  Approaches  madef 

H  }  .  Ajjbron 
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Aphron  and  Morn;,  they  were  ftil'd, 
With  ev  ry  kind  of  Vice  defil'd  * 
Vice  o'er  their  Reafon  drew  a  Good,  , 
And  they  Blafphenul  gfeat  God  aloud, 

Saints,  Aphron  fey,  ftrange  pother  keep* 
When  they  begin  their  final  Sleep, 
Our  Souls  are  Mortal,  and  Decay 
As  vital  Heat  confumes  away : 
Our  Atoms  Chance  together  tyfd, 
And  they  by  Chance  difiblv'd  abide, 

Lilce  Beafts,  /aid  Morns,  fill  Men  die, 
With  Beafts  their  Afhes  mingled  lie, 
Our  Souls  like  theirs,  if  Souls  we  have, 
Are  bury'd  with  us  in  the  Grave, 
Why  then  fhouM  Mortals  Death  decline, 
Why  IhouM  they  dread  their  ^nodype  > 

At  Saints,  Old  Men,  Babes,  Beggars,  Kings, 
His  Darts  Death  by  mere  Hazard  flings, 
The  Bad  and  Good  promifcuous  falls 
If  there's  a  God  who  made,thi$  all, 
He  either  fleeps,  or  idlp  fits, 
And  thp  fole  Poty'r  to  Chance  commits. 

I'll  try  to  flop  Death's  Courfe  a  while, 
I'll  of  his  Horfe  the  Wretch  beguile, 
What  Death  will  fay,  Watch  you  to  hear, 
I'll  on  his  Horfe  ride  full  Career. 
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The  Horfe  wbu'd  not  the  Rein  obey, 
But  with  his  Rider  ran  away. 

Juft  to  the  Gates  of  Death  he  ran, 
And  there  kick'd  down  the  foolifti  Man* 
The  Angel  who  PeathV  Reign  controuls, 
And  keeps  the  Key  to  let  in  Souls, 
Wonder'd  to  lee  a  Body  there, 
Where  only  naked  Souls  repair. 

Soon  as  the  Fool  himfelf  had  rear'd, 
The.^CV  ftript  Souls  in  light  appeared, 
The  fetal  Gates  ftraight  open  flew, 
Moth*  had  there  a  difinal  View 
Of  the  In&ial  horrid  Pains, 
Which  the-  a^cuf  fed  Crew  fufiains. 

As  thedama'd  Furies  drave  them  in,  . 
Theycry'd,  O  ex«rable  Sin ! 
O  I  muft  Burn  and  not  Confute, 
Juft  is  great  God,  juft  is  my  t)oom, 
Curs'd,  falfe,  evanid,  fenfual  Joy, 
Our  Souls  you  Cheat,  and  then  deftroy. 

O  for  one  precious  Minute  more, 
That  I  might  wilful  Guilt  deplore. 
Ah  foolifh  Soul,  you  wilh  too  late, 
One  Minute  more  will  fhut  the  Gate, 
O  how  my  Confidence  me  upbraids, 
And  damq$  me  to  infernal  Shades! 

H  4  Atheift 
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Atheift  I  livd,  Believer  dy'd, 
I  now  fear  Qod  whpm  I  deny'd, 

0  Horrour,  Anguifh,  Hellilh  Woe, 
Which  a  d  imnM  Soul  muft  undergo  ! 
My  Sins  to  Devils  me  expofe, 

1  nothing  feel  but  what  I  chofe  / 

I  ftiall  have  fuppleriiental  Smart, 

For  Sins  in  which  I  bore  a  part, 

Like  Dives  focial  JSins  J  rue, 

Which?  O  that  my  Companions  knew! 

May  they  repent  e'er  they  expire,'; 

Left  damn'd  they  fuel  my  fierce  Firs.  • 

Moms  at  that  dread  Sight  believM, 
A  white  he  for  his  Atheifm  griev'd, 

Biit  when  he  left  tfce  frightful  Qate> 
Returning  to  his  Worldly  State, 

His  wonted  tufts  he  re-embrac5d, 

And  his  ponvidtioh^  fbon  eras  d? 

Such  are  Convi&ions  rais'd  by  Fear,  '  • 

They'll  at  Temptation  difappear, 

To  Heay  nly  Things  Luft  makes  ps  blind, 

A  Will  perverfe  perverts  the  Mind  : 

Vice  to  Dominion  ne?er  arrives 

Till  Faith  and  Reafon  it  furvives. 


•  Preparatives  far  Death.  in 


In  Converts  Love  when  join'd  with  Fears, 
Juftice  and  Goodnefi  both  reveres-, 
Goodnefs  which  has  enamouring  Rays, 
The  Soul  connaturally  (ways, 
Preventing  Love  will  Souls  conftrain. 
Being  firft  lov'd  to,  love  again. 

Death,  when  the  Saint  was  flown  to  Blife* 
Wonder'd  his  Horfe  at  Door  to  nrife, 
But  left  he  ihou'd  his  Prey  give  o*er, 
A  flying  Serpent  s  Wings  he  tore  5 
His  MeiTengers  to  fix  them  try'd, 
Thijt  he  through  Air  on  them  might  glide. 

Death  at  the  Door  faw  Aphron  (mile, 
Guefe'd  he  was  confcious  to  the  Wile, 
And  orderM  onefhou'd  at  him  fhoot, 
A  pain  not  Mortal  but  acute: 
The  Meflenger  ftrait  fhot  the  Gout, 
Left  him  in  Torture  crying  out. 

The  Fool  the  Atoms  curs'd,  which  clos'd 
In  Limbs  for  fuch  ftrong  Pain  difpos'd  $  ' 
Curs'd  the  firft  Day  which  Life  commenced, 
•  Curs'd  Stars  which  his  Birth  influenc'dj 
CursM  his  good  Friends  who  gave  him  Aid, 
Curs  d  Death,  who  then  invok'd,  delay'd : 

He  Swore,  Blafphemed,  RoarM  out,  and  Rav'd^ 
Jn  vain  Help  from  Phyficians  crav'd, 

Roll'4 


lift        .RnpMtfaer  for  Death.  • 

RaJW  Agpnifing  too  and  fro, 
Impatience  aggrandtfd  his  Woe  : 
Fain  wosft  he  on  his  Dagger  die, 
Yet  What  might  follow  fear'd  to  try. 

.  Such  is  thfj  Atheift,  when  in  P#p, 
The  Fool  fees  Worldly  Succours  vain, 
Ho  Ofiqttt  will  his  Pstngs  allay, 
He  cwrfesKi^ht,  and  bates  the  Day  •> 
He  living  in  Hell  Torments  flwres, 
And,  what  is  their  chief  Woe*  defpairs. 

.Lord,  when  in  Pain  thy  levers  lie, 
Thou  fweetly  doft  thy  Aids  fupply, 
They  jffd  the  Eafe  of  Wills  refign'd, 
Thy  Love  Paternal  chears  their  Mind : 
b  Twill  wonderfully  Death  endear, 
To  pafs  to  Joys  from  Angjuifh  here. 

Silence  in  the  Grave, 

WHen  I  the  King  of  Terrours  view  cl, 
Dear  Jefu,  by  thy  Crofs  fubdu  d,  . 
He  feemMto  me  a  harralefs  Thing, 

When  Void  of  Sting., 

.  Death  was  to  me  familiar  grown, 
He  vifits  made  me  when  alone, 
.  And  f?riou$  Thoughts  ftill  left  behind, 

To  (tore  my  Mind 

Peath 
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Death  gave  me  Gleams  of  heav'nly  Blifi, 
Which  when  he  Jeft  me  grew  temife, 
I  wifti'dibr  his  jjwcb  longer  Stpy, 

More  to  difplay . 

I  often  kifs'd  the  friendly  Dart,  . 
Which  he  fetm'd  to  wound  my  Heart,  , 
And  long'd  tili  it  .jny  Soul  let  out  . 
In  rapt  devout 

Death  and  I  thus  a  Friendfliip  held, 
Till  from  my  Thought  I  him  ejpel'd,  . , 
The  Caufe  of  Change  from  Friend  to  Foe, 
Death  crav'd  to  inow. 

I  thought  it  Happinefs,  laid  I, 
For  all  who  ioVd  their  <3od  to  die 
At  nobler  Height!  their  Heav'nly  King, 
To  Love  and  Sin& 

But  when  they  in  the  Grave  repofe, 
TheirLove'sflark  Cold  .their  Hymns  they  clofe. 
From  Death  which  Love  and  Hymn  dull  «nd, 
Jefu  defend. 

The  Heroe  after  God's  own  Heart, 
At  frightful  Thoughts  of  Death  wou'd  ftarf, 
Death  which  wou'd  lay  him  faft  a  deep, 
In  iilesce  deep. 

Where 
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Where  all  his  Organs  fom'fliotfd  toty 
Where  all  Gods  Gobdnefs  was  forgot, 
Where  he  nor  Harp,  nor  Voice  cou'd  raife, 
To  ling  God's  praife. 

That  in  the4  filent  Grave  the  Jaft, 
Nor  love,  nor  hymn,  when  turn  d  to  Duft, 
Is  of  another  Royal  Saint, 
The  fad  Complaint, 

Grave,  I  abhor  Thee,  'twdu'd  be  Hell, 
One  Minute  d  thy  Walls  to  dwell, 
•If  I  muff  Hymn  and  Love  forego,  . 
What  greater  Woe? 

You,  faid  pale  Death,  mifapprehend 
The  Mefltage:of  your  filial  Fiend, 
}Ay  Darts  which  are  for  Flefh  defign'd, 
Ne'er  reach  the  Mind. 

While  Flefli  in  a  Dead  Silence  lyes, 
The  Soul  fet  free  to  Glory  flies, 
Employ'd  with  fep'rate  Souls  above, 
In  Hymn  and  Love. 

What  you  no  more  can  do  combin'd, 
The  Soul  when  'tis  from  Drofc  refin  d, 
Will  much  more  noble  Heights  attain, 
Then  Fleih  cou'd  gain, 

if 


-  ■;■     v,  r  ' 
Jtf  I.  &id  SdqV  ihall  hymn  God  more, 
When  ftee'd,  than  join'd  my  Heart  then  gore, 
With  Spirit*  pure,  #a  pure  Love  long, 
To  ling  I  long. 

Btit  muft  one  half  in  filence  reft, 
While  th*  other  half  lings  with  the  Meft? 
Can  Flefh  no  lhare  in  Duty  have, 
While  in  the  Grave? 

Your  Flefli  laid  Death,  when  in  its  Urn 
Muft  to  its  priftineDuft  return, 
But  of  that  Duft  dear  ,  in  God' slight,  . 
Is  ev'ry  Mite, 

Mofes  when  he  reduced  to  Duft, 
The  Golden  Calf  once  IfraeTs  Truft, 
Yet  then  as  well  as  in  the  Mold, 
Each  grain  was  Gold. 

The  Duft  of  ev'ry.  Saint  who  dies 
Moft  precious  is  iii  Jefui  Eyes, 
Each  atom  fliin'd  on  by  his  Beams, 
He  dear  efteems."  r 

When  the  Spoufe  faw  the  undefird, 
Adv^SnCHig  tt>w'rd$;  her  fioni  the.  Wild, 
With  FoWfkfti  Tweet,  and  od'rous  Store, 
Petfam'd  all  ofer^.  I  J 


1  Pfeparathrri  fl»  Death. 

Each  Atom  of  thofe  Powders  fweet, 
Difpered  throughout  from  Head  t3  fleet* 
By  hi*  lofe  Tottfkdidi  ftrtit  aflame 
Ditifle  Perfume. 

Saintg  Atoms  thus  in  Earth  enclose!* 
Which  Jefus  Members  once  composM, 
Will  heav'nly  Virtue  from  him  drain, 
And  Elefs'd  remain. 

Though  Voifl  of  Soul  they  iofe  Defire, 
Heav  n-bom  Perfume  wiH  yet  afpixe, 
Atttf  rtife  EriUcnce  to  umte, 

In  Masons  bright 

Thanks,  friendly  Death,  faid  Soul,  intent 
I'll  watch  the  Hour  when  you  are  fent, 
The  heavily  Deep,  ill  gladly  fwim 

To  Love  and  Hymn* 

I'll  love  and  hymn  throughout  my  Flight, 
But  when  I  reach  the  Realm  of  Light* 
With  Seraphs*  Who  ling  left  on  High, 

both  I'll  vie. 

Ih  bothy  wbea  I  of  tifcXamb  fiaia 
Wottae^tat  than?  GasAl  iuQthf  Strain 
Of  Love,mid  HyrrtJ,  lov'd  more  than  the/ 
I  more  fhou'd  pay. 

Me* 


Meaii  white  tikcjtyb  fe  'iht  emc^ 
Flefh  wfil  row'rds  fi&ifc  propenfion  have, 
Flefh  which  with  Soul  to  be  co-blefs'd 
In  Hope  fhall  reft. 

Fear  to  Part. 

AH  \  foolifli  Soul,  how  oft  have  you, 
When  Death  was  prefenttoyour  View, 
Fear'd  left  from  Flefh  his  pointed  Dart 
Shon'd  maieyou  past. 

The  World  is  full  of  deadly  Snares, 
Falfe  Joys  to  fool  you  it  prepares, 
Tk  difficult  where-e'cr  you  run 

Plague  Sores  to  fhun, 

Body,  till  by  the  Grave  refin'd, 

Weighs  down  tp  Earth  your  Heav'n-bolUMiDd} 

'Tis  too  impure  for  bblsfui. Sight, 

In  fpdtiefs  light 

Your  darling  Flefh  in  which  yon  dwell, 

Againft  your  Self  will  oft  rebel!  j 

W  hat  is  there  Valuable  here  '         ' ; 

Xife  to  endear  ? 

You  intimate  you  fhotfd  not  grieve,' 
Your  old  Companion  Flefh  to  leave, 
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Did  you  the  Place  where  you  muft  gd 
But  clearly  know  ? 

The  Jetsytett  happy  you  fuggeft, 
Who  enter'd  not  their  promised  Reft, 
Till  they  fent  Spies,  who  ev'ry  Way, 
Should  ail  furvey. 

Of  Thou&nds  here  who  ev'sy  Hour * 
Death  is  permitted  to  devour,  . 
Not  one  returns,  of  what  he  faw 
A  Map  to  draw. 

Saints  who  when  jefus  rofe  appeared, 
In  Salem  were 1  feen,  known  and  heard, 
Yet  no  Account  of  Hades  gave 

Beyond  the  Grave* 

.  In  ftrange  Reluctance  ypu  abide, 
To  fee  a  Land  yet  undifcry'd, 
And  in  the  double  fep'rate  State, 
To  try  your  Fate, 

Fond  Soul  ,  you  have  in  do<Js  own  Book, 
All  your  Defire>  yet  over  look.  5 
None  rifen,  lhoud  you  that  perufe, 
Cou'd  more  infufe. 

The  everlafting  Joys  and  Ilis> 
■r   God  dier?  in  ev'ry  Leaf  inftills, 
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Laz'rus  in  Blifsj  Dives  in  Woe 

Both  regions  fhew. 

The  Saints  with  Jefa  on  the  Mounts 
Of  Blifs  prefented  fuch  Account , 
That  ftrait  to  Tabernacle  there 

Was  Peter's  Pray  r. 

To  th?  third  Heav'n  th'  Apoftle  rear'd;  '  . 
Celeftial  Glories  faw  and  heard, 
Not  poflible  to  be  Rehears'd 

In  Flelh  immers'd; 

Eternal  Joys  and  Woes  no  Speech* 
No  Faculty  we  have  can  reach, 
They  are  to  be  believ'd,  but  known 
Till  felt  by  None. 

My  Angel  oft  to  Heav'n  takes  flights, 
To  tafte  its  Glories  and  Delights : 
I  Watch  the  Point  till  back  he  flies 

With  longing  EyeS.: 

Dear  Guardian^  give  me  fome  fhort  GleajnS 
Of  beatifick  Joys  and  Beams, 
Which  while,  faid  I,  above  you  dweltj 
Ybii  lately  felt. 

What  we  above,  faid  the  Angel,  feel,      t  g 
We  are  too  fcanty  to  reveal,'  f 
Vol,  VII;  I  Whk 
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What  Blifs  'tis  Godhead  to  poflefs, 
None  can  Exprefs. 

Thee,  Lord,  I  for  thy  Book  adore, 
Ambitious  to  know  nothing  more  $ 
Celeftial  Blifs  to  fupervife, 

I  want  no  fpies*. 

Like  Abraham ,  at  thy  gracious  Call, 
I'll  leave  my  Country,  Friends,  niy  All, 
In  a  ftrange  Land  to  make  my  ftay, 
Thee  to  obey. 

I  firmly  in  thy  Truth  confide, 

Thou  wilt  be  my  Support  and  Guide, 

My  Faith  abundantly  fupplies 

My  want  of  Eyes. 

My  Flefh  I  offer,  which  inftead 
Of  a  lovM  only  Son  fhall  bleed 
Which  When  Love's  flame  fhall  th'  Off 'ring  blrffi 
Earth  fhall  inurn. 

My  Soul  when  from  this  Body  loos'd, 
Shall  into  thee  be  re-transfus'd, 
Till  ray  Flefh' wakes  when  under  Ground 
The  Trump  fhall  found. 

Thou,  Lord,  wilt  then  my  Flelh  reftore,, 
purer  and  Brighter  than  before, 

To 
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1*0  make  the  Sacrifice  compleat, 

They  both  will  tneet. 

ill  gite  my  felf  to  thee  entire, 
Thy  felf  I  in  exchange  Defire, 
Centring  in  thee  Defire  will  reft 

Of  all  poffefsU 


The  Soul  Hovering  over  our  AJhes. 

WHen  Ifrael  faW  the  hallowM  Frame  (Name. 
Thrown  down,  where  God  had  plac'd  his 
With  Sighs  and  Tears  and  Groans, 
%    They  Irifs'd  the  broken  Stones 
though  'an  unformed,  rude  Chaos  made, 
A  Reverence  to  its  Ruins  paid. 

Soul,  when  this  Body  you  forfake, 

Your  long'dfor  heav'nly  Flight  to  takcy. 

You  fep'rate  muft  remind, 

You  ruin'd  left  behind 
A  Temple  where  the  Spirit  biefs'd, 
The  fole  Propriety  poflefs'd. 

Defcend  a  while  and  tiew  my  Urn, 
See  how  my  Limbs  to  Alhes  turn, 

I  2  Though 
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Though  Heav'n  your  Tears  may  ftop, 
Yet  yoti  a  Sigh  may  drop, 
My  Duft  to  meet  your  Sigh  will  rife, 
And  with  your  Yearnings  fympathife. 

Sigh  may  become  your  fep'rate  State, 

O'er  my  commiferable  Fate, 

You  now  are  but  half  blefs'd 
And  in  long  Languor  reft  ^ 

And  while  in  Languor  you  remain, 

Sigh  fweetly  till  full  Blifs  you  Gain* 

My  Aflies  though  they  kindled  lie 
You  can  their  proper  Place  defcry, 
)       This  Atom  Ear  compos'd, 

That  was  in  Eye  eilclos  d  * 
That  was  in  Tongue,  and  this  in  Heart, 
Ad  jufting  them  to  ev'ry  part. 

You  11  hov'ring  view  my  Humane  Ore, 
Our  Di  Ablution  you  11  deplore, 
Confefi  God's  Sentence  juft 
Of  Man  s  return  to  Duft, 
That  God  when  he  the  Soul  repris'd, 
Its  Inftrument  of  Sin  chaftisU 

Four  times  a  Year  the  Virgins  kept, 
When  they  for  Je^htbatfs  Daughter  wept* 

Flefti  but  one  time  will  crave, 

For  Vifit  to  my  Grave, 
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Jlnd  that's  tfif  anniverfary  Day, 
When  you  divorc'd  your  widdqw'd  Clay, 

Soon  then  as  you  approach  my  Shrine, 
Hymn  the  Philanthrophy  Divine, 

For  Bleffings  we  both  ihar'd, 

For  Blifsfor  youprepar'd, 
For  Death  which  Sin  and  Pain  deftroys, 
.  And  ripens  Flelh  for  heav  nly  Joys. 

Fall  proftrate  at  my  Tomb,  and  pray 
for  haft'ning  the  All-quick'ning  Day  $ 
And  that  when  both  fliall  meet 
At  the  dread  Judgment  Seat, 
We  may  our  Abfoliition  hear* 
And  mount  to  the  Celeftial  Sphere,  . 

Your  Wings  o'er  my  cold  Atoms  fpread, 

Prooding  kind  Heat,  upon  them  Dead, 
They  aiming  to  revive, 
Will  to  embody  ftrive,  • 

As  o'er  the  Child  the  Prophet  lay 

Enliv'ning  his  cold  lifelefs  Clay. 

Watch  when  the  Angel  ffrall  appear, 
And  his  awak'nig  Trumpet  rear, 

'Ere  his  firft  breath  fhall  end, 

Re-enter  your  old  Friend, 
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That  I  may  rife  among  the  firflt, 
Who  for  a  tyefs'd  Re-union  thirft. 

Life  and  Death  compard. 

Since  humane  Race  pale  Death  decry, 
And  live  in  Panick  fear  to  die, 
.  I  mortal  thought  it  worth  my  while, 
My  felf  and  Death  to  reconcile, 
And  weighing  Life  and  Death  intend 
To  court  Death  chiefly  for  my  Friend, 

Death  ghoftly  Pilgrims,  when  they  ftray 
In  this  World's  broad,  but  ma?y  Way, 
Leads  fafely  to  the  Native  Land 
Of  Spirits,  where  they  may  expand 
Thdr  ftretch'd  Capacities  at  Will, 
For#God  who  only  them  can  fill. 

When  Strangers  they  at  random  rome, 
Death  guides  diredly  to  their  Homej 
When  Foreigners  for  Harbour  cry, 
Death  makes  them  Denifons  on  high, 
To  Souls  with  Labour  hard  diftrefs'd, 
Death  give6  fyeet  Sleep  and  grateful  Reft, 

To  Saints  who  with  Hell-pow'rs  contend, 
Peath  gives  their  War  vi&orious  End, 
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On  Heav'n-ward  Racers  Death  beftows, 
The  Prize  when  e'er  the  Race  they  clofe 
Saints  in  this  Vale  of  Tears  who  bide, 
At  Death  feel  their  wet  Eye-lids  dry'd  ; 

In  life  SouU  with  dull  Flefb  deprefs'd, 
By  Death  acquire  Enlargement  Iblefs  d  $ 
Lovers  in  Abfence  here  remain, 
By  Death  they  glad  Fruition  gain  ; 
The  Saint  a  Trial  here  endures,  . 
Death  his  Reward  above  fecures. 

In  Life  Souls  grope  in  ghoftly  Night, 
Death  wafts  them  to  the  Realm  of  Light, 
With  Mif  'ries  Life  is  loaded  here, 
Death  lands  us  in  the  blifsful  Sphere 
Souls  in  the  World  contraft  a  Taint, 
Death  fully  purifies  the  Saint, 

Life  of  the  Fall  the  Maim  retains,  , 
Death  happy  Paradife  regains  *  1 


Souls  here  good  Seed  in  Plenty  fow, 
At  Death  they  only  Reap  or  Mow  * 
In  wants  Saints  here  run  out  their  Courfe, 
Death  heavenly  Treafure  takes  by  Force. 

Temptations  here  the  Faithful  gore, 
£t  Death  above  their  Reach  they  foar  h 
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Life 
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Life.ne4er  is  wholly  -free  from  Sins, 
Impeccancy  at  Death  begins  * 
In  Life  Souls  to  revolt  are  prone. 
Death  keeps  them  Loyal  to  God  s  Throne. 

In  Life  Saints  mixM  with  th5  Impious  dwell, 

Where  Tongues  are  let  on  Fire  by  Hell, 

Like  David  *v&eti  in  Kedar  Tents, 

His  Habitation  he  laments, 

At  Death  they  fhall  blefsM  Spirits  join, 

Pure  Vot'ries  of  the  God-head  Trine : 

In  Life  the  Beft  of  Saints  are  frail, 
Fleft*  o'er  the  Mind  will  oft  prevail, 
Their  Hearts  when  e'er  they  Hymn  or  Pray* 
Will  oft  grow  tir'd,  their  Zeal  decay 
At  Death  no  Cloud  will  intervene, 
Souls  will  be  fix'd,  deyout,  ferene. 

In  Life  the  World  our  Souls  befools, 
And  Love  Celeftial  often  cools  $ 
Love  there  unnumbefd  Rivals  meets, 
Which  are  alluring,  deadly  Cheats 
Death  will  the  Saints  from  Drofs  refiile, 
Pir  d  with  unriyaPd  Love  divine. 

Devils  and  Men  of  Life  partake  «, 
jBut  Dcyils  Life  their  Grievance  make, 
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They  wotfd  be  overjoy 'd  to  die, 
And  fcape  the  Flames  in  which  they  fry, 
Saints  by  their  Privilege  of  Death, 
End  Sin  and  Trouble  with  their  Breath. 

The  wifeft  King  who  beft  coud  know, 
The  quinteflential  Joys  below, 
When  he  w\th  Heavn  thofe  Joys  compar'd, 
Vain  and  Vexatious  them  declar'd, 
Pronounc  d  the  Day  when  laid  in  Earth 
Much  better  than  our  day  of  Birth. 

Life  and  its  Joys  to  Age  muft  bow, 

Death  gives  us  an  eternal  Nowj 

By  Life  we  are  to  Earth  confin'd, 

Death  wings  for  Heavn  theHeav nrbora  Mind ; 

If  Life  and  Death  we  juftly  view, 

Death's  the  more  noble  of  the  two. 

The  Holy  Paul  who  daily  dy'd, 
Who  Death  had  long  and  often  tryd, 
Laiiguilh  d  to  be  diflblv'd,  and  gave 
The  pret'rence  to  the  peaceful  Grave 
May  I  with  joy  my  pangs  fiiftain, 
^fTur  d  like  him  that  Death  is  gain  I 


Friend- 
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Friend/hip  with  Death. 


[    \KT H E  N  I  on  Death  approaching  think, 


V  V       My  Soul  begins  to  fibrink 
My  Pow'rs  wpu  d  fain  that  Thought  poft-pone, 

Till  tow'rds  my  dying  Groan  * 
Belfiazzar's  Tremblings  on  me  feize, 
And  I  together  finite  my  Knees. 

Soul,  thou  infallibly  art  fure, 

That  Death  I  mufl:  endure, 
Thou  canft  not  the  fet  time  defcry, 

But  know'ft  that  it  is  nigh, 
Since  then  I  ihortly  Death  mufl:  fee 
Why  Ihoji'd  we  now  fuch  Strangers  be  > 

Children  at  bitter  Potions  grieve, 
By  which  they  Health  retrieve  $ 

To  that  which  frees  from  worldly  Snares, 
Averfion  Flefh  declares  * 

Soul,  change  on  fecond  Thoughts  your  Mind, 

Your  Health,  not  Grievance,  is  defign  d. 

Blefs'd  Jefus  deigns  to  taftefor  all 

Death  s  Bitternefs  and  Gall  ^ 
And  fweetens  Death  to  Saints  who  tread, 

The  Jfoot-fteps  where  he  le4  * 


•  As 


Preparative*  for  Death, 

As  Faith  and  Hope  in  Vot'rieg  £01, 
Peath's  Terrors  by  degrees  prevail. 

Death  you  e're  long  muft  undergo, 

Whether  you  will  or  no  $ 
Whether  you  will  or  no,  111  try, 

To  keep  him  in  your  JEye-, 
}L,ook  on  hiin  with  a  Confidence  clear, 
And  you  will  chide  your  childilh  Fear* 

When  Jefus  gain'd  his  Throne  on  high, 

Death  itfelf  feern'd  to  dye* 
His  open 'd  Grave  (how'd  how  the  Saints, 

Shall  force  all  Death's  Reftraints  h 
And  open  d  Heav'n  afliir'd  their  Eyes, 
Their  Bodies  from  the  Graves  ftiou'd  rife. 

While  in  the  Graves  of  all  the  Juft, 

Blefs'd  Jefus  keeps  the  Duft * 
Their  Spirits  freed  from  Clogs  of  Senfe, 

Shall  Happinefs  commence , 
And  Jefus  Hymn,  who  Death  endears 
To  Souls  in  penitential  Tears. 

In  the  expanfe  Jtbovah  plac'd, 

A  Pillar  double  facd, 
Which  through  the  Sea  the  Tribes  ftiou'd  guide 

Safe  to  the  adveife  fide. 
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Which  footfcf  appear  to  Ifrael  bright, 
And  to  Egyptians  difinal  Night. 

Thus  double-fac'd  Death  always  flies, 

Race  humane  to  furprize 
To  th'  Impious  dreadful  He  appears, 

Darting  outragious  Fears 
To  Souls  to  Jef%$  reconcile, 
His  Looks  inviting  are,  and  mild. 

The  Wicked  at  Death's  Look  may  quake, 
Saints  Friendftup  with  him  make 

May  h  when  he  draws  near  my  Bed, 
T'wards  Jefus  raife  my  Head, 

And  joyfully  embrace  my  Friend, 

By  whofe  kind  Dart  I  Heay  n  afcend. 


Wept,  and  liv'd,  and  when  my  Soul 

Perceiv'd  that  it  was  whole, 
To  Tears  and  Love  I  Hymning  joyn'd, 

All  Three  my  Soul  refin'd  * 
And  when  refiiVd  I  Courage  took, 
Death  fearlefs  in  the  Face  to  look 


Death's  Darts  repetid. 
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Death  when  his  Sting  he  ufelefs  fpy'd, 

With  Darts  their  Want  fupply'd 
With  darted  Thoughts  he  Ihot  me  through, 

My  Terrors  to  renew  * 
My  Shield  was  Faith,  and  Love,  and  Hope,' 
My  Helmet  with  the  Foe  to  cope. 

Death  threatened  Soul  and  Flefh  to  part,  "*  > 

That  was  his  leading  Dart, 
That  Worms  fhou'd  be  my  Body  s  Lot, 

Which  foon  fhou'd  ftink  and  rot 
That  Soul  went  where  no  Mortal  knew, 
Its  Separation  there  to  rue. 

Faith  told  me,  though  Flefh  buried  lies, 

Yet  it  ftiall  glorious  rife 
Love  Martyrs  fhew'd  to  JeJ us  dear, 

NoW'Crown'd  who  caft  out  Fear  5 
Hope  on  God  s  Promife  fis'd  its  Clairn^ 
Aflur  d  of  Blifs  in  Jefits'  Name, 

Then  at  my  Soul  Death  Thoughts  let  fly, 

That  when  my  Flefh  fhall  dye, 
My  Soul  may  in  a  Land  unknown , 

Her  Exile  fad  bemoan  ^ 
Where  Rebels  who  durft  Heav  n  out-brave/ 
Infulting  Heav'n-born  Souls  enflave. 


Faith 
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Faith  oft  high  Cnuon  bad  fiirrey  *d, 
By  Jefm  happy  made  * 
.  Love  loogM  to  live  to  Jefiu  near, 

In  that  Celeftial  Sphere  h 
Hope  fhewM  how  Soobin^/aurefl, 
Promised  with  him  to  be  co-tdefrd. 

Next  from  Death  s  Bow  a  Thought  took  flight, 

All  which  can  Senfe  delight  ; 
PoflkflGons,  Honour,  Friends  and  Gold, 

Power,  Fleafnre  uncootrolFcl, 
Mnft  for  a  Winding-fheet  be  left, 
And  yon  of  all  that's  dear  bereft. 

Faith  fhewM  me  die  good  things  above, 

Prepared  for  heavnly  Love 
Love  all  that  s  dear,  all  Friends  difclaim'd $ 

With  God  fble  Love  enflam'd  $ 
Hope  which  on  Heav'n  ftill  fix'd  its'  Eyes, 
Bid  me  all  fliort-Jiv'd  Joys  defpife. 

Wife  Providence  to  ev'ry  Brute, 

Gives  Scnfes  moft  acute  j 
Sboud  God  place  Blifs  in  fenfual  Sweets, 

Which  here  a  Worldling  meets; 
Beafts  who  thofe  Pleafures  relifli  beft, 
Are  more  than  Souls  immortal  blefsd* 
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By  this  Death's  Quiver  empty  grew, 

And  vanquifh'd  he  withdrew  * 
But  he'll  replenifli  it  again, 

And  Til  the  Fight  maintain. 
Faith  and  Love,  Helmet,  Hope  my  Shield, 

Invincibly  will  gain  the  Field. 

Tie  Saints  with  Jefus. 

SOUL,  when  your  Flefh diflblves  toDuft, 
4  To  God  s  fafe  Hands  your  lelf  entruft  * 
Be  not  too  curious  to  enquire, 

Where  to  afpire  * 

Whether  to  Paradife  you  fly, 
Or  in  blefc'd  Abrams  Bofom  lye, 
Or  to  that  Orb  your  Flight  you  raife 

Where  Enoch  Hays  $ 

Or  to  the  third  celeftial  Sphere, 
Where  Wonders  Paul  was  rapt  to  hear, 
Or  Hades  blefs'd  where  Souls  eleft 

Full  Blifs  expe& 

Secure  your  Love  while  here  below, 

And  Dying  you'll  to  Jefus  go : 

Paul  longM  lov'd  Jtfui  Face  to  view, 

For  that  long  yo& 

Blefc'd 
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BlefcM  Jefus  boundlefs  Blifs  divine  * 
In  you  in  Miniature  will  fliine, 
Glory  for  Glory,  Beam  for  Beam 


Will  on  you  ftream; 


A  Crown,  a  Throne  of  God's  right  Hand, 
Where  Saints  their  Robes  of  Ray  expand, 
Where  Saints  are  Kings,  and  on  their  State 

High  Angels  wait; 

Such  Bleflings  on  the  Saints  attend, 
Wjien  Jefu?  like  they  Heav'n  afcend, 
The  Lamb,  of  Joys  the  boundlefs  Spring, 

They'll  ever  ling; 

Death  our  Fore-runner  is,  and  guides 
To  Sion,  where  the  Lamb  abides, 
There  Saints  enjoy  ccftatick  Reft 

In  Manfions  bleft; 

Death,  I  well  know,  that  ev'ry  Day- 
Wife  Providence  appoints  your  Way, 
YourThirft  for  Blood  wou  d  flay  Mankind^ 


I  long  to  reach  the  Lambs  dear  Sight,' 
Be  {ure  to  hit  my  Vitals  right, 
Left  Life  half  left  prolongs  my  Days 


If  not  confin'di 


And  Blifs  delays- 
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Dying  to  the  World; 

DEath,  when  for  irie  you  are  defign'd, 
But  little  Work  in  me  you'll  find 
I  hdve  employed  my  Cares, 
So  to  difpofe  Affhirs, 
That  from  my  ghoftly  Shield  your  Dartj 
Back  on  your  Skeleton  will  ftart; 

My  AH  is  God's  PoiTeflion  growri^ 
I  nothing  keep  to  call  my  own, 

If  any  Self  you  fee 
*      Remaining  ftill  in  me 
Othat  ftiou'd  long  ago  have  dy'd^ 
Had  I  the  lurking  ill  defcry'da 

Perhaps  you'll  at  my  Body  aim; 
But  that  s  devoted  to  God's  Name  j 

God  there  Is  pleas'd  to  build 

A  Temple  with  God  fill  d* 
jDare  you  to  ruin  that  defigri, 
Which  Temple  is  of  Godhead  Trine  * 

• 

By  God's  Permiflion  yet  you  may, 
DilTolVe  this  Houfe  built  up  of  Clay 

In  Ruins  when  it  lies 

It  glorious  (hall  arife, 
And  rife  to  a  much  nobler  Height, 
than  the  firft  Temple  much  more  bright 

VoL  IV;  ft  fto^ 
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Shou'd  you  my  Heaven-born  Soul  attempt, 
That  from  your  Terrours  lives  exempt, 

You  ne'er  with  all  your  skill, 

Cou'd  Souls  immortal  kill  $ 
You  need  not  me  and  World  divide, 
I  long  ago  the  World  deny'd. 

I  have  prevented  all  your  Force, 
Which  from  my  Friends  might  me  divorce : 
To  Friends,  though  truly  dear, 
My  Heart  dares  not  adhere, 
No  perfed  Friend  but  God  I  know, 
For  God  I  all  the  reft  forego.  • 

Should  you  invade  me  arm'd  with  Pain,  . 

And  make  me  numerous  Deaths  fuftain, 
My  Will  to  6od  refign'd, 
Sweet  eafe  in  God  will  find  $  _ 

God's  Love  will  all  my  Pains  endear, 

With  Joy  my  Diflblution's  near. 

Death,  when  you  lhall  approach  my  Head, 
You'll  nothing  fee  but  what  is  Dead, 

Yet  do  not  me  forfake, 

Care  of  my  Body  take  * 
Lay  me  with  gentle  Hand  afkep, 
God  in  the  Grave  my  Duft  will  Keep. 

Qefrt 
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Be/ire  of  Beath. 

In  Lijah  to  the  Wild  retirM 
Hj        In  Pray'r  to  Qod  afpir'd, 
Beneath  a  Juniper  repos'd, 

£t*Iis  Mind  he  thus  difclosd  $ 
Sated  with  Life  I  Death  requeft, 
Lord,  raife  me  to  eternal  Reft. 

Simeoii9  who  held  in  glad  Embrace 

The  Source  of  Truth  and  Grace, 

faanfported  at  his  Saviour's  Sight, 

Stood  Wing'd  for  Heav'n-ward  flights 

From  wortHlefs  Earth  his  Eyes  withdrew, 

He  with  an  Hymn  to  Glory  flew* 

Paul  rapt  to  the  third  heav'nly  Sphere 
Wonders  to  fee  and  hear, 

Re-ent*fing  hi*  terreftial  Frame, 

Felt  an  Heav'n-kindled  Flames 

Long'd  to  diflblve,  to  Jefus  fly, 

To  etcrnife  his  Rapt  on  High. 

t)  happy  Soiils,  who  Pilgrims  here 

Kept  always  Confcience  clear, 

An  ardent  Love  an  Heav  nly  Mind, 
A  Will  to  God  refign'd, 

K2  MafdS 
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Made  Death,  which  haunts  with  AfpeS  dire 
All  common  Mortals,  your  Delire. 

Ah,  you  were  ripe  for  Heav  n,  but  I 

Wou'd  ripen  ere  I  die, 
'Ere  I  approach  the  View  divine, 

My  lamp  fhou d  brighter  Shine,- 
Of  l)uty  I  have  vaft  Arrears, 
My  Vials fcarce  half  full  of  Tears  5 

I  Graces  want  to  form  a  Saint, 

And  thofe  I  have  are  faint : 

A  Man  of  forrows  Heav'n  to  gain, 
"tis  juft  I  fliou  d  remain, 

And  purify'd  'ere  Godhead  pure 

Will  in  his  Sight  my  Soul  endure. 

I  have  a  thoufand  Things  to  dq 

'Ere  I  bid  Earth  adieu  * 
My  Soul,  Ihou'd  Death  this  Flefti  fujrprifc, 

Wou'd  rather  fink  than  rife, 
t)eath  in  fuch  dangerous  Views  appears, 
He  raifes  not  Defires,  but  Fears. 

My  Confcience  here  did  Flefli  upbraid, 
Wou  d  you  have  Death  Delayed 

Till  you  are  fit  pure  God  to  fee  ? 
That  time  will  never  be, 

Mercy,  not  Merit,  Blifs  obtaitis, 

Mercy  which  cancels  Guilt  and  Stains* 

Mercy 
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Mercy  in  Jtfu?  Name  implore, 

Siii  wilfully  no  more; 
5Tis  Mefty  bur  Defefts  fupplies, 

In  God's  propitious  Eyes, 
The  beft  of  Saints  juft  as  they  die 
Mercy,  fWeet  Jefus,  Afercy  cry, 

One  only  thing  you  have  to  do 

And  ftill  to  keep  in  View, 

With  Tears,  Watch,  Pray  Ys  and  Almstoftrive, 
At  glory  to  arrive-, 

At  full  Perfe&ion  you  may  aim, 

Though  if  fincere,  you  Blifs  may  claim. 

Elijah  like  from  Crowd  retreat, 

God  when  retir'd  tb  meet ; 
Of  Jefus,  Simeon  like  lay  hold, 

And  in  your  Arms  enfold  * 
In  Thought  to  Heav'n  like  Paul  afpire, 
And  what  Thought  fees  will  i;aife  Defire. 

The  Want  of  Death  you  then  will  know, 
You'll  think  he  comes  to  flow, 

Death  feen  through  Jefus  to  your  Mind 
Wjll  have  an  Afpedt  kind. 

You'll  feel  for  Heav  n  Exilience  ftroflg, 

for  Death  which  once  you  fear'd  you'll  long. 
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Death  teaches  Duty.  . 

DEath,  though  you  Child  of  Sin  a1>id$. 
By  happy  Parricide,, 
You  daily  inurder  your  own  Sire 

When  Saints  to  Cells  wtire 
And  to  contemplate  you  begin. 
You  mortify  your  Parent  Sin. 

The  Thoughts  unclean  which  Saints  diftreGf, 
The  Thoughts  i£  Death  fopprefs-, 

Death  ftiews  the  Wretch  who  Riches  craves. 
What  .W4bt  .there  is  in  Graves  v 

Death  Ihews  the  Proud  the  Earthy  fpot, 

.Where  hp  muft  moulder,  Sink,  and  rot. 


'  Death  wheuhis  Menaces  we  fed, 
Warms  penitential  Zeal 
Death  when  for  Souls  he  lays  his  Snares 

Invigorates  their  Prayrs  5 
Death  teaches,  when  he's  ann  d  with  Pain, 
By  will  refign'd  fweet  eafe  to  gain. 

Death  feifes  Sinners  with  Surprife, 
To  make  the  living  Wife 

Death  hangs  ftill  hovMng  t>3er  Mankind, 
To  make  them  Heav*n  remand : 

All  Sins  Death  moves  us  to  decline, 

And  teaches  ev'r?  Grace  divine. 


Preparatives  for  Death. 


Guardian  to  Death  s  Abode  take  flight, 

.  Built  deep  in  difmal  Night, 
His  Meflengers  his  Gates  there  crowd,  . 

Vehicl'd  in  black  Cloud, 
Who  when  from  his  cursM  Hoft  detach'd, 
O'er  all  Earths  Regions  are  difpatch'd. 

Ask  which  is  the  deftru&ive  Band, 

Alotted  for  this  Land, 
Search  who  is  me  encharg'd  to  harm, 

Him  of  his  Dart  difarm, 
Keep  that  ftill  pointing  at  my  Heart, 
That  I  from  God  no  more  may  ftart. 

When  you  fee  Death  upon  my  Breaft 

Indelibly  impreft, 
You  may  the  Dart  to  him  reftore, 

My  Heart  then  let  him  gore ; 
My  Soul  lives  but  a  ftranger  here, 
My  Country  is  the  Heavnly  Sphere. 

Or,  if  no  MefTenger  appear, 

Take  your  Ceieftial  Spear, 

Feather  it  from  your  Wings,  and  place 

The  Point  juft  tow'rds  my  Face, 

It  will  the  Want  of  Dart  f upply, 

And  make  me  live  prepar'd  to  die. 
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The  Soul  Polluted  in  the  Body. 

MY  Soul,  when  you  fliall  Freedom  gain^ 
To  launch  into  the  airy  Main, 
An4  leaye  below  my  Body  dead? 
Committed  to  its  earthly  Bed, 
Sure  you  a  while  will  hov'ring  ftay. 
O'er  yopr  once  habitable  Clay? 

Your  amicable  vital  Knot, 

Though  broken,  is  not  foon  forgot* 

You  perpendicular  will  wave 

Yoyr  Wings  expanded  o'er  my  Grave  ; 

To  th*  Angel  then  who  Ihews  your  Way, 

I  gue(§,  you  looking  down  will  {ay  ;  '  ' 

D  happy  Angels !  who  ne'er  knew, 
The  fleijxly  Clogs  we  fadly  rue : 
Frail  Bodies  hp*  yfhich  Souls  enclofe^ 
Theif  Habitants  to  Sin  expofe, 
A  thoufand  Ills  I  ne'er  had  known, 
Had  I  unwedded  liy'd  alon£, 

Obferye  my  Corps  {ropi  Head  to  Fpet, 
Jhe  Vermin  there  together  meet, 
Confulting  polonies  fo'chopfe, 
Which  o'er  the  Region  they  difFuf?, 
ty7here  gnawing,  till  to  furfeit  fed, 
They  die  upon  the  Carcafe  dead. 
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Ah!  jtiftly  did  great  God  deqjee, 
That  Death  of  Sin  fhouM  Wages  be, 
To  Sin  each  Limb,  each  Senfe  you  View, 
Was  Inftrument,  or  Avenue : 
Merqr  with  Juftice  harmonised, 
Left  Sin  fhou'd  be  immortalis'd, 

Thofe  Eyes,  created  for  pure  Light, 
TookPleafure  in  the  Deeds  of  Night, 
Cfcr  all  forbidden  Ob jefts  ftray'd, 
For  foul  Concupifcence  purvey^ 
Innumerable  Swarms  of  Sin, 
Through  them  came  hourly  flying  in. 

Thefe  Ears,  firft  fbritfd  to  intromit 
The  laving  Truths  of  (acred  Writ, 
To  Vanities  ftill  open  flood, 
Shutclofe  to  the  Approach  of  Go6d, 
Greedy  bafe  Calumnies  to  glean, 
And  what  was  Impious  or  Unclean, 

That  Tongue,  to  hymn  great  God  defign'd, 
To  God's  Dishonour  moft  inclin'd, 
A  World  of  Evil  it  contain'd, 
Was  fir'd  by  Hell  and  unreftrain'd, 
Had  the  whole  Courfe  of  Nature  fir'd, 
By  poiFonous  Flames  which  it  tranfpir'd. 
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That  Heart,  yhichGod  for  OfFViflg  claim'd, 

Which  Love  divine  ihpu'd  hav«  enflam'd, 

God  wholly  from  its  Thought  exil'd,  , . 

Was  univerfally  defil'd 

Each  Lufl:  it  for  its  Idol  owffd, 

And  to  its  Fow'r  gceat  God  dethroned.  1 

/    See  on  my  Lids  the  Maggots  lie, 
And  eat  the  Apple  of  jaogr  Eye, 
A  Serpent  at  any  Mouth  is  hung, 
And  greedily  devours  my  Tongue, 
Worms  gorge  themfelves  on  ;evry  Part,  • 
An  odious  Toad  there  gqaws  my  Heart. 

I  fhou'4  too' long  my  Blifs  delay, 
My  total  Vilenefe  <to  furvey : 
Had  not  Repentance  wafh'd  me  clean, 
And  Jef*s9  Blood  from  Filth  terrene, 
That  Flefli  to  Hell  had  fank  me  down, 
And  ftop'-d  diis  Flight  to  gain  my  Crown. 

Now,  my  good  Angel  let  us  fly, 

All  Glory  he  to  God  on  High, 

Well  both  fiveet  Hallelujahs  ling, 

While  we  keep  Heav'n-ward  on  the  Wing, 

1  fee,  I  fee,  the  Portal  bleft 

plory—  In  JJlifs  lhe  Jkng  the  reft. 
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By  chance  Cd&uco,  as  the  Sun  declinM, 

-  A  Meditation  in  the  Field  defign'd, 
Like  I[aac,  where  in  ev'ry  Herb  and  Tree, 
Memorials  he  of  God  and  Dearth  might  fee  $ 
And  on  a  fudden  at  fmall  diftance  faw, 
A  well-knoym  Friend  tow  rds  his  Retirement  draw  h 

•  Who  weeping  Cry 'd,  Adieu,  dear  Friend,  adieu, 
O  might  I  watchj  pray,  hymn,  and  die  like  you  ! 
Caivco  him  Saluting  beg'd  to  know, 
What  caus'd  his  Grief,  that  he  might  eafe  his  Woe, 
His  Sorrow  for  a  while  his  Speech  reftraind, 
Which  thus_guftiM  out  as  he  his  Voice  regain'd  5 
He  s  gone,  he's  gone,  I  clos'd  his  God-ward  Eyes, 
His  Heav.Vborn  Spirit  mounted  through  the  Skies, 
Jufto,  of  Jejus  Flock  one  of  the  Beft, 
By  this  has  reach'd  hisThrone  among  the  Bleft : 
The  Pointings  of  Death's  Dart  he  daily  eyMt 
His  ghoftly  Watch  and  Pray'r  he  daily  ply'd. 
He  counting  ev'ry  Step  as  J.ife  retir'd, 
Thu*  on  his  Deathbed  fang  till  he  expir'd. 

See,  fee  ray  Flelh,  Death  with  his  Dart, 

You  and  my  Spirit  now  mult  part : 
I  doFrous  Struggles  feel  of  vital  Force, 
^nd  all  my  Pow'rs  difpofii^g  for  Divorce, 

My  Stomach  fails,  I  can  no  more 
With  frelh  Recruits  iny  Strength  reftore, 
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My  Feet  begin  to  freeze,  my  flaccid  Nerves, 
Hive  for  their  craving  Dreins  no  brisk  Referves. 

My  Pulfe  fcarce  beats,  my  Heart  grows  chill, 
Can  fcarce  with  Blood  my  Arteries  fill  ^ 
My  Art'ries  unreplenifh'd  ftarve  my  Veins, 
Alt  little  Circulation  now  remains. 

My  Eyes  grow  dim,  I  fcarce  can  fpeak, 
Strong  Pangs  in  twain  my  Fibres  break, 
Small  aid  my  Tendons  to  my  Mufcles  lend, 
My  Joints  grow  ftifl^  with  difficulty  bend. 

The  Channels  to  my  Heart  grow  dry, 

My  Spirits  wanting  due  Supply, 
But  little  Vigour  to  my  Brain  convey, 
1  colder  grow,  my  Motion  feints  away. 

My  mournful  Friends  fiand  all  aghaft, 
And  think  each  Breath  will  be  my  laft. 
The  World  an  univerCd  Blank  appears, 
And  a  meer  Cypher  all  foregoing  Years. 

My  Will  is  feaFd,  and  with  my  Heir, 

ThePbor  proportionably  fhare, 
I  pardon,  and  ask  Pardon  of  Mankind, 
^nd  leave  no  Dues  unfatisfy'd  behind : 

All  humane  Succours  now  are  flown, 
£xx&  I  await  my  dying  Groan  5 
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My  Soul  is  parting  from  this  earthly  Vale> 
Into  the  State  invifible  to  fail. 

I  my  Viaticum  receiv'd, 

And  that  my  ghoftly  Strength  retrieved  : 
Tis  by  Repentance  only  Iam'easd, 
And  Jefus  Lore,  who  angry  God  appeas'd. 

To  God  I  have  my  Will  refign'd, 

To  God  I  elevate  my  Mind, 
My  ghoftly  Guide  has  me  abfblv'd,  and  I 
Have  nought  to  do,  but  Fray,  and  Love,  and  Die. 

Good  God  me  from  Delirium  frees, 

My  Soul  grows  healthy  by  Difeafir, 
Towards  Independency  I  feel  it  fpring, 
And  my  own  Requiem  now  prepare  to  ling. 

My  Jefm  treats  me  as  his  Friend, 

I  long  till  I  to  him  afcend, 
Though  Death  ftares  on  me  frightful,  pale,  and  grimf 
My  Soul  (hall  entertaip  him  with  an  Hymn* 

My  God,  my  Love  this  Soul  fuftains, 
And  fweetens  all  my  dying  Pains. 
Thou  Lord  didft  bitter  Death  endure  for  nle, 
And  haft  from  all  Death  s  Terroiirs  fet  me  free* 

Sin  only  Death  had  dreadful  made, 
But  lince  thou  haft  our  Ranfom  paid  $ 
Thou  of  his  deadly  Sting  doft  Death  djjfaffl, 
He  may  my  Soul  unloofe  but  cannot  harm  jjfc/iw 


I  y  $        Preparatives  j&r  Death? 


Jefus  when  dead,  yet  rofe  again, 
And  from  the  Grave  began  his  Reign, 

His  Soul  and  Body  re-united  were, 

And  flew  to  Heaven  Triumphant  through  the  Air; 

As  the  firft  Fruits  God's  hallowed  dire, 

To  God  were  offer'd  by  the  Jew 
Which  in  God's  Sight  the  Prieft  was  wont  to  wave* 
And  God  to  all  the  Crop  his  Bleffing  g*ve. 

Thus  Jefm  rilen  from  the  Dead, 

On  all  Men  vital  Influence  flied  5 
Death  can  no  faithful  Soulsof  Life  deprive^ 
But  by  our  firft  Fruits  riling  fhall  revive. 

You,  my  dear  Flelh,  till  the  great  Dafc 
Muft  to  the  Worms  become  a  Prey, 
This  Debt  you  to  the  Lapfe  primeval  otf  e* 
Muft  humbly  with  Submiffibn  undergo. 

YotTfhall  return  to  hiimafle  Ore, 

But  God  will  you  to  Life  reftore^ 
Hell  regifter  each  Atom  of  your  Duff* 
And  fort  it  at  the  rifing  of  the  juft. 

As  Grain  lies  bury'd  in  the  Grave, 

Till  it  a  Refurredtion  have, 
Then  from  the  Ground  its  lofty  Head  uprears, 
And  with  an  Hundredfold  Encreafe  appears. 
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Thus  you'll 16  pfciftiite  Clay  return, 
Till  God  remands  you  from  your  Urn, 
You'll  the  bright  Form  with  Rapture  then  behold, 
To  which  Cfod  (hall  your  fcatter'd  Duft  remold; 

Worms  ftiall  no  more  your  Limbs  devour, 
In  weaknefs  fown,  you'll  rife  in  Pow'r  5 
From  Mortal  you  fhali  to  immortal  pafs, 
To  Incorruption  from  corrupted  Mafi* 

Your  Clay  by  the  laft  Fire  calcin'd, 

Shall  to  Spiritual  be  refin'd, 
And  like  Blefs'd  Jefus  Glorious  Body,  Bright, 
Will  fitted  be  to  enter  Blifsful  Light. 

O'er  Death  you'll  then  full  Conqueft  gain, 
And  Hymn  the  Love  of  the  Lamb  flain, 
You'll,  paft  all  Storms,  reach  the  Celeftial  /hoar, 
Your  Body  glorify'd  can  die  no  more. 

Were  there  no  Joys  in  that  high  Sphere, 
Freedom  from  Sin  wou'd  Death  endear : 
God's  Lovers  here  their  Days  in  Sorrow  fpend, 
While  tempted  boundlefs  Goodnefs  to  offend. 

To  the  laft  Spark  of  vital  Flame, 
My  Lips  fhall  gafp  out  Jefu?  Name, 


My 


i6o 


^reparatives  for  Death. 


My  Moments  come,  I  fink  into  the  Grave, 
Jefu,  my  God,  my  Love— Thy  Lover  lave, 
We  giiefs  he  mean'd,  but  in  a  Rapt  devout, 
His  Soul  at  the  dear  Name  of  Love  flew  out; 
LovM  Jefus  in  his  Anils  received  his  Friend, 
Htf  was  in  Blifi  before  Tiis  Pray'r  cou'd  end  * 
Caiuco  flood  in  Transport  a  long  Hour, 
And  when  of  Speech  he  had  regain'd  the  PbwY* 
fcrayM  with  an  Ardour  not  to  be  expreft'd, 
To  live  and  die  like  Juflo9  and  be  Blefc'd, 


P  S  Y C  H  Ef  « 

MAGDALUM, 


I Sing  the  Sex  by  Naturfe  more  defign'd*  . 
For  tender  Senfe  of  Duty  than  Mankind  i  : 
."'But  when  they  Mbdefty  of  Confcience  loofe, 
Into  their  Souls,  foul  Spirits  Filth  infufc:  . 
Filth  vehiclM  in  Verfe,  the  Bane  to  guild, 
Verfe,  by  xvhich  Lull  is  takingly  inftill'd, 
Verfe,  which  Hell  beft  can  to  its  Purpofe  fuitj 
The  Sex  to  Idolize,  then  Proftilute : 
O  curs  d  Abufe  of  Verfe,  by  Saints  deplofd, 
Who  long  to  fee  its  native  Force  reftor'd ! 
Verfe,  firft  traduc d  from  Angels,  to  incline 
Harmonious  Souls  to  Hymn,. and  Love  divine, 
Sweet  Verfe,  which  with  its  native  Virtue  grac'dj 
Inftru&s  and  pleafes  the  Devout  and  Chafte* 
May  Heaven  ray  Numbers  tprofper,  to  enflame 
The  Modeft,  the  Immodeft  to  reclaim. 


Let  the  fVoriof  Chrifi  dwell  richly  in  j/qu9  in  all 
Wijdom  ; .  teaching  and  admonishing  one  Another  , 
in  Pfalms  and  Hymns  andSpiritualSon^fing- 
ing  with  Grace  in  your  Hearts  to  the  Lord. 
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And  hov  ring  o'ei?  his  .Prsy  in  Air  above, 
On  Wings  he  tore  from  an  innocuous  Dove; 
Who  having  lately  .flown  that  Airy,  track;, 
Was  with  her  JMeflage  now  returning  back; 
The  Wings  he  feis'd,  but.cou'd  not  oh  themftyv.  . 
Nothing  of  Dove  with  Malice  cou'cj  jjonaply.  f  .  A 
Fron*  the  curs 'd  Fiends  the  ufelefs  Wing?  he  rendi/ 
And  dpwn  with  them  to  Pfyche  fwift  defcend$. 
Thus  All'-?vife;God  at.  Cnce gave .^yck.Aid,    .  ■> 
And  favM  the  SonJ  for  wjiom  the  Plot  was  la}d$.. 
For  when  unwingM,  the  Fiend  to  Tophet  Jell,  -; 
For  ill  Succefs  torite^ft.w'd  in  Hell.       -;      .  j 
Glad  PJycbt  on^ier  Wiigs  ftrait  foardon  Higfe- 
Such  on  which  j9wW^c^:defir  d  to^fly,.       .  j 
Wings  Silver  bright*  and  Feathers  .like  pure  Gold* 
Like  thofe  God.  prpmis'd  jo  his  Saint?  pf  old.  •  \\ 
And 'ere  one  Hour  Qwomck  Jully.dtop'd, :  ,  ,.  /f  • 
OcvZabnhn  theifrairy  yoyageftop'd, 
The  antientCafHe;  there  was  jn  their  View,  :.  v 
Where  Magdalen  Ihed  penitential  Dew.  ■  ■ . 

Pfy<;he  juft  at  the  Caftle  Gate  alights,  . 
The  Portrefi  her  to  enter  it  invites*  ..  k 

An.  aged  Matron  from  the  World  reclaimed, 
Kind,  Lowly,  and  Devout,  Modefta  naitfd^ 
She  few  in  Pfycbe,  penitential  Air,  lk 
And  joy'd  ftie  would  to  Magdalum  repair : 
Mit&dahm  once  the  Patrimonial  Seat,  .i 
Of  her  who  with  her  Tears  wafli'd  JeJ-Us  Feet,.  ' 
Much  ftie  both  lov'd  and  wept,  God»man  decreed* 
His  Holy  Gofpel  ftiou'd  record  the  Deed, 
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No  Statues,  Pillars,:  Vytk inids,  or  Song 
Heroick^  coald;llfce  that;  her  Name  prolong \  ; 
O  Love,  and  rTehr,  ineftihiabiy  .pris'd,'  ■ 
In  Story  by  God-mkn  immortalised! 

In  Magdalvm  chafte Souls  Recefles keep, i.n 
And  learn  to.  Love,  Hymni- 'Meditate  arid  Weep, 
Like  humble  Daughters/  all  Great;  God  rever'd. 
And  vow'd  'to  Jive  like  Sifters  co-endear'd, 
Sojfbromd  with  Celeftial . Wifdom  fiil'd, 
Who  of  her  Set  the  Guidance  nicely  skiU'd, 
Whofe  Exemplary  Graces  brighteft  fhin'd, 
Heaven  for  their  ghoftly  ■  Mother  had  defign'd, 
Mother  and  Daughters  Qratian\  Rule  obey'd, 
Who  for  their  Souls  inceflant  watch'd  and  pray'd. 
Seven  times  a  . Day  to  Heav  n  they  fend  their  Cries, 
And  to  their  midnight  jOtEce  duly  rife 
In  intervals  they  meditate,'  or  read-, 
Or  work,  the  Poor  to  cloath,  to  cure,  or  feed  ^ 
Oriwectly  they  each  others  Griefs  condole^ 
Or  ftudy  Medicines  which  reftore  the  Soul  5 
Or  of  Divine  Philanthropy  Difcourfe  ^ 
Or  of  their  Prayers  and  Tears  relate  the  Force  y 
Or  of  the  gracious  Power  of  Hymns,  which  raife 
Frefti  Ardours,  when  their  facred  Zeal  decays  5 
Or  Songs  of  .weeping  Magdalen  endite, 
Like  penitential  Fervour  to  excite  ^ 
Or  with  a  co-enflaming  Ardour  vie, 
In:  Hymning:  the  Lamb'  (lain,  like  Saints  on  High  ^ 
Their  Flefb  fpare  Diet  in  Subjedtion  keeps, 
And  every  one  on  Agnm  Cajlus  fleeps; 

L  ?  Mag- 
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Magdalen's  Story  there  in  Hangings  wrought* 
Keeps  her  Tdea  in  each  Mourner's  Thought-, 
Each  Weekly,  when  her  Moumfol  Courfe  is  o'er, 
Comes  to  the  Altar,  Jefus  to  adore 
For  ftri&ei;  Union  to  their  myftick  Head, 
And  with  the  Food  immortal  to  be  fed  * 
And  ev'ry  time  they  with  Devotion  came, 
Lov'd  Jefm  rais'd  a  frelh  enamouring  Flame. 
Stations  they  kept,  and  on  thofe  folemn  Times, 
They  re-bewaiKd  their  own,  and  publkk  Crimes, 
With  mod'rate  Falling,  and  with  Alms,  which  bore 
A  due  Proportion  to  their  worldly  Store. 

Modejla  to  the  Chapel  leads  her  Gueft, 
Tq  Pray j  with  heav'nly  Guidance  to  be  blefs'd, 
Her  firft  Fruits  penitential  to  pre&nt, 
And  Graticpi  meet,  who  fhoad  hev  Zeal  foment; 
Gratiatt,  who  melted  into-  joyful  Tear^ 
When,  he  beheld  a  Penitent  appear. 
P[yche,yiho&  Heart  was  breaking,  not  quite  broke, 
With  a  full  Freedom  durft  not  God  invokes 
But  like  the  Publican  to  God  addrefsfy 
Have  Mercy  Lord,  fee  cry'd,  and  fmoteher  Brea& 
Gratian  her  JPangsof  the  new  Birth  deftry'd, 
And  fofteft  Aids  to  eafe  her  Labour  taryd^ 
Then  to  the  Sifters,  the  Defpondent  lead,. 
To  learn  Repentance,  and  becalm  her  plead. 

Modejla  various  Cells  to  Tfycht  ihew'd, 
But  chiefly  that  where  Mary'*  Tears  o'er-flow'd : 
Pfyche  beg'd  in  that  Cell  to  live  reclufe, 
Her  Love,  her  Tejrs,  like  Mary  to  unftuce. 


Fbybx 


Book.  L    Pfyche:  or,  Magdalum.  i6? 

Fbjlax  rejoic  d  in  the  wife  Choice  {he  made, 
Add  fweetly  fixove  her  Love,  Pray'rsjTears^toAid^ 
While  Gratzan  Truths  initial  to  her  taught, 
Which  ftie,  in  Meditations  deep,  re-thought: 
Uncertain  Life,  and,  at  the  longeft,  ftiort  * 
Death  certain,  yet  unknown,  its  Time,  Place,  Sort3 
A  Refurre&ion  to,  orBlifs,  or  Woe, 
The  dreadful  Judgment  all  muft  undergo  * 
The  endlefc  Joys  of  beatifick  Light, 
The  endlefs  Angours  of  eternal  Night; 
Which  ftormy  PaiHons  rais'd  in  Pfycbes  Breaft, 
Life  tantalis  d  her,  Death  difturb'd  her  Reft  v 
Her  Refurre&ion  was  her  Hope,  yet  Fear, 
She  trembled  at  God  s  Judgment  to  appear  ^ 
Heav'n  ftie  defir'd,  defponded  yet  to  gpin, 
Hell  ftie  abhorred,  yet  Guilt  expos'd  to  Pain  , 
But  lively  Thought  of  Jefus  interven'd, 
By  God  injected,,  which  her  Soul  feren'd  * 
God  s  dear  Philanthropy  thro'  Jefus  fliewn, 
To  all  who  Sin  with  Hearts  contrite  bemoan, 
To  Love  and  Tears,  initial  her  inclin'd* 
Fear  grew  by  Hope  o  er-balanc'd  in  her  Mind, 
With  Alms,  Prayer,  Faftings,  ftie  her  Life  reviewed. 
And  daily  with  her  Tears  her  Cell  bedew'd  : 
Olt  on  her  treacherous  Heart  ftie  would  reflect, 
Its  labyrinthal  Windings  to  deteft, 
Involuntary  failings  to  defcry, 
That  no  one  venial  Spot  might  'fcape  her  Eye. 
She  fearch'd  remaining  Tendencies  to  111, 
The  domineering  Cravings  of  her  Will  ^ 

L  4  Where 
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Where  Danger  of  Back-Hiding  might  arife,  ' .  * 
Beg'd  fiiperefluent  Aid  againft  Surprife, 
Zealous  to  oflfer  God  a  Heart  fincere, 
And  .live  like  Magdalen  in  Love  and  Tear. 

Phylax  faw  Pfyche  more  and  more  intent, 
And  to  add  Fuel  to  her  Fervour,  fent 
(By  Angels  who  to  Blifs  return M)  a  Thought,  ■  ' 
Which  from  his  heavenly  Stall, Fbytpenibosbroughtj 
In  Heaven  the  Angel  of  Repentance  ftyPd, 
Wont  to  aid  Mourners  with  a  Treatment  mild : 
Fbylpevthos  mounts  upon  his  radiant  Wings, 
And.  from  on  High,  a  golden  Vial  brings, 
'Twas  one  of  thofe  in  which  God  Vengeance  (lores, 
And  on  incorrigible  Sinners  pours : 
It  had  with  Plague  for  Pfycbe  long  been  filPd, 
Till  her  Heart  foftned,  and  her  Eyes  diftill'd, 
And  fhe  in  Jefus  Name  for  Mercy  cry'd^ 
Then  all  the  Wine  of  Gods  fierce  Wrath  was  dry'd. 
To  Phylax  he  the  empty  Vial  gave, 
That  jie  in  that  his  Pfyche s  Tears  might  fave  5 
Pfyche  remaining  fix'd  upon  her  Knees, 
Within  her  Cell  the  new-flown  Angel  fees : 
He,  all  Surprife,  all  Strangenefs  to  prevent, 
Declares  he  came  to  help  her  to  Repent 
With  that  Phylpcvthos  from  between  his  Wings, 
Takes  his  Ceieftial  Harp,  and  tunes  his  Strings,  4 
Then  founds  the  Chords,  which  David  firft  devis'd, 
When  he  SavVs  Evil  Spirit  exorcis'd. 
At  tiie  firft  Chords  he  founded,  Pfyche  wept, 
And  with  each  Note,  her  Tears  a  Concert  kept. 

Phylax 
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Arid  (ufWd  rib  We Tear  to  ibop  alide  '    -  / 

A  Song  of  Love  divine  Phylpentbos  fang, 

The  Source  'from^ich  Love  {feiditeptial  fprang, 

Ah  Pfyche  would  you  haoWy  - 
How  much  to  Love  divine  joii  owe  >      • 1 
Think  On 'the  Tinier    \  ' 
When  you  lay ;  overwhelmed  with  Crime, ■ : 
When  you  from  Head  fo  Ftobt  all  o?er,  '  r 
Were  ftinking  peftilentialSore, 
Abomination  to  God's  pureft  Eyes, 
Provoking  boundlefs  Wrath,  your  Outrage  to  chaftife. 

God's  Glories  Thought  exceed, 
God  of  your  Service  has  »  no  need, 

Not  the  leaft  Mite  : 
Your  Hyrfffis  can  add  to  Infinite  *        •  .,; 
God  would  adorable  abide, 
Should  you  be  damn'd,  or  glorify'd, 
You  nought  could  plead  your  Ruin  to  repeal,  . 
And  juftly  might  be  doom'd,  eternal  Wrath  to  feel. 

In  this .  your  woful  Staf-p, 
God  eyes  the  Objedt  of  his  Hate, 

God  firft  relents,;. 
His  tendereft  Love  your  Love  p^vents,  , 
He  Darts  on  you  all  gracious  Beams, 
Supplies  yoijr  JHead  with  mournfyl  Stresm 

Think 


Think  on  thfftMUm  with  Application  due, 
And  you  will  God  rcrleve,  for  God's  firft  loving  you. 

Love  fought  you  whea  you  ftrayd, 
In  all  your  Wand^ngs  you  Way-laid, 

Love  kept  you  back. 
From  many  a  deftai&ve  Track, 
Love  call'd,  invited,  and  adjur'd, 
With:  Wife  eternal  you  allurd, 
With  hDundIefs^ilyr  Lave  for  pure  Love's  fake, 
Mov'd  that  you  an  your  felf^  would  fome  Compaf- 

(fion  take* 

Pure  Love  when  you  delay'd, 
Would  argues  draw,  befeech^  perfwade, 

Yean,  aftes  Year 
Would  wait,  and  knock  to  make  jbou  hear : 
Love  all  Night  long  for  Entrance  fu'd, 
Till  Morning  Drops  his  Locks  bedew'd  ^ 
Love  with  PitecnaliYearnings  oft  wou'd  cry, 
Return,  return;  dear  Child, .  Why  will  my        die  ? 

Your  Outrage  ftill  encreasd, 
Yet  Love  to  court  you  never  ceas'd, 

Love  you  fufbarfd,. 
From  Love  you  daily  Bleflings  gain 'd 
Lopg-fufF'ring  Love  prolonged  your  Breath, 
Kept  you  on  this  fide  Hell  and  Death  5 
Yet  Love's  Iweet  Tehdernefi-you  ftill  repeW'd 
Againft  unbounded  Love,  outragioufly  rebelled. 

Love 
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Love  to  the.  Heart  vm  gric**a, 
At  ti»  RcpuMes  he  re€eir 

Yet  Wwtfe  refWd, 
Still  reeofttilwWe  rami*  d, 
Proteftdt  fat  took.  Kft  DeUtf*, 
Ir*  dammag  yon.  to  cadlcfr  Night* 
The  God  of  Truth  and  Love,  vouchfePd  tofwear, 
He  long'd  that  Jjjfjicfe  fbaM.ru  Jnjr*  etoraalShMnr, 

When  youfiijBt  Qfinnadc 
Which  the  kaffi  fclf  Karamfc  befttay'd* 

You  oft  hare  6k, 
How  God  would  wto>  Pity  mdt,. 
Before  your  Pnrjrtr  war  ipakQrhe  heard, 
Your  Heart  with  fa^Attraflcrat  checf 'd  v 
But  you  tum'&fattl^rihea^  made  haflta 

With  the  deaf  Ka&dlSeace^fjnfe  ta  h^eerahracd* 9 

What  more  could  Cbdhea&fa 
A  laps'd  free  Agen^torwiawi 
Yet.  one  thing  more^ 
Love  infinite  refervM  in  Store  $ 
His  co- eternal:  Son  to.  give, 
That  Sinners  by  his  Death*  nugfttf  five* 
You  long  God's  laft  Keferve^  fouftrnieou*  made, 
God's  Gift  of  filiafc  God;^  ungratjdiajy  repayU 

Pfycbe,  >on  your  Hegiadi, 
Of  free  unbounded  Lova  reflet 

You 
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You  Love  difowfi'd,  ^ 
And  in  your  Heart  foul  Luft  enthroh'd*  - 
No  Choice  was  'ere  fo  fhameful,'  bafe, 
Such  bold  Defiance  to  God's  Face,  ■ 
So  mad,  Heav'n  for  Vexatibn  to  forego, 
To  gratify  Hell-powers,  and  purchafe  endlefs  Woe,' 

tfycbe  the  Song  iiribib'd,  with  heedful  Ear, 

And  a  devqut  Amazement  ftop'd  her  Tear  ^ 

Pbylpenthos  ihen  to  give  her  Spi*it  eafe, 

His  Strings  Harmonious  fofthed  by  Degrees  ^ 

"Celeftial  Harpers  in  eternal  Day, 

No  Tunes  but  iaptrous  and  joyful  Play  : 

He  founded  Airs,  which  he  from  Mourners  leartfd, 

As  Jtfycbe1*  Paffibns  varying  he  difcern'd, 

fit  no  one  fad  Spnata  could  conipofe, 

Yet  to  aid  Pfjche  the  fame  Chords  hechofo,' 

Which  on  his  Harp  the  Royal  Pfalmift  plaid, 

When  weeping  penitential  Pfelms  he  made, 

Each  Chord  hit  ffyebts  penitential  Moan,  A 

And  (he  ftrait  feng  in  the  fame  tender  Tone, 

Blefs'd  Angel  you  my  Grief  revive,  :»;■;. 
.  AM  I  to  vent  it'ftrive, 
t  ; . But  all  Eipreffions  fall  below,         .  ■./•/ 
.     The  Deluge  of  my  Woe;. 

Ah !  if  you  have  the  Skill, 
Th'e  penitential  Language  now  inftill,. 
Teach  me  to.  fpeak  to  God  s  foft  Ear, 
.  My  Sorrow  in  articulated  Tear, " 

But 


But  ah!in  yaiipj this  befifecb, .  v 

No  penitential' Speech,  M, 
You  Angels  skill,  from  Oi^tragg  clear, 
You  never  fheqji  Tear^;i.,: .  ..-..jy 
You  never  felt  the  Sipart,  j  ?.:* ■  :> 
Of  a  Love  violating  broken  Hearty; .  . 

But  yet  the  Movements  on  your  Lyre, 
With  my  griey'd ,  Soul  moft  tenderly  confpire. 

Can  ypptqlX  J)avii  from  on  High,  . *  ■  r 

To  difcipline  mine  Eye, .  ,  . 

Of  Teafs  tfce  JUnguage  he  well  Iqaew, 
•  .  JBut  wfceji-  I  him  review,  7    .  j       ;  ,  ■ : 
He  neVr  ha  j  .damning  Guilt, 
his  ■  Lufc  K-^s  Blood  be  fpilt.  ,  ;  .  r[ 
My  Sins  I  numberlefs  muffc  own, 
And  David's  Tears  can  never  reach;  n^y.  Moan. 

Sad  Jeremf*.  two  Fountains  fed, 

By  Rivers  in.  his  Head,,  ; 
Seem  much  m^re  proper  to  exprefs 

The  full  of  my  Diftrefs, .    _ .  ;        ■  .  - 
,  But  all  his .  Tears  were  fpent, . 
Not  his  own  State,  but  People  to  lament  5 

His  numerous  Tears  which  aliens  are, 
Cannot  a  Native  Agony  declare. 

«'  .  * 

O  could  I  Peer's  Tears  obtain, 

And  feel  his  inward  Pain,  • 

When 


174    Pfftk*-'  *x,  Magfakm+  BoOkf* 

When  JefiiWm  with  Jpftjr  ty% 
As  he  his  Lord  denyM, 
Bat  his  denial  Trine, 
He  thrice  commuted  into  Love  divine, 
Of  Tears  I  warn  a  greater  Rote, 
My  Love  is  left,  and  my  Denials  more. 

Hie  TeatsoF  Mtgialtn  Rem  feeft, 

To  fuit  my  troubled  Breaft, 
I  love,  and  weeping  would  commence, 
Co-equally  intenfe; 
But  when  from  God  fhe  ftray'd, 
The  Love  Divine,  but  Morning  Dawn  difplay'd: 

My  Sins  were  in  Meridian  Light, 
Her  Tears,  her  Lore  can  never  reach  their  Heigfc 

Ah!  fliould  I  all  their  Griefs  combine, 

They  would  fall  ftiort  of  mine, 
My  Sins  are  numerous,  wilful,  known, 
And  up  to  Habits  grown  \ 
My  Powers  by  God  infos  d, 
I  all  to  grieve  Love  infinite  abus'd, 

I  feel  my  Voke  by  Grief  fupprefs'd, 
Play  on  kind  Angel,  while  I  figh  the  Reft* 

Gratian  at  Intervals  kind  Vifits  made, 
And  gave  her  fweet  confolatory  Aid, 
Fbylpentbos  that  he  Vfycbe\  Heart  might  know, 
Vatch'd  hourly  how  her  Tears  would  *bb,  mid  flow, 

And 
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And  as  by  Otto«tion  te  &tfay% 
They  ready  were'te  fwdl  to  a  Sprmg-tidfe-, 
Her  Grief  he  fweedy  with  his  Lyre-promotes, 
And  wifely  <rhobfes  thofe  afle&ing  Notes, 
Repenting  Davii  playd,  when  he  tm  Duft, 
Bewail -d  in  Song  his  Murder  and  his  Luft 
Each  Note  he  plays,  thro*  Pfychfs  Spirit  flies, 
And  open  fets  the  Flood-gates  of  her  Eyes, 
Her  Grief  would  to  no  meafuresbe  reftram'd, 
While  of  her  Guilt  lhe  thustoGodcomplain'd. 

Ah  worthlefs  Wretch,  from  this  low  Earth, 
I  took  my  Birth! 

I  know  my  ddpkaMe  Frame, 
And  to  eternal  Joys  could  lay  no  Claim, 
Had  I  as  God-like,  and  as  pure  a  mind 

As  had  the  Mother  of  mankind, 

When  God  into  her  form  inlpir'd, 
A  Soul  by  fontal  Love,  whidh  hreath'd  it,  fir'd, 
Turn,  turn,  my  Song,  from  my  vile  earthly  Mold, 
And  my  congenial  Ills  with  Tears  behold, 

Ah  me,  in  Sin  I  was  concexv?dJ 
Of  Purity  original  bereav'd ! 
•Kids  may  as  well  have  Tyger*  for  their  Dams, 

Or  Volvos  engender  Lambs, 
Or  a  gracious  Vultur  hatch  a  Dw*, 
Or  Saul* ill  Spirit  breath  celeftial  Love, 

Or  wafps  balfamick  Hony  make, 
Or  a  fweet  Stream  flow  from  the  Sulphurous  Lake, 

As  Sinners  Being  give  to  Saints, 

Clear  from  Parental  Taints, 


Ah !  I  am  impotent,  polluted,  blind,  n 

To  Error  prone,  Inftable  as  the  Wind,     . ,     .;:  ; 

By  Nature  incopfid'rate,  Vain,'. 
Hating  what  may  ;Cpnqipifcence  reftrain  5     : .  .7. 
Thou  in  thy  likenef%  ;Lord,  didft  flie  create,    .  \ 
Till  falling  from  that  GOjd^iJc^tate',  , 
Thy  Image  in  me  was  defac^  .  ;  ;  i 

And  all  my  Powers  to  Sin  debas'd  5       ■. : :  1 
The  Fijth  I,  from  my  Parents  drew,  ;  >  y  tf 
I  he^htned  fiill  ;by  Ero^^  -WW 
■k  •  i  ■  i  My  i  Soul  ca$,  fiud  lao  .proper  Strain, 
My  iYilenefi  to,:exptain.  • 
A  humane  Carafe,,  when  it  lies, .  - 
On  ftinking  Dupg,  and  pultrifies,         j  ^/- 
Though  by  a  dear  Friend's  Spirit  once.pofTefs'd, .  \i 
Who  would  repofe  it  on  her  Breaft  ? 
God  infinitely  Pure, 
Can  infinitely  left,  TquI  wilful  Sin.  endure. 

♦ .  ■ * 

My  Sins  raife  ftormy  Paflions  in  my  Soul,  • 

I  feel  impetuous  Billows  rowl, 
Guilt  raifes  dread  of  everlafting  Flame, 
Filth,  Folly,.  Madnefs,  a  confounding  Shslmd; 
To  forfeit  Heav'n  for  Trifles  vain, 
Excites  a  juft  Difdain  * 
All  my  refiduousDays  my  Grief  to  vent,  (fpent 
Should  in  Fails,  Pray'rs,  Alms,  Tears,  and  Agony  be 

When  my  deliberate  Sins  I  call  to  mind, 
I  Lord  would  fain  Alleviations  find, 

But 
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But  oh  ihy  Siift  .  the  more  I  mlife; 

The  kfe  l  ean  inyi  felf  eicufei 
Thy  Law  is  gracious;  tHy  Rewards  initnerife*r 
.   Thy  Threkts  fi^  Sin  M  fining  Defenct;, 
Thy  Aids  art  Mighty;  ^Fatherly  thy  Gare, 
All  Wanteinay  befa^y'a,  .by  filial  Pray7^ 

iiThy;  Aqgels  on  ma: Soiils  attend, s 
Thou  doft^tb  ail  bur:Frailtiei  condefoflnd, 
Y«  I  incite  of  all  that^hou  haft  dollfli:  ., 
Into  new  Oottages  agfdnft  thee  tun. 

My  God,1  Lotteifc  thfiflroper  Nkind; 
All  Creatures  Thee  unbooked  Loire  proclaim, 
Thou  Love  Irraiervi*,  dots  tile  doll  wrerflow, 

Numberlefs  Loves  to  thee  I  owe 
Ah  me,  tbht  1  fhou'd  'wis  that  Love  deQjift^- 

And  grieve  thy  pate  fell-fecingiy«4! 
To  the  beft  Friend  I  Enmity  re^ay'd; 
The  inoft  indulgent  Father  difobey'd* 

Againft  the  mbft  propitious  Lord  rebel Fd, : 
While  nor  Rewards^  nor  Threats  my  ftubborn  Will 

*  (tfithhelda 

When  I  hiy  ntimferolis  wilful  Sins  coihpitte, 
And  feel  how  deeply  they  my  Soul  pollute j 
When  I  on  thfeir  Continiiaticerefleftj 
And  Aggravations  itcoHeft, 
Thy  gracious  Offers  I  refus'd, 
Thy  gracious  Aids  which  I  abus  ^ 
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My  flighting  thy  Paternal  Stripes, 
My  damping  Conftientious  Gripes, 
My  fecret  Sins  which  I  can  ne'er  re-count, 
Omiffions,  which  to  mighty  Sums  amount. 

My  broken  Vows,  the  Pleafurc  vile 
I  took,  my  felf,  or  Neighbour,  to  defile  \ 
How  By  back  Hidings  I  was  ftupid  grown, 
And  my  Heart  furn'd  td  Stone : 
Hadft  not  thou  Lord  the  Wonder  wfioughf, 
My  Change  I  fhouldimpoflible  bave  thought, 
Ripe  Grapes  as  foon  from  a  wild  Thorn  might  fhoott 
Or  Figs  fpriiig  &om  a  Tbijlles  Root, 
As  one  lad  Sigh  oovSA  fiom  my  Heart  arife, 
Or  one  foft  Tea*  bedew  my.  Eyes; 

My  God,  while  ;L  Ay  Love  rfcpel, 
I  live  exposd  toJJeath  and  Hell,  . 
From  thee  I  yet  my  Heart  withdrew, 
Of  thee  I  loft  the  awful  View  ;  . 
My  darling  Sin  above  the  reft, 

Reign'd  Tyrant  in.  my  Breaft, 
Twas  fiiit  alive,  and  laft  fubdu'd, 
And  quell'd  a  while,  its  force  renewed, 
A  Thoufand  Stratagems  it  try'd, 
To  pais  in^r  Confcience  undeJcry'd* 
O  how  impetuous  have  I  been, 
To  get  my  fill  of  that  one  Sin?  , 
But  Lord  by  Force  endearing,  mighty,  fweet, 
Thou  my  Deliverance  doft  coropleat, 

0 
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0  hkppy  I,  that  thoU  Almighty  art, 

For  a  Ids  Love,  had  never  broke  my  Heart 

Sad  tfycbes  Tears  Were  on  a  fiidden  dry'd, 
rill  with  frefh  Streams  Pbylpentbos  her  fuppty'd  • 
He  play'd  the  Solemn  Air,  fang  by  the  Saints, 
to  their  foft  Chrift  commif  'rating  Complaints, 
NTien  theyloVd  Jefus^wham  thefa1  Sins  had  gor  d* 
Dying  far  them  out  of  pure  Love,  ador'd, 
tfever  was  there  in  Hadairimmon  known, 
5uch'  Sympathifing,  fuch  Heart-breaking  Moan, 
iVhen  all  convened,  who  Harmony  profefs'd, 
Vnd  ftudied  Chords  to  humour  Sorrow  beft, 
Wliile  Jvdab  moittning  for  Jojimb  kept, 
Ind  all  in  Numbers,  and  juft  Meafures  Wept, 
kid  as  he  touch'd  the  Heart  affefiing  String?,* 
3er  Angel  pluck'd  bright  Feathers  from  his  Wings, 
n  the  gold  Vial  dipt  them,  afad  thea  drew 
tfount  Caiv'ry  on  the  Wall  to  fix  her  View, 
ITiere  fhe  faw  Jcfut  on  the  Croft  appear, 
?ainted  by  Art  Angelical  in  Tear, 
\t  Eyes,  and  Ears  grief  on  her  Spirit  rufli'd, 
(Lnd  out  in  Penitential  Torrents  gufh'd. 

My  Thought  feem'd  at  full  Height, 
When  at  Paternal  God  it  ftop  d  its  Flighf, 
But  as  if  Infinite  could  have  Degrees, 
My  Soul  in  filial  God  Love  greatet  fees* 

Methinks  my  Soul  is  at  a  Lofs 
Whcp  I  Gttonaxi  contemplate  ontheCrofs, 

M  2  foiHa 
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Some  tender  Name  I  ftritre  to  find, 
To  vent  the  Meltings  of  my  Mind, 
But  that  dear  Name  by  God  himfelf  was  taught, 
And  down  from  Hear  n  by  Gabriel  brought 
It  ftretch'd  the  Angels  Faith  to  think, 
That  filial  God  to  Fleftx  fhon'd  flirink, 
•  But  that  God-man  fhou'd  for  vile  Sinners  Meed, 

Secm'd  Faith  Angelkk  to  exceed  : 
But  when  Man  was  on  Calvary  redeem'd, 
They  faw,  what  they  incredible  efteem'd  : 
And  when  I  Jefus  fee 
Dying  upon  the  Crofs  for  me, 
.  With  Chrift  condoling  Grief  poflefs'd,. 
Jejus  is  on  my  Lips,  and  on  my  Heart  imprefc'd.  / 

While  Jefus  that  dear  Name  I.  found       .  . .  i 
My  Song  will  keep  no  bound, 
Out  of  my  Heart  it  flies, 
"  And  confluential  Paflions  in  me  rife, 
For  trampling  on  God's  Law :  Shame,  Sorrow, Dreap, 
The  Pains  of  Jefus  when  for  me  he  bled,  » 
In  tumult  crowd  my  Lips,  ,  would  Paflage  force, 
And  in  Confufion  ftop  each  others Courfe.  , 

Had  Mortals  free  from  Guilt  remain'd, 

And  all  our  Race  unftain'd, 
What  Motive  could  we  yet  pretend, 
That  Godhead  fliould  from  Heav'n  defcend, 
With  Duft  and  Aflies  to  unite  j 
To  Pnrchafe  for  m  beatifick  Hight !  : 
"  ■  •  •  Man*  J 
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Mankind  tho1  guiltlefi  is  a  thing  of  notight? 
Unworthy  of  God's  Thought  h 
The  Seraphims,  when  God  they  Praife, 
Can  nothing  add  to  all-fufficient  Rays$ 
And  Ihould  great  God  in  the  Celeftial  State, 
Brighter  and  brighter  Seraphs  ftill  create, 
They  who  ten  Myriads  of  Ageshenc$, 
Their  being  Ihould  commence, 
Would  all  but  finite  be, 
Bear  no  Proportion  to  Infinity  : 
Tho'  they  had  Myriads  of ,  Degrees  in  Height, 
Would  little  feerp  in  God  s  unbounded  Sight : 
What  then  is  Man,  had  he  continued  pure, 
That  God  Ihould  Heav'n  forfake,  Heav'n  for  him  to 

(procure. 

The  Angels  finn  d,and  ftrait  their  Doom  w$w  fcalM, 

Never  to  be  repeal'd, 
Man  finn'd,  and  filial  God  forfook  his  Throne, 
Cloth'd  in  our  Flefh,  God's  Vengeance  to  atone, 
From  hence  the  Quilt  of  Sin  is  juftly  weigh'd, 
Thatojily  dying  God  our  Expiation  .made. 

When  e'er  my  Thought  furveys  the  awful  Place, 

Where  Jefus  fell  upon  his  Face, 
Delug'd  the  Ground,  with  Rivers  from  his  Eyes, 
To  his  dread  Father  offerd  up  ftropg  jCries * 

Felt  Agony  his  Soul  invade, 
Thrice,  that  the  Cup  might  be  averted,  pray'd, 
Bath'd  in  a  Purple  Flood, 
Qf  Aveated  Blood, 
5  M  3  His 
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His  unimaginable  Woes, 
The  fierce  Aflauits  of  his  infernal  Foes, 
While  God  an  Anget  purpofely  decreed, 

To  his  Support  to  fly  with  fpeed  : 
If  fpotlefe  Jefus  with  our  Guilt  oppref65d, 

Was  with  fiich  boundlefs  Grief  diftrefs'd, 
O  with  what  (Jrici  Ihould  Sinners  Sin  depiore, 
Which  made  God-man  Ihed  Tears,  and  Bleed  at  ev'ry 

(Pore- 
When  Jtfns  on  the  Crofs  was  naiFd, 
All  Heav'n  his  Agonies  bew4il'd, 
Si1ence  was  kept  in  the  Celeftial  Quires,  (Lyra, 
Harpers  let  down  the  Rays  which  ftrang  their 
A  Heav'n-quake  rent  the  Adamantine  Spheres,, 
When  they  beheld  God-man  in  Blood  and  Tears, 

Their  Voice  amidft  their  Hymn  was  ftopt, 
Apd  down  to  GrfvVy  Tears  Angelick  dropt, 
All  Nature  into  ftrong  Convulfions  fell, 
The  Brimftone  I^ake  o'er  flow'd  its  Banks  in  Hell, 

Earth  tremblVf,  and  the  mighty  Rocks 
To  Valleys  fhrank,  at  the  loud  Thunder  fhocks, 

Wide  gaping  the  Abyfs  appeared, 
And  the  Foundations  on  which  Earth  was  rear'd, 
Vaft  Globes  of  Hail,  mix'd  with  devouring  Fire, 
And  ftifUngSmoak  proclaimed  Jehovah*  %  Ire, 

The  Sun  lay  buried  in  the  Fume, 
While  livid  Hghtning  Flames  pofiefs'd  his  room* 
Great  God  from  Heav'n  his  bearded  Arrows  fent, 
On  his  beloved  Son  they  all  were  fpent, 

Great 

■  I 
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He  bare  the  Sins  of  all  Mankind, 
He  felt'the  Wrath  for  all  defign'd,  ■ 
.  God  his  Paternal  Beams  withdrew, 
Abandon'd  him  .to  Hell  and  Jeir, 
Darknefs  envelop'd  ftfajeftiack  Light, 
In  Heav  n  before  they  nevfer  knew  it  Ni^ht 
All  Joy  fufpended  was  among  the  BlefS'd,  . 
.  They  all  in  mourning  Yehicles  were  drelVd, 
God  his  Pavilion  made  of  thickeft  Cloud, 
And  to  approach  the  Throne  no  Angel  was  allow'd. 
On  the  dire  Cro{s  while  Jefus  groan'd, 
Tlie  Seraphims  his  Pains  bemoari'd, 
Grief  was  with  Love,  and  Admiration  mix'd, 
That  Jefus  fhould  fbr  Sinners  be  transfixed, 
Ah !  how  mudi  more  Ihould  I,  grieve, love,  admire, 
.  That  on  the  Crofs  God-man,fliould  for  my  Sins  empire ! 

Ah  !  Lord  each  bold  Offence,  . 
Againft  Philanthropy  inynenfe, 

Is  infinite  in  Aim, 
And  infinite  Remprfe  may  claim 
O  that  my  Grief  to  iofinite  could  rife, 

While  I  my  Sins  revife! 
My  Sins,  which  made  incarnate  Godhead  die,  . 
God-man  re-crucify,  . 
Each  wilful  Sin  renews  his  Pain; 
And  w&unds  the  God  of  Love  again, 
O  when,  I  thefe  Reflexions  feel,  . 
Were  not  my  Heart  more  hard  than  hardeft  Steel, 

M4  \  I 
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I  to  dark  Solitude  flwild  fly,  :  ,  : 

In  Tears  tp  l^ve  and  die !  • 

Ye  Angels,,  who  in,  IJeay'n  abide,  ..■ .  * 
A  foil  §pring-tide  •  :  .  V  ■ 

Pf  your  Super-celeftikl  Waye 

Info,  ray  Spirit  laye, 
■  I'll  both  my  Eyes  upfluice,  : 

Till  they  new  Seas  produce, 
But  ab,  lhoiild  I  a  watery  heap 
Equal  to  the  Supernal  Fluid  weep, 
Or  fhould  niy  Heart  an  Ocean  bleed, 
Which  'ftiould  the  Oceans  from  my  Eyes  exc^ed^ 
Nor  Tears,'  nor  Bloody  cpuld'  wafti  my  Guilt  away, ' 
Or  for  one  wilful  Sin  a  £anfom  pay.' " '   '  A 

Pfycbe  then  ftops  to  give  a  vent  to  tear, 
Pbylppntbos  ftudied  Chords  Jier  Soul  to  cheer, 
And  play'd  theMinftrel's  Air,  at  whole  fweiet  Sound, 
Elijhd  with  Propheticlc  Gr^ce'  was  crpwn*d. 
And  'ere  he  ended  p\?r  fad  Tjyche's  Head, 
The  Dove  eternal  Wings  "refreshing  fpread, 
tVhofedear  cohfolatory  .Rays  incline    •  "  , 
Sad  penitents  to  cheerful  Song  divine. 

$ften  I  moft  ahjjable  Jefus  cy'd, 

For  me  grievcf,  bleeding,  crucify'd, 
J  thought  that  Lbve  could'  never  higher  rife, 
But  beyond  that  it  flies, 

*  '  "  " Infinite 
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Infinite,  JJ&te  :divjfte, 
like  God  liimfelf  is  Trine,  * 
Paternal  pod  gaye  filial  God  to  die, 
God  filial  God  co-brcath'd  Tent  from  onHigh, 
The  Loyes  of  Jefus  to  unfold, 
And  M^n  enflaine,  by  Mature  cold; 
From  Heav'n  fell  down  the  Holy  Fire^ 
God  only  can  God's  Love  infpire : 
Defcendon  me  All-gracious  Dove, 
Shed  on  my  IJeart  frft  penitential  Love, 

But  wo  is  me,  I  quench'd  the  facred  Heat, 
I  oft  njade  bpundlef?  Love  retreat, 
My  Heavily  Comforter  I  griev'd, 
I  of  my  Heart,  thy  Temple,  thee  bereav'd, 
Thy  Temple,  vhere  to  L\jft?  I  Altars  rais  d, 
On  which  uphallow'd  Offerings  blaz'd, 
But  I  repent,  my  fdoU  I  abjure, 
Thy  f  emple  re-poflefc,  and  keep  it  pure, 
Thou  art  eflential  Love,  (qv  thy  own  lake, 
Shew  thy  felf  Loye  to  me,  and  pity  take, 

Give  to  my  Heart  which  Sin  bemoans,  . 
Unutterable  Sighs,  and  Groans, 
If  Grief  fhall  in  Intenfenefi  fail, 
Duration  the  Def  e&  may  counter- vail, 
Strive  jhen  my  bleeding  Heart,  my  flowing  Eyes, 
Your  Grief  to  eternife. 

prief  eternife  !  Oto  whatftrange  Efforts, 
My  Piiffion  me  Tranlports/ 

Eternal 
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Eternal  Grief  dwells  in  the  Shades  below, 
Where  thedamn'd  live  in  hopelefs  Woe* 

The  Bleft'd  above  live  m  eternal  Joy, 
Which  can  admit  no  fed  Alloy. 
Sweet  Jefvs  fofferd  fgc  my  fake, 
That  I  might  in  that  Joy  partake, 
Ah!  did  fweet  Jtfm  die  for  me  > 

0  unconceivable  Benignity ! 

'  For  me  ?  that  dear,  and  that  enamouring  Thought, 
A  Miracle  has  in  ate  wrought 
Deep  tie  All-gracious  Dove  impreft'd, 
Hiat^dear,  forme,  upon  my  Breaft, 
His  Seams  benign  he  on  me  (hcd, 

And  rais  d  «y  Love  long  bury'd,  from  the  Dead: 
My  Element  I  dhanging  feel, 

From  Penitent  to  Euchariftick  Zeal, 

My  Sighs,  my  Groanshave  breath'd  their  laft, 
The  Bleeding  of  my  Heart  is  pafs'd, 
•    My  Tears  feem  rarifjM  to  lightfome  Air 
Since  I  in        have  a  Share, 

With  grateful  Heart  my  Jefus  I  adore, 
And  now  fliall  grieve  no  more. 

Shall  grieve  no  more?  'tis  true 

1  fliall  not  grieve  as  I  was  wont  do  do, 

My  Grief  before  was  chiefly  fpent, 
God's  Wrath,  which  I  endangered,  to  lament, 

Now  I  true  filial  Grief  retrieve, 
Now  for  offending  Love  Paternal  grieve* 

I  weep, 
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I  weep,  Sigh,  Groan,  arid  Bleed  again, 
Without  abiding  Pain, 

The  greateft  Saints,  when  they  their  Sins  foray, 
And  with  their  Savkm's  Suflferings  Weigh, 
While  in  their  View,  their  Sins  abide, 
Sorrow  and  Sin  are  lb  ally  M, 
And  Love  Fuch  Grief  will  in  all  Lovers  raife, 
To  think  in  Sin  how  they-  mifpent  their  Days, 
That  it  affii&ing  Paflians  will  excite, 
And  in  their  Pardon  more  intenfe  delight, 
Ihe  more  they  love,  fweeterwill  be  their  Moan, 
More  grateful  their  Love^offerings  at  the  Throne-, 
But  when  their  Souk  {hall  Heav'n-ward  fly, 

And  be  aUblv'd  on  High, 
God's  beatifick  Sight  fliali  evry  Tract 
Of  Sin  and  Sorrow  quite  erafe, 
The  Joys  of  the  blefs'd  Sphere, 
Eternal,  boundlefs  are,  annihilating  Fear. 

As  the  Song  cWd,  Gratian  the  Mourner's  Guide, 
Who  with  kind  Zeal,  all  ghoftly  Wants  fupply'd, 
A  Vifit  to  her  made,  and  brought  a  Lute, 
That  Ihe  might  Chords  to  her  Devotion  foit: 
5T  was  one  of  thofe  which  in  the  Veftry  hung, 
To  which  the  Mourners  Griefs  were  daily  fung. 
Pfyche  with  Joy  the  Inftrument  receiv'd, 
Which  xais  d  frefh  Fervours,  as  Ihe  lov'd  and  griev'd 
She,  while  with  Vanities  her  Soul  was  filFd, 
Harmonious  Hymn  forgot,  which  once  fhe  skill'd, 
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But  foqn  as  Loye  divine  had  tuh'd  her  Mind, 
To  Hymn,  and  facred  Mufick  ftie  inclinM, 
She  gladly  both  refum'd,  both  fuiting  beft, 
The  mournful  Languors,  melting  in  her  Breaft.: 
Fhjlpentbos,  who  beheld  her  broken  Heart, 
With  Hallelujahs  took  his  Heav'n-ward  Start, 
He  knew  her  Lute  would  in  like  Chords  confpire, 
And  carry'd  back  to  Heav'n  his  radiant  Lyre, 

Pfycbe,  when  all  her  Agonies  were  pafs'd, 
Yet  in  her  Heart,  felt  finfal  Relicks  laft, 
Oft  'twould  be  falfe,  weak,  wand'ring,  foul,  or  vain, 
?Twas  hard  invet'rate  Paflions  to  rellrain, 
To  cleanfe  her  Heart,  of  111  the  plenteous  Source, 
To  facred  Song  and  Lute  fhe  had  recourfe. 

Give  me  thy  Heart,  vfiy  God  enjoined, 

An4  I  to  giye  it  am  inclin'd, 
But  fince  a  Heart  impure, 
God's  Eyes  cannot  endure, 

In  ftrange  Perplexities  I  live, 

'Twixt  Fear  to  keep,  and  Shame  to  give* 

To  God  Triune,  I,  who*  Baptiz'd, 
My  Heart  entirely  facrific  d  * 

But  I  my  felf  betray 'd, 

A  Revocation  made, 
I  from  his  gentle  Yoke  withdrew, 
My  own  Perdition  to  purfue. 

Soon  as  my  Hjeart  I  h^d  reyok'd, 
It  in  hard  Servitude  was  yok'd, 

:.        '     :  "     -  By 
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By  Sin  it  was  depraved, 

•To  Sin  it  was  enflav'd, 
To  Sin  for  Trifles  it  was  fold, 
And  would  not  be  by  God  controul'd. : 

This  Heart,  which  was  no  longer  mine, 
Liv'd  outraging  the  Love  divine, 
After  each  Bait  it  ftray'd, 
"Which  the  cursM  Tempter  laid, 
If  for  one  Minute  I  it  quell'd, 
It  the  next  Minute  ftili  rebelled. 

;    O'er  Hearts  which  humane  Rule  difdain, 
4  *Tis  God's  Prerogative  to  reign  * 
My  God!,  my  Heart  reclaim, 
*'?'  '    Tb  dread  thy  awful  Name, 
•  Or  elfe^ahiiihilate  the  Old, 
And  in  thy  Breaftanew  one  mould. 

'  A  Heart  detefting  Sin,  which  may, 
Right  Rlfafod,  not  low  fenfe  obey,  ; 

IlluiWd  and  Upright, 
Soft,  Humble,  and  Contrite, 
Prepared  for  thee  its  Blood  to  lpend, 
And  dreiding  nought  but  to  offend. 

A  Heart  by  thy  own  Likenefimade, 
With  Graces  ftor'd,  which  never  fade  5 

When  ifach  a  Heart  is  mine, 

To  thee  I'll  it  refign, 


To  fervc  thee  with  *  filial  Fear, 
And  by  thy  WNll  its  Gourfes  ftcer. 

My  Heart  will  tlien  to  thy  ptwe  Ey*s> 
-  Be  conftant,  grateful  Sacrifice, 

Enflam'd  fey  heavenly  Fire,  : 

It  will  to  HeAv'ta  3fpire, 
Rapt  with  the  Joy  of  being  Thine, 
It  never  will  from1  thefe  decline. 

BOOK  II. 

TP  H  E  humble  Mowrners  in  their  Vifits  kind, 
Brought  fweet  Rfftoratives  for  PJyche's  Mind, 
All  equally  with  Jjfr  .*pade  &d  Cofloplaints, 
That  their  Hearts  #rrqly  would  endyare  Reftraints, 
Gratian  at  once  his;  Penitent  to  eafe, 
And  his  Difciples,  to.  iaftruft  and  pjeafe, 
Invites  her  in  the  Hall  to  take  her  feat, 
Where  with  the  Sifters  (he  was  fare  to  meet, 
Where  they  were  woof  their  daily  Talks  to  bring, 
And  at  their  Work*  Songi  penitential  ling. 
To  fympathife  witki^fe  all  agree, 
That  th*  He*rt  fliqu&  *f  their  Songs  the  Subject  be, 

Vaganti*  firft  the  Siftecs,  entertained, 
By  finging  the  Heart  ftraying,  tod  regained. 

Upon  *  fofecra  Day, 
When  Saints  c^vreu'd  to  Hynan  arid  pray, 

It  was  my  iixd  ddi|B, 
With  them  in  Sacrifice  to  joyn, 

Sot 


fttofcfL    #J|^r^  i 


But  when  K^B^frt  IwotiUr  jbrefltare, 
My  Heart       ggpe  I  ltacte  *i<*  Whore. 

I  weQtJ^o  the  Street,  . 
An4:  there  enqudrc  of  all  I  meet  5 

jfcw  yoy  *HcMt  thi«.w*y; 
Which  inconliderate  runs  aftray, 
Which  change  ©ftoer  than  the:  Wind, 
And  will  he  taviKfc  ficmnds  confind^ 

The  rpo&  ijnake  no  reply, 
With  Air  regfcdljdfr  pais  mt  by, 

Some  woujd in  Mock'ry  fey, 
We  meet  fuch  Straglers  ev'ry  day, 
Others  to;pity;,iBe  incline, 
Their  Hs^.wquld  ftray  as  well  as  mine* 

An  aged  Prieft  tt  fcft,,  .  ; 
OF  Rgv^d,  Vi&ge  by  me  $afa%  , 

And  I  iwfti  Courage;**^- 
From  his  devout  Paternal  Look  $ 
Strait  I  h^r  JB^nedi^on  crture, 
Whict  he^  \^  ;ye^ng  flow«k  gave. 

ToUjSir^  faid  I*  welj  ktaW; 
One  to  c$$paJ£pnMe  in  Woe, 

With  Patience  hear  sty  moan. 
My  Heart  is  from  its  Manfion  flown, 
I  tidings  fain  of  it  would  gett, 
Say,  if  a  wandring  Heart  you  met  ? 


A  thoiiland  fl€&fkyxi% 
I  ev'ry  Day  fuch  Stragtfe*  fifcd, 

Men's  falfe  back-Hiding  Hearts, 
Make  from  their  Duty  -fi*queht  ftarts: 
Strift  Watch  and  PrayY'fe«ep  triine  at  home, 
Elfe  like  the  Multitude •'StWoflld  rbaih 

But' if  jtou  to  my  -Eyas, 
Can  ytobuf  d^n  H*art  dttuS&rife;- 

I  then  may  tell  you  News, 
Which  Joy  may  over  yoU  diffiife, 
With  Hearts  I  am  acqoaiiftfed  grotov  :  v 
By  the  kftg  Sflid?  of  ihy:  Wri; 

■<    rx  /.   .  .■     ,;\\t\  ;     ;  ■  'if 

t  then  mf  H»irt  dfefc*ii>U         ;  ; 
What  Sins,  what  Errors  it  iribilrtU  1 

My  darling  Sin  confeft, 
Which  domineered  o'er  all  the  Reft; 
That  Hearty  laid '  he,  I  neWly  fpyfy    <": ' 
By  fenfual  Motives  lead  afidfc^ 

Pray.aftdgo  ftr&it  kldng,   r    :  ' 
.  Of  Wandrilig  tiearffr  youUl  ifee  a  thtoh© 

Of  Vanities  there's  Store, 
And  yet  fatt  fioclfd  rthey  coVet-  m6re  $ 
Your  Heart  is  iready  t6 '       flowh,  r 
For  tranfient  Joys  an  tedlefi  Clrowri* 
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I  Pray'd,  as  on  I  went, 
Found  on  the  World  my  Heart  intent, 

Its  Madnefs  I  deplor'd, 
The  Stray  I  to  my  Breaft  reftor'd, 
I  with  difdain  the  Bargain  brake, 
Its  Blifs  it  never  more  fhali  ftakcj  * 

Probata  whaler  Heart  had  throughly  ey'd* 
Bang  the  Delufions  which  fhe  there  defcry'd, 

Let  others  fail  the  World  about, 
To  find  ftrange  Countries  out, 

A  Land  unknown  I  have  within* 
Inhabited  by  Sin, 

Which  from  my  intellectual  View, 
Long  time  it-felf  withdrew^ 

My  Thought  had  often  made  eflay, 

Its  Limits  to  furvey, 
But  ftill  it  found  out  Something  new, 

Which  ne'er  before  I  knew, 
And  tho'  I  launch'd  my  Thought  again,' 

It  Voyage  made  in  vain. 

tt  glides  away  like  floating  ides* 

My  Anchor  it  beguiles, 
tVbrfe  Monfters  there  excite  my  Dread, 

Then  Africk  ever  bred, 
Ptodd  Babel's  Ruins  never  bore,. 

Such  a  mis-fl»pen  Store, 
Vol.  IV.  10 
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To  God  I  then  my  felf  apply'd,  . 

That  he  my  Courfe  would  guide  \ 
Kind  Heav'n  a  Compafs  to  me  gave. 

To  ftecfr  me  in  the  Wave^ 
And  coaffiing  round  the  moving  Sands, 

My  Thought  upon  it  Lands. 

It  was  my  Heart  I  fearch'«d,  unknowA  : 

To  all  but  God  alone* 
It  was  by  God's  all-gracious  Aid, 

I  my  Difcoveries  made, 
His  Law  my  Needle*  in  ftrait  Lme^ 

Turn'd  ' to  the  Pole  divine. 

With  that  I  o'er  the  Region  ftray'd,  j 
It  was  of  Lab'rynths  made,  ' 

And  I  when  difengag'd  from  one,  ] 
Into  another  run. 

When  their  Amufements  me  aggrieved, 
My  Needle  me  relieved. 

Equivocation,  Mints  of  Wile,  '  ^ 
All  Shapes  of  baneful  Guile, 

Of  all  Impieties  the  Springs, 
The  Serpent's  Bites  and  Stings, 

Referve,  Lye,  Salvo,  and  Excufe, 
.The  Confidence  to  feduce. 

Lufts  liding  with  the  powers  of  Hell^ 
Which  'gainft  great  God'  rebell, 

Strong 
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Strong  Averfations  to  God's  Law, 

All  thefe  and  more  I  faw, 
I  could  much  fooner  count  my  Hairs, 

Than  all  its  mazy  Snares. 

Long  time  thefe  Furies  had  declin-d 

The  Empire  of  my  Mind, 
A  thdtifand  Stratagems  had  try'd, 

Themfelves  from  me  to  hide* 
But  I  the  Rebels  vow'd  to  chain, 

My  Empire  to  regain. 

When  of  the  Foe  I  had  this  Sight, 

I  then  began  the  Fight 
And  I  by  Succours  ftom  on  high, 

Made  my  Heart  proftrate  lie, 
I  placed  my  Spirit  on  the  Throne, 

Forc'd  all  its  Rule  to  own» 

But  trait'rous  Luft  me  ftill  Way-laid, 

Conceal'd  in  Ambufcade, 
They  ftorm'd  my  Mind  with  new-fputi  Cheats, 

'Till  lafh'd  to  their  Retreats-, 
And  if  I  chance  my  Watch  to  flack, 

My  Soul  they  re-attack 

To  gracious  God  I  made  my  Praye^ 

Miftruftirig  my  own  Care, 
The  Guardian  of  my  Heart  to  be, 

Which  was  too  hard  for  me, 

N  %  He 
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He  deign'd  my  Offering  to  accept, 
He  fafe  my  Spirit  kept, 

God  will  its  Frauds  to  me  impart, 
Sole  Searcher  of  the  Heart, 

It  ihall  no  more  on  me  impofe; 
Or  with  the  Tejnpter  clofe. 

The  more  its  Powers  to  Thee  incline, 
Lord,  'twill  the  more  be  Thine.  . 

Purgatcfs  Heart  God  his  own  Temple  fHl'd, 
When  clear  d  from  Filth  which  oft  had  if  defiPd. 

I  early  to  the  Temple  went, 
My  Supplications  to  prefent, 

But  faw  no  faithful  there  5 
I  waiting  for  the  Hour  of  Pray \  . 

A  private  corner  chofe, 
To  Meditation  then  my  *  Heart  difpofe. 

God  prefent  in  that  place  I  knew, 
And  while  my  Faith  had  God  in  view, 

I  proftrate,  God  ador'd, 
His  Blefling  fervently  implor'd, 

And  felt  like  facred  Awe, 
As  Jacob  when  he  God  at  Bethel  faw,] 

O  Holy  Seat  of  Pray  and  Praife! 
Bright'ned  by  God  $  propitious  Rays* 

The 
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The  world  no  place  below, 
Refembling  Heav'n,  like  you  can  Ihew, 
King  David  long'd  to  fpend 
His  life,  but  at  your  Portal  to  attend, 
*  ■  ' 
Good  Hezekiah's  impious  Child 
God's  awful  dwelling  Place  defil'd, 
UnhallowM  Altars  reared, v 
To  the  curs'd  Idols  he  rever'd  : 

All  Saints  with  Horrour  read 
The  audacious  Profanations  he  decreed. 

God-man  by  Heav'nly.  Zeal  devour'd, 
With  Scourge  Profeners  over-powr'd, 

He  from  the  Temple  chas'd, 
All  wha  its  Sacrednefe  defac'd  $ 

And  ftill  his  Saints  it  grieves^ 
To  fee  God's  Houfe  of  Pray'r,  a  Den  of  Thieves. 

But  Jiere  my  frail  inftable  Mind, 
Impatient  to  be  long  confin'd, 

•  All  pious  Thoughts  difpers'd, 
And  in  the  World  it  felf  immersd, 
I  cold  and  indevout, 
Rov'd  the  expanfe  of  Vanity  about. 

My  Guardian  who  each  Symptom  ey'd, 
v  By  which  my  Temper  was  defcryd,# 
Arid  watching  to  inftill, 
Propenfions  good,  as  Satan  ill, . 

F  3  My 
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My  Deviations  gqefs'd, 
And  fweetly  thus  to  me  himfelf  addrefc'd, 

You,  deareft  Charge,  who  juftly  blame 
profaners  of  Gods  Houfe  and  Name, 

Ne'er  on  the  Difrefpeft, 
Your  felf  have  fliew'd  to  both,  refle&; 

I  ftarting  at  the  Thought, 
He  thus  to  me  my  Defecrations  taught. 

When  e'er  from  God  you  run  affray, 
Your  Paffions  fteal  your  Mind  away, 
Your  Heart  8  a  Den  of  Thieves, 
AH  Profanations  it  receives, 
.  .  You  impious  Altars  build, 
God's  Houfe  is  with  Abominations  fill'd. 

.  Your  Heart  God  for  his  Temple  chafe, 
Each  JL-uft  which  there  ufiirping  grows, 

God  there  enthrond  degrades, 
His  Adoratkm  due  invades  : 

All-gracious  God  is  grieved,  • 
And  you  are  of  his  Sbuhimb  bereavd, 

Tis  Sacrilege  in  high  degree, 
j      9Tis  infolent  Idolatry, 
\     '  ■   :  Willfully  to  profane 

God's  Temples,  which  ftiould  pure  remain, 
Waih  that  which  lyes  unfeen, 
Pure  God  ne>r  flweljs  in  Hearts  thpt  are  wncleani 

Ah 
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Ah  nie,  laid  I,  upon  my  knees, 
Ghoftly  Vertigo6  on  me  feize, 

Fen  while  my  Pray  rs  I  fpeak, 
Imagination  loofe  will  break, 

My  Heart  will  God  fbrfake, 
And  foul  Complacence  in  my  wandrings  take. 

All  Praife  to  God  who  warning  fent, 
My  Defecrations  to  lament, 
•  My  Stains  I  will  review, 

Cleanfe  them  with  penitential  Dew  \ 
My  inward  Temple  pure, 
I  in  the  outward  fliall  no  Filth  endure. 

Vigilias  Heart,  to  wild  Excurfions  prone, 
Was  in  God  s  keeping  fafe,  not  in  her  own. 

My  God,  to  keep  my  Heart, 
That  it  from  thee  may  never  ftart, 
I  know  is  thy  dread  Will* 
But  how  fliall  I  that  task  fulfill. 
The  Traytor  with  my  Rebel  Lufts  will  mix, 
And  'tis  beyond  my  Power,  the  Mercury  to  fix. 

My  Heart  inclines  to  Blifi, 
Yet*  ftudies  the  ftrait  way  to  mifi, 

My  Thoughts  are  loofe  and  vain, 
When  I  moft  ftrive  them  to  reftrain, 
They  fly  at  random  all  the  World  about, 
And  render  my  beft  Prayers  carelefs  and  indevout, 

.N  4  Opinions 
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Opinions  felfe  one  while 
My  fond  Credulity  beguile, 

In  a  miftaken  'way, 
With  Pertinacioufneft  Iftray, 
.  I  no  deftruftive  Confequences  heed, 
Am  harder  to  reclaim,  the  farther  I  proceed, 

Whether  I  will  or  no, 
Imagination  out  will  go, 

In  its  licentious  Flights, 
It  diftgreeing  Forms  unites, 
Forms  monftrous,  Atheijtick,  or  unclean, 
^nd  Arrives  with  darling  Vice  myConfcience  tofercnt. 

Ah!  often  have  I  tryd? 
}Jlj  Inclinations  right  to  guid^ 

But  my  adult'rous  Will, 
JSnamour'd  grow?  of  evry  ill, 
All  my  AfFe&ipn?  on  my  Will  atfend, 
^hey  I^eafon  difregarf ,  and  to  my  Bane  propend. 

Sin  the  internal  Cell? 
Jnyades,  yhcre  jny  Remembrance  dwells 

Paft  foul  Ideas  there, 
Ip  lively  Colours  pi&urd  are, 
When  to  recall  Truth?  Heav  nly  I  defign'd, 
Tl}iflgs  fenfuaj  oyerfpread  the§urfrceof  my  Mind. 

My  Aims  I  fhould  refine, 
Jp  God  s  fole  Glorjr  to  combine. 


But 
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But  my  chief  Ends  I  wave, 
Athoufand  Projedts  rain  I  have, 
I  madly  numerous  felf  ends  purfue, 
JWiich  J,  when  they  fucceed,  eternally  fhall  rue* 

Confederate  with  Hell, 
Thus  all  my  ipwanl  Powprs  rtl^ellj 

As  foon  in  a  weak  Fold, 
I  furious  Panthers  may  with-hold, 
When  hunger-bitt,  from  their  noSujrnal  Prey, 
As  o'er  this  Legion  qrild  the  fteddy  Scepter  fway, 

My  God,  thou  oflly  art, 
Able  to  know,  keep,  ryle  the  Heart, 

O  make  my  Heatf  thy  Care, 
Which  I  my  felf  to  keep  defpair, 
No  Rebels  then  will  garrifon  my  Breaft, 
Beneath  All-mighty  Wings,  iny  Heart  will  live  at  reft; 

CoftJIantia  fang  how  Hearts  on  God  fliould  ftay, 
And  turn  from  giddy  Vanities  away. 

O  foolifh  Heart,  which  often  ftrays. 
And  for  deftrufitive  Lufts  purveys, 
You  numerous  experiments  have  try 'd, 
yet  ftill  returpi  difTatisfy  d. 

Why  feek  you  thus  in  vain, 
For  what  ypu  never  cap  obtain? 

All  wordly  Joys  \yhich  glittering  feem, 
Ai^d  at  a  diftance  raife  efteem, 

' "         1  jSoon 
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Soon  as  they  have  Admittance  to  your  Arms, 
Betray  their  meretricious  Charms, 

The  Ch^t  apparent  grows, 
You  only  co^rt  eternal  Woes. 

\ 

Egyjft  with  various  Jdols  ftorti, 
Such  idle  Fancies  ne'er  ador'd, 
When  to  their  Onyons  they  thfeir  Worfhip  paid? 
Their  hunger  was  by  them >llay'd  * 

But  all  Things  you  purfue, 
Allay  not  Hunger,  but  raife  new. 

Would  you  one  Minute  rtialce  eilay, 
Your  felf  againft  the  World  to  weigh, 
Youthen  would  foon  perceive  the  World confind, 
And  the  immenfenefs  of  your  Mind,  * 

*Twixt  an  Immenfe  and  Bound, 
Think  what  Proportion  can  be  found. 

It  is  not  Narrownefs  alone, 
Should  make  you  this  low  World  difown, 
Since  it  for  Sin  was  curs'd,  it  is  impure, 
Saints  its  empoys'ned  Baits  abjure, 

And  where  it  once  intrudes, 
It  damns,  as  well  as  Souls  delude*. 

Fix,  O  my  Heart,  your  ghoftly  Eye, 
On  God's  immenfe  Benignity, 
God  is  the  only  Objeft,  which  can  fill 
The  Sphere  of  your  capacious  Will, 


pqk.  II.    Pfyche :  or,  t  Magdabim. 

While  you  to  <Sod  afpire, 
You  all  pqflHs  you  can  defire. 

In  God  is  AU-fufficient  Store, 
My  Heart,  O  never  wander  more : 
that  I  had  a  Cherubs  num'rous  Eyes, 
To  guard  me  from  a  Re-fiirprife  ! 

Lord,  to  ray  Succour  hafte, 
To  thy  dear  Love,  O  keep  me  chaffc 

Tranquilhfs  Heart  below  could  never  reft, 
ill  in  its  Centre  God  it  acquiefctf . 

God  is  the  Centre  of  my  Mind, 
To  God  congenially  inclin'd, 
Though  it  diftortedis  by  Sin,  .  ; 

Still  it  Exilience  feels  within  r 
When  in  this  World  diftrefs'd, 
?o  fly  to  God,  to  feelf  its  native  K^t.  ^ 

Yet  oft  I  find  a  Scruple  ftart, 
How  God  isCentre  of  my  Heart  * 
The  Centre  we  a  Point  efteem,  ,  ? 

Lines  thither  from  the  Compafs  ftream, 
But  Godhead  is  Immenfe, 
3od  is  both  Centre,  and  Circumference, 

To  Jefm  I  for  Guidance  pray, 

Jefus  the  Truth,  the  Life,  the  Way, 

He  Mediator  is  betwixt 

God  and  laps'd  Map,  the  Centre  fixd,  * 

-    Through  . 
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Through  him  my  Spirit  tends 
Towards  God,  who  all  theFlight  ofHymn  tranfcends. 

Thro'  God  Incarnate  runs  each  Line, 
r     Of  the  Circumference  divine, 
And  while  to  Jefus  we  adhere, 
God  is  x>ur  circumambient  Sphere : 
In  boundlefi  God  above, 
Still  centring,  and  ftill  circling  is  our  Love. 

If  to  the  Centre  down  below,  * 
You  a  full'Glafi  of  Water  throw, 
It  will  the  central  Point  fiirround, 
The  Wry  Globe  the  Point  will  drown. 
And  ev'ry  drop,  will  ftrive, 
Which  neareft  to  tftfe^enfre  fliall  arrive. 

Thus,  to  my  Centre  Jefus >  I  yf 
Will  with  my  full  Propenfion  fly, 
My  Spirit  fliall  around  him  twine, 
My  Loye  lhall  keep  him  ever  mine, 
Love  which  to  God  afcends, 
And  foajs  much  higher  than  it  comprehends. 

Exyerta,  next  £ang  the  infernal  Wiles, 
3y  which  curs'd  Satan  heedlefi  Hearts  beguiles. 

Jmppls'd  by  God,  as  fince  I  learn'd, 
Who  guides  us  undifcern'd, 

1 
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.  I  to  a  Mountain  went  one  Day, 
Like  Jefus  there  to  pray, 
I  was  ambitious  of  that  Height, 
To  gain  of  HeavV  an  undiverted  Sigkt. 

My  Guardian  with  his  Charge  withdrew 
And  while  I  raised  my  View, 

I  faw  thro'  Air  an  Angel  glide, 
A  Key  hung  by  his  Side, 

A  Monfter  thro'  the  Cloudy  Wave, 
Hard  loaded  he  in  Chains  of  Darknefs  drave. 

Guardian,  behold  that  Sight,  I  cry'd! 

That  Angel,  he  reply  d, 
Of  the  Abyfs  Key-keeper  made, 

Rules  the  infernal  Shade, 
I'll  call  him  that  he  may  expofe, 
The  horrid  Dangers  of  your  ghoftly  Foes, 

Down  to  the  Mount  the  Angel  came, 

With  Spear  of  heav  nly  Flame, 
And  to  a  Tree  the  Monfter  ty'd, 
Three  Paces  from  my  Side, 
With  a  ftrange  Trembling  Iwasfeiz'd, 
Till  my  Tempeftuous  Fears  were  thus  appeag*dt 

My  Guardian  then  the  Angel  pray'd, 

The  Monfter  to  unlade, 
It  feem'd  a  confluential  Shape, 
Of  folf,  Goat,  Swine  and  Age, 


io$    Tfychet  or,  Magdalum.    Book  fl. 

It  was  a  Fiend  by  Satan  fent, 
A  Saint  to  tempt,  diftra&,  pervert,  torment* 

All  gracious  Gad  his  Rage  to  quell, 

Remanded  him  to  Hell, 
The  Angel  to  fecure  the  Saint, 

Kept  him  in  ftrong  Reftraint, 
Elfe  he  had  fuch  Temptations  form'd, 
Which  might  the  Fort  fuccefsfully  have  ftontfd. 

The  Angel  from  the  Monfter's  Back, 

Took  down  the  horrid  Pack  $ 
There  of  Shares^  Lyes,  Thorns,  Darts  was  Rote, 

Mens  Hearts  to  lure,  or  gore, 
With  Vehicles  for  Fraud  $  or  Fright, 
Of  Dragon,  Serpent,  and  mock- Angel  Light, 

The  Angel,  bidding  then  Farewell, 
The  Monfter  drives  to  Hell. 
Experta,  {aid  my  Guardian,  weigh, 
.  The  Pack  you  faw  to  Day  5 
Such  Wiles,  fuch  Force  by  Hell  isus'd, 
When  their  Contagion  deadly  is  transfus'd. 

For  Might  and  Wifdo/n  then  I  pray'd, 

'Gainft  Force  and  Ambufcade, 
Oft  thought  of  God's  all-feeing  Eye, 

And  what  it  was  to  dye, 
Love  Heavily,  Jealous  of  each  111, 
Kept  guard  on  all  approaches  to  my  Will. 

Renataf 
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Renata  next  Concupifcence  difplays, 
The  Foe  internal  which  the  Heart  betrays* 

•Damn  cl  Spirits  doom' d  to  endlefe  Woe, 

No  joyful  Moment  ever  know  3 

Elfe  Satan  had  been  over-joy'd, 

To  fee  me  by  my  felf  deftroyM  * 
He  "gainA  my  Spirit  law  my  Flefli  engaged, 
Infiiltingly  beheld  the  War  they  wag'd. 
• 

Stand  off,  my  Meffengers,  he  cries, 

111  wave  Devices,  Wiles  and  Lies  ; 

I'll  fiery  Dart,  fharp  Thorn,  and  Snare, 

All  Hell's  Artillery  forbear  : 
Concupi£cence  Renata's  Tendence  fways, 
And  madly  flhe  herfelf  her  Heart  betrays. 

My  bafer  Part  to  Sin  inclin'd, 

Rebell'd  againft  my  nobler  Mind, 

My  Confcience  oft  would  me  upbraid, 

I  ftrove  its  Laflies  to  evade  5 
My  Spirit  holy  Motions  would  inftill, 
My  Flelh  ftill  turn'd  towards  the  Antarftick  111. 

My  God,  who  Confcience  in  me  plac'd, 
Leaft  Senfe  of  Good  fliould  be  eras'd, 
In  Pity  kept  it  ftill  awake, 
Remonftrances  of  Guilt  to  make  $ 

Haunted 
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Haunted  with  Horrors  of  the  dreadful  Pit, 
I  vow'd  at  laft  the  Rebels  fliotfd  fubmifc 

I -all  Propenfions  rendezvoused, 

My  Flefti  had  in  the  Conflict  us'd  s 

Their  paft  Rebellions  to  deplore, 

And  awe  them  to  rebel  no  more  i 
All  tfceirrefiduous  Outrage  I  reftrain'd, 
And  kept  them  to  their  proper  Objedts  chainU 

My  Heart,  which  all  the.  reft  wou'd  yield, 

My  beft  beloved  Sin  conceal'd  ; 

To  that  I  was  by  Temper  prone, 

That  o'er  all  Paffionsheld  the  Throne  5 
I  fooner  could  the  Apples  of  my  Eyes 
[Tear  out,  than  that  dear  regnant  Sin  chaftife* 

In  (pecious  Shapes  I  it  difguis'd, 

A  Thoufand  Salvo's  I  devis'd : 

A  long,  long  Time  my  fenfual  Will, 

The  Checks  of  Confcience  ftrove  to  ftill : 

But  foon  as  Love  Divine  my  Heart  inflam'd, 

I  on  a  fudden  felt  the  Fury  tam'd* 

I  watch'd  and  pray'd  till  I  prevailed, 
And  to  the  Crofs  the  Traytor  nail'd  $ 
As  Samuel  Agag  I  it  hew'd, 
Left  its  curs  d  Life  fliould  be  renew'd  % 
Sweet  Peace  I  by  that  Crucifixion  gain  d, 
And  Heavenly  Lovelince  that  unrivalFd  reign'd 

Lofig 
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Long  had  Concupifcenee  Valwtia  griev'd, 
Till  in  the  Garden  of  the  Spoufe  reliev  d, 

As  on  a  folemn  Day, 
My  Life  I  ftrove  to  refurvey  5  \ 
I  felt  upon  my  Breaft, 
.    •    A  penitential  Force  imprefs'd* 
Mjr  Sins  I  then  arraign, 
They  raife  Shame,  Horroyr,  Hate,  Difdain^ 
And  while  thofe  Paflions  o'er  me  bear  the  Sway, 
They  chafe  all  wilfiil  mortal  Sins  away; 

Satan  who  watchful  lyes, 
My  prefent  Averfation  eyes* 

His  Weapons  down  he  catts, 
While  penitential  Vigor  lafts, 

That  I  fecure  may  grow, 
When  unaflaulted  by  my  Foe  * 
My  Zeal  by  unperceiv'd  Degrees  grows  cold, 
And  as  Zeal  cools,  the  Enemy  grows  bold; 

As  when  the  Crocodile, 
Sleeps  gaping  on  the  Bank  of  Nile^ 
The  Ichneumon  which  ftill  waits 
To  harm  the  Creature  which  he  hates* 

Flies  down  his  open  Jaws, 
And  Paflage  fhro'  his  Bowels  gnaws  5 
•f  hen  fucks  his  fparkling  Blood  at  ev'ry  Veiri, 
"Till  the  vile  Rat  Leviatbdn  has  (lain.- 

Vol.lV,        >  <3  tfhtfc 
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Thus  when  my  Care  declines, 
Hell  lurks  on  the  unguarded  Lines, 

The  Tempter  fhoots  his  Dart, 
It  enters  Deep  into  my  Heart 
'Tis  headed  with  foul  Luft, 
Oyl'd  with  concupifcential  Guft, 
With  deadly  Poyfon  it  my  Will  infc&s, 
And  Peftilence  thro5  all  my  Pow'rs  trajedfo* 

By  my  own  Strength  Hi  vain 
I  ftrive  the  Vi&Yy  to  obtain 

When  I  the  War  begin, 
My  imbred  Traytor  fides  with  Sin, 

And  fhort-liv'd  Joys  to  gain, 
Expofes  me  to  endlefs  Pain ; 
O  wretched  Souls  who  *gainft  themfelves  rebel, 
The  Mock'ry,  Triumph,  and  Contempt  pf  Hell  / 

Still  my  fiiperior  Mind, 
Seeks  all  about  fome  Cure  to  find, 

Each  Animal  in  Pain 
Is  reftlefs  till  it  Eafe  regain, 

And  taught  by  Nature  fpeeds 
To  fome  appropriate  Herbs,  or  Weeds  • 
When  it  has  found  them  ranging  o'er  the  Field, 
It  grazes  there,  and  the  Diiftempers  heal'd* 

My  Soul  above  fhall  fly, 
Till  I  the  Spoufe's  Garden  fpy  : 

O  thither 
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O  thither  I'll  retire,  * 
Of  the  fair  Virgins  to  enquire, 

Inhere  the  fweet  Lilies  grow, 
Aitiidft  whofe  Odours  to  and  fro, 
le  Heavenly  Bridegroom  often  walks,  and'feedsf  s 
11  from  that  hallow'd  Spot  fupply  my  Needs; 

I'll  ev'ry  Lilly  tafte, 
With  Jefics  healing  Shadow  grac  d  * 

Each  Lilly  will  contain 
A  Lenitive  to  cafe  my  Pain, 
By  Turns  on  ev'ry  Bed,  _ 
My  Meditation  lhall  be  fed, 
[y  Spirit,  when  with  Chrift  like  Graces  fiord, 
ball  never  mortally  by  Luft  be  gor'd. 
* 

To  temper  all  the  Sifters  Heart-Complaints, 
tphrania  fang  the  Mixtures  in  the  Saints, 

Lord  'tis  not  in  thy  Church  alone, 
That  Tares  among  good  Corn  are  fown  j 
Satan  our  Hearts  to  difcompofe, 
His  Tares  there  fows. 

Sobft  as  the  amiable  Dove 
Sheds  in  *?ur  Hearts  celeftial  Love  $ 
And  our  ster'd  Heav'n«ere6ted  Eyes 
'  This  Worl4  defpife. 


O2  Sodrt 
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Soon  as  our  Powers  begin  to  feel 
The  Suavities  of  heav'nly  Zeal, 
Apd  ftand  propending  to  obey 
Love's  gentle  Sway  : 

Satan  his  Force  and  Wiles  colle&s, 
Loofe  Thoughts  into  our  Souls  inje&s, 
"Which  our  Imaginations  lure 
To  Loves  impure. 

Thy  Word,  Lord,  in  this  Life  declares, 
That  Corn  wil]  mingled  be  with  Tares, 
Thou  Separation  doft  delay 
Till  Judgment  Day. 

My  God,  let  neither  Tares  nor  Weeds, 
Choke  in  my  Soul  thy  heav'nly  Seeds, 
Keep  Lord,  what  thou  thy  felf  doft  fow, 
From  the  curs'd  Foe, 

From  the  curs'd  Foe,  for  in  my  Heart 
'Tishe  would  fain  ufurp  a  Part, 
But  I  to  thee  my  Heart  refign, 
Keep  what  is  thine. 

My  Love  fhall  Sataifs  Spite  bppofe* 
Aud  if  in  me  his  Tares  he  fows, 
May  he  at  Judgment  bear  the  Blame,' 
I  them  difclaim. 

Taw 
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Tares  in  the  Hearts  of  Saints  remain, 
Foils  to  the  true  and  beauteous  Grain, 
For  Love  they  Trials  are  defied 
In  Souls  refin'd. 

Our  Birth  Propenfion  fenfual  fows 
To  wilful  Sin,  which  cherifti'd  grows \ 
We  all  our  Life  muft  God  invoke, 
That  Growth  to  choke. 

To  all  the  Daughters  of  laps'd  Eve, 
j&ztf-like  Concupifcences  cleave, 
And  'tis  by  Power  of  Grace  divine? 
We  them  confine. 

Grace,  which  all  Votaries  wants  fupplies, 
Which  God  to  no  weak  Soul  denies, 
Strengthning  the  Fraileft  to  repell, 
The  Powers  of  Hell. 

Live  fatisfy  d  to  be  fincere, 
Infirmities  you  11  fuffer  here, 
None  to  Perfection  can  attain, 
Till  Heavn  they  gain. 

Lprd  fow  Love  in  our  Spirits  deep, 
That  each  a  daily  Crop  may  reap, 
Jo  thee  a  Harveft  ev'ry  Day, 
Of  Love  to  pay. 
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Pfyche  of  Grace  divine  who  felt  the  need, 
Which  from  Defpondencies  the  Faithful  freed, 
Begg'd  that  Sopfowia  would  that  Gift  explain, 
Which  {he  encouraged  them  by  fPray'r  to  gain. 
Grace  tp  explain,  Sophronia  faid,  is  Task 
Too  great  for  me  t'  attempt,  or  you  to  ask  $ 
The  Daughters  muft  their  own  good  Motions 'heed, 
Taught  by  Experience  more,  than  what  they  read.' 

When  on  his  Field  good  Seed  the  Farmer  throws, 
Which  up  to  Blade,  Ear,  Corn  in  Seafon  grows, 
Fed  all  along  by  Earth's  nutritious  Juice, 
Warm'd  by  kind  Heat,  which  Solar  Rays  prodpca 
He  reaps  a  Harveft ,  though  h$  fleeps  and  w?kes, 
And  little  care  of  his  fown  Furrow?  takes  ^ 
Yet  cannot  by  Philofophy  explain 
The  manner  of  the  ripening  of  his  Grain  : 
Thus  when  the  gracious  Dove  to  foftned  Hearts, 
The  Seeds  of  Light,  and  Love#  divine  imparts* 
Tho'  they  his  influential  Succours  feel, 
And  Ardours  of  a  Heav'n-  enkindled  Zeal  $ 
Though  they  each  Hour  in  darted  Pray'rs  afpije, 
And  melting  live  for  Jefus  in  Defire^ 
Yet  in  their  Souls  the  Springs  they  cannot  trace. 
Or  folve  all  the  Appearances  of  Grace : 
None  skill  th'  Outgoings,  and  Refbrts  of  Wind, 
Much  lefs  the  Spirit's  workings  on  the  Mind  $ 
It  is  enough  for  hjimble  Souls  tp  know, 
That  all  thfe  good  they  think,  to  Heay'n  they  owe'- 
The  God  of  Love  is  bound  to  keep  us  free, 
Love  never  with  Coa&ion  can  agree. 
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-  Gdl,  who  Omnifcient  all  our  Tempers  Jtaows, 
Can  our  iree  Wills  unviolenc'd  difpofe, 
That  with  God  s  Movements  Freedom  may  confpjre, 
God  will  take  Care,  we  need  not  to  enquire  \ 
He'll  judge  all  our  free  A&ions  at  his  Throne, 
Which  if  not  free,  he  could  not  ftile  our  own. 
You'll  fefelno  trouble,  if  you  Hearts  refign 
To  fwfcet,  endearing,  mighty,  Grace  divine. 

Ele8a  what  Sophronia  feng  enforc'd, 
She  in  the  World,  liv  d  from  the  World  divorcd. 

Falfe  World,  I'll  you  no  more  end&re, 
Vexatious,  tranfient,  vain,  impure, 

Too  long  your  Friendfliip  feign1  d 

My  ghoftly  Vitals  ban'd 
You  nothing  are  but  Univerfal  fnare? 
I  'gainfl:  your  Charms  Antipathy  declare. 

My  Heart  to  God  would  fain  reflow, 
But  I  am  ftill  (fetain'd  below, 
Ah  !  is  there  no  retreat, 
Secure  from  worldly  Cheat? 
If  fucha  one  dear  Guardian  you  can  find, 
Q  thither  me  tranfport,  there  lodge  my  Mind  ! 

Your  Wings  between  ys  two  divide, 
Each  thro*  Eipanfe  on  one  fliall  gljde  : 

The  Dovss,  their  Wings  to  fpaye, 

On  one  can  fwim  in  Air 

0  4  Gur 
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Our  unwing'd  Arms  ftiall  round  each  other  li^, 
And  our  wing'd  Arpis  ftiall  row  us  in  the  Side. 

Long  we  may  range,  our  Wings  may  tire, 
And  yet  not  compafs  my  Defire  5 
While  God  here  wills  my  Stay, 
His  Grace  my  Power?  fhall  {way: 
Grace  in  a  Peft-houfe  can  my  Health  enfure, 
Or  Sick  with  noxious  Steams,  my  Spirit  cure. 

Jtfus,  whofe  Mind  on  Heaven  was  fix'd, 
Liv  d  with  terreftial  Joys  unmix'd* 
lie  ftill  to  Heaven  -afpird? 
To  Solitudes  retired, 
He  in  the  Wqrld,  livd  from  the  World,  his  Aim} 
Was  to  do  good,  and  worldly  Minds  reclairq. 

Thus  Chrift-like  Charity  and  Pray? 
Should  all  my  vacant  Minutes  fliare, 
^fy  bufy  Part  I'll  fpend, 
My  Calling  to  attend, 
When  I  the  Poor  in  my  Excurfiops  meet, 
They  Jefus  Brethren  are,  Til  wafh  their  Feet. 

With  ghoftly  Alms  V\\  Souls  relieve, 
'Inftruct,  Reprove,  Exhort,  Retrieve, 
With  God  my  ^eart  ftiall  clo% 
And  when  I  die,  repofe  : 
Shotfd  any  worldly  Taint  to  me  adhere, 
I'll  wafh  it  off  in  Oratory  tear. 
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Watch,  Reading,  Meditation,  PrayV, 
And  ]flymn,  of  Saints  tti  Employments  qxp  5 
While  thefe  we  mind, 
Hell  can  no  Entrance  find; 
O  wond'rous  Gdoflpefs  of  the  I«aw  divine, 
Prefervative  and  Duty  to  Combine! 

• 

This  fung,  to  thpir  Apartments  all  withdrew, 
Of  their  falfe  Hearts  the  Searches  to  renew, 
Pfycbe  retiring,  fearch'd  her  Heart  impure, 
And  thus  apply'd  to  jfejus  for  her  Cure* 

Blefs'd  Jefus,  thy  propitious  Heart, 
Would  fympathife  with  ev'ry  Smart  $ 

When  Wretches  to  thee  cry'd, 

No  help  was  e'er  deny'd, 
Thy  wond'rous  Goodnefs  was  difplay'd, 
In  giving  Super-humane  Aid  : 

I  bring  an  Objefl:  to  thy  Sight, 
Will  glorify  thy  gracious  Might, 

A  Confluence  of  Needs, 

Here  for  thy  pity  pleads, 
I  of  thy  Miracles  implore, 
A  mighty  confluential  Stpre. 

J^ord,  'tis  my  Heart,  let  thy  mild  Hyes 
Vouchfale  commenfurate  Supplies, 

To  heavnly  Truths  my  Mind, 

J$  by  the  Lapfe,  born  Blind, 
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My  Eats  t6  thy  Tweet  Calls  are  clos'd, 
My  Tongue  to  Pr&Hfe  thee  indifpos'd. 

By  banefcl  Luffs  I  am  poffefs'd, 
Tempdtaous  Pafiions  me  infeft, 

I'm  Impotence  all  o*er, 
•    Invet'rate  is  my  Sore, 
With  Leprofy  1  am  belbtead, 
Love  in  habitual  Guilt  lies  dead. 

My  L6rd,  my  God,  to  thee  I  pray,  . 
JJnpitied  fend  me  not  away, 

My  Malady  conttotal, 

CdiWipaiid  me  to  be  whole 
Thy  Word  will  me  to  Health  reftore, 
Speak  but  one  Word,  I  ask  no  more. 

My  Eyes  thy  Love  will  then  fee  clear, 
My  Ears  thy  gracious  Call  will  hear, 
My  filent  Tongue  will  fpeak, 
And  into  Praifes  break, 
Of  Lufts  I  lhall  be  difpoffefs'd, 
-  gweet  Peace  will  then  becalm  my  BreafL 

Thy  pow'rful  Aids  will  me  fuftain, 
Of  Weaknefs  FU  no,  more  complain, 
My  rocky  Heart  will  melt, 
When  it  thy  Love  has  felt, 


No  Ltgtm  Spot*  will  me  fhrprife, 
My  Lov*  from  ghoftly  D«th  «rili  rift, 

Thon  didft  oar  Frailties  undergo, 

That  thou  might'ft  foft  CompsrfEon  ftew. 

Thy  tender  Hcftrt  tottdfclea,  • 

With  all  afflided  Souls 
Oh !  for  thy  doFrous  Paflioni  fake? 
•     Hafte  to  ray  Reiteration  make. 

Thou  in  one  firi&le  Ad  Bivifte, 
A  heap  of  Miracles  wilt  join, 

In  complicate  Difeafe, 

Give  complicated  Eafe, 
And  when  thou  ftialt  my  Heart  reftore, 
With  all  my  Powers  Til  tht$  adore. 

Among  the  Saints  111  Concerts  raife, 
•}?o  fing  thee  complicated  Praife, 
My  Heart  by  thee  refin'd, 
Shall  live  to  thee  refign'd, 
I  LQVes  for  Loves  will  ftrive  to  pay, 
New  Hymns  I'll  offer  ev'ry  Day. 

Thy  Love  kept  thy  own  Mother  pure, 
jVnd  from  Infernal  Force  fecpre, 
-No  Lull  her  Soul  could  harm, 
Supported  by  thy  Arm, 
She  in  the  World  liv'd  difembroil'd, 
j^nd  God's  bright  Image  keptunfoil'd, 
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She  always  ghoftly  Health  enjoy'd  * 
My  Soul  is  with  Difeafe  annoy'd, 
Do  thou  my  Spirit  heal, 
Do  thou  my  Pardon  feal: 
Oft  a  Deliverance  more  endears, 
Than  an  Immunity  from  Fears. 

tfyylax,  who  few  his  Charge  was  fafe,  as  long 

As  flie  engag'd  in  penitential  Song,  ■ 

With  the  Gold  Vial,  full  of  FfychSs  Tear, 

Took  fpeedy  Flight  to  the  Celeftial  Sphere, 

An  acceptable  OfPring  in  God's  Eyes, 

Who  with  Delight  hears  penitential  Cries, 

That  offered  there,  it  might  for  Pardon  plead, 

While  of  that  Vial  here  fhe  had  no  need 

For  in  her  Cell  fhe  found  the  Vial  kept, 

Which  Magdalen  oh  times  brimful  had  wept} 

And  P[ycbe  all  her  penitential  ftay, 

FilPd  with  her  Tears  the  Vial  ev  ry  Day  * 

Of  y^/wiCrucify'd  the  Loveimmenfe, 

Outraged  by  her,  rais'd  a  Heart-breaking  Senfe, 

And  whepfoe'er  flie  Jefus  thought,  or  nam'd, 

put  in  a  Hymn  her  Heay'n-fir'd  Spirit  flam'd, 

♦ 

Qod-man,  who  on  the  dol'rous  Tree, 
Didft  Sacrifice  thy  felf  for  me, 
For  m? !  O  Wonder!  What  am  I, 
That  great  God-man  fhould  for  me  die? 
I  who  gainft  Love  immenfe  rebell, 
A  {Slave  to  Sin,  and  claim 'd  by  Hell, . 
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But  thou  haft  my  Deliverance  wrought, 
Thou  haft  me  out  of  Slav'ry  bought, 
Thou  boundlefs  Vengeance  haft  allay  d, 
By  price  ineftimable  paid  ^ 
I  aiji  by  Purchafe  wholly  thine, 
And  juftly  can  ftile  nothing  mine. 

Ah  wo  is  me !  I  Lord  am  prone, 
To  rob  thee  Hourly  of  thy  own, 
For  fenfual  Joys  I  oft  purvey, 
Which  fteal  from  thee  my  Heart  away, 
Thou  canft  no  Sacrilege  endure, 
My  Heart,  O  help  me  to  fecure! 

God-man,  while  hereto  live  he  deign'd, 
In  felf  Oblation  ftill  remain'd  : 
Centred  in  Jejus  I  fliould  live, 
My  felf  entirely  to  him  give, 
Himfelf  he  to  redeem  me  gave* 
Which  makes  me  his  devoted  Slave. 

His  Slave  ?  O  no,  in  pity  he 
From  ghoftly  Bondage  fet  me  free, 
By  his  own  Blood  he  me  redeem'd, 
That  I  ftiQuld  be  his  Friend  efteem'd. 
StrangeLove  to  Slaves,which  thought  tranfcend* 
God  Bleeds  to  raife  them  to  his  Friends ! 

I  with  my  Friend  fliould  fympathife,  4 
And  live  to  thee  in  Sacrifice, 

I 
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I  well  remember  what  I  coft, 
Thou,  Lord,  fhouldft  all  1117  Pow'rs  exhauft, 
My  Faith  Ihou'd  kefep  ray  Friend  in  Sight, 
His  Will  fliou'd  be  my  fole  Delight. 

• 

The  more  Souls  love,  the  mofethiy  ftrivey 
To  their  Friend's  Likenefs  to  arrive  5 
My  Soul,  Lord,  thy  Veroniqiie  make, 
That  I  may  thy  Reffinblancc  take, 
That  Will  may  be  in  both  the  fcmfe, 
And  both  may  have  one  Heav'nly  Aim; 

Such  Elevation*  Pfycha  fboft  acquir'd, 
Still  as  her  Eyes  dropp'd  Tears,  her  Love  wasfir'd} 
Magdalen  oq  her  Meditation  dwelt, 
Like  penitential  Tendernfcfs  fhe  felt 
She  weighM  her  Sins,  by  Blood  of  Jefui  fpilt, 
And  thought  lhe  ne'er  enough  cou'd  weep  for  Guilt, 
But  God's  Benignity,  and  not  our  Moan, 
Gains  our  Acceptance  of  his  gracious  Throne's 
ShouM  two  Atlanticks  from  our  Eye-lids  flow, 
Shou'd  wefpend  Years  in  felf  chaftifing  Woe  5 
Nor  Tears,  nor  Woe  are  pleaftog  in  God  s  Eyes; 
But  'tis  the  broken  Heart  from  which  they  rife. 
The  God  of  Love  few  PfycWs  Heart  contrite, 
And  from  th»t  Hour,  took  in  her  Tears  delight. 
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BOOK  m. 

rH  £  Grace,  which  pleas'd  the  God  of  Mercy 
beft, 

tfas  Charity,  which  flam'd  in  Pfyche's  Breaft, 
Sod's  Love,  and  odious  Sin  ftie  kept  in  Mind, 
!he  pray'd,  &e  figh'd,  fhe  wept  for  all  Mankind* 
to  fee  Souls  damn'd,  and  boundlefs  Love  difpleas't 
he  thought  were  Sorrows  never  to  be  easM 
rod,  who  in  God4ike  Love,  takes  moft  Delight, 
Pith  a  fit  Objea  gratify  d  her  Sight  * 
or  a*  fhe  wakes  to  her  next  Midnight  Pray'rs, 
aid  her  fweet  Strings,  to  fuit  her  Hymn,  prepares, 
he  heard  a  Soul  with  pond'rous  Grief  opprefi'd, 
igh  deep,  groan  loud,  and  often  beat  her  Breaft  ) 
l  thin  Wall  only  ftood  their  Cells  between, 
•ut  till  the  Morning,  nothing  cou'd  be  feen, 
1  Silence  Pfyche  for  a  while  remain'd, 
-iftning  to  hear,  of  what  the  Wretch  complainU 

Welcome,  fhe  cry  d,  my  only  Friend,  dark  Night 
Vhich  hides  me  from  my  own,  and  others  Sight ; 
)  I  want  thicker  Darkneft,  there  to  lie 
lid  from  the  Wrath  of  God's  avenging  Eye : 
>  Sin  exceeding  finfijl !  Bold  Offence 
\gainft  juft  mighty  Qod !  0  Guilt  immenfe  / 
Jafe,  Shameful,  odious,  diabolick,  curs'd, 
rhis  Heart  that  bred  you,  fhou  d  with  Anguifh  burft  j 
rhis  Heart  /  Alas,  it  rather  is  a  Stone, 
rhat  foftens  not  to  penitential  Moan, 
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Yet  marble  Walls  will  weep  at  evry  Vein, 

And  Earthquakes  fend  the  hardeft  Rocks  in  Twain  5 

But  woe  is  me,  this  Stone  no  Tears  will  ftiedj 

Nor  rend  at  Quakings  for  eternal  Dread : 

I  am  a  Monfter,  funk  to  fuch  a  State, 

Which  no  Compaflion  can  excite,  but  hate. 

With  that  ftie  flopped,  and  Pfyche  all  in  Tear* 
Invok'd  Gods  Aid  the  mournful  Soul  to  cheer  * 
She  ftrait  in  Song  the  Mourner's  Thought  purfu  dy 
And  finging,  with  her  Tears  the  Lute  bedew'd. 
Of  all  the  Monfters  which  appear'd, 
Since  God  the  World  from  nothing  rear  d/ 
None  fhou'd  fo  odious  be  efteem'd* 
As  Sinners  by  God-man  redeem  d, 
Who  Outrage  for  that  boundlefs  Love  repay,  - 
To  make  themfelves,  to  hellilh  Spite,  a  Prey. 

E'er  fince  God  Man  for  Sinners  bled, 

God  his  dear  Love  diffusely  fhed, 

Of  all  he  the  Salvation  wills, 

Due  Grace  he  into  all  inftills  i 
God  reconciled  to  Sinners,  Love  became^ 
Of  Deity  aton  d,  the  proper  Name. 

God  who  of  Love  the  Title  chofe, 

Averlion  to  our  Ruin  ftiews, 

Love  pities,  and  complains,  and  grieve^ 

When  e'er  Repulfes he  receives* 
A  thoufaiyl  folemn  Proteftations  makes,- 
He  no  Delight  in  our  Damnation  takes. 

tore 
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Love  long  for  our  Converfion  ftays^ 
Gently  upbraiding  our  Delays  * 
Love  for  each  Soul  which  Torment  feelf, 
Can  make  unnumbred  juft  Appeals : 
Ah !  What  can  Love  do  more  to  refcue  One, 
Who  Love  contemn'd,  and.  chofe  to  be  undone  f 
• 

Love,  when  provok'd,  to  Wrath  is  flofy 
Unwilling  to  inflidt  a  Woe  5 
His  Anger  he'll  long  Time  fufpend, 
To  tjry  if  Sinners  will  amend  : 
God  evn  in  Wrath  is  of  a  Temper  meek* 
Kemeinb  ring  he  is  Love,  and  Man  is  weak. 

Love,  When  a  daring  Guilt  provokes, 
Shortens,  and  moderates  his  Strokes, 
On  this  fide  of  eternal  Pains, 
God's  Wrath  allays  of  Love  retains  * 
Apd  when  they  hardned  own  to  Tophet  fall, 
Love  Wifhes,  they  had  hearkned  to  his  CalL 

Say  all  lap&M  Adam's  Offipring,  fay, 
When  Love  of  Sin  to  Heart  you  lay  * 
When  Men  with  Devils  you  compare, 
Who  have  in  dying  God  no  Share  : 
Say*  if  your  ftretch  d  Imaginations  find, 
More  horrid  Monfters  than  foul  human  Kind. 
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Dark  Intelle£fc,  perverted  Will,  .  ■  ,  - 

All  Pow'rs,  all  Pfcflions  warp'd  to  111  * 

The  LikenefsDiabolick  plac'd, 

Where  God's  bright  linage  was  effec  d  : 

A  Hell-fir'd  Tongue,  a  Heart  of  fbnfelefe  Stone, 

Ar^the  foul  Shapes  by  which  the  Monfter  s. known. 

• 

I  fuch  a  Monfter,  Lord  remain  d,  . 

While  I  gainft  Love  curs'd  War  maintain 'd  * 

Thy  Love,  Lord,  firft  propos  d  a  Peace, 

Firft  made  Hoftilities  to  ceafe  : 
Thy  pure  free  Love  created  me  anew, 
Till  from  a  Monfter,  l  a  Lover  grew.-. 

Mind  was  enlightned,  Paflions  tam'd, 
My  Powers  rehallow'd,  Will  infiam'd  * 
I  felt  thy  Image  re-imprefs'd, 
Well  governed  Tongue,  a  tender  Breaft : 
I  ever  will  that  Love  immenfe  adore, 
Who  when  I  Monfter  turn'd,  wou  d  me  reftore. 

Relentings  in  her  Heart  the  Mourner  found, 
And  cry'd  out,  rais'd  by  the  harmonious  Sound, 
Angel,  or  Samt,  or  whofoe'er  thou  art, 
Who  doft  Impreffion  make  on  this  hard  Heart : 
If  Heaven  CompafTion  on  me  defigns  to  (how, 
It  through  your  Strings,  and  Voice,  will  on  me  flow 1 
O  leave  not  off,  your  Mulick  Heav  n  defign'd, 
0  none  but  Heav'n,  cou'd  do  an  A£t  lo  kind  i 
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Pfycbe  then  For  her  Lute  a  Subjeft  chofe, 
Which  beft  the  Mourner  'might  for  Tearihdifpofe; 

When  Jefus  Truth  celeftial  taught, 
And  Miracles  propitious  Wrought, 
And  Humble,  in  a  Life  divine, 
Difplay'd  the  Love  of  Godhead  Trihe* 
That  Penitents  might  Pardon  gain, 
And  with  God-man  in  Glory  reign. 

The  tender  Sex  to  him  adher'd, 

His  awful  Goodnefi  fbme  rever'd*  • 

Some  for  the  Loaves  made  up  his  Train, 

Some  Cure  for  Ailments  to  obtain  ^ 

But  nQne  'till  Magdalen  appeared, 

To  have  from  Guilt  her  Confidence  clcar'd. 

She  early  to  BlefsM  Jefus  came, 
Lead  by  the  Odour  of  his  Name, 
All  Souls  with  Sins  hard  Bondage  tir'd, 
A  Jcjus.  ardently  defir'd, 
.  And  foon  as  fhe  of  Jefus  heard, 
Jefus  was  to  her  Heart  endear'd. 

Jkt  Oh!  how  could  a  guilty  Breaft, 
While  by  feven  Devils  'twas  poflefs'd^ 
Give  Entrance  to  the  Godhead  pure* 
Or '  God  that  odious  Sight  endure  * 
Jejus  firft  drave  the  Fiends  away, 
An4  cleansed  her-  Spirit  with  his"  Ray. 

Pi  _  Great 
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Gre?t  God  tho*  outraged  by  our  Sins, 

In  pity  yet  our  Change  begins, 

O  wond'rous  Love,  'twas  that  .which  broke, 

The finfiil  Marys  grievous  yoke, 

She  inftantly  impatient  grew, 

To  keep  fweet  Jefns  in  her  View. 

From  the  firft  Moment  of  her  Turn, 
The  Love  divine  began  to  burn, 
A  Sinner  who  her .  Sin  bewails, 
Weighs  Sin  and  Eardon  in  juft  Scales,  1 
Dear  Jefus  Name  them  both  involves, 
And  Hearts  to  Love  and  Tear  diflblvesc 

When  Souls  in  Love  with  Jefus  falf, 
•They  Confecrate  to -him  their  All: 
Mary  a  Box  of  Ointment  brought, 
Which  for  a  liberal  Sum  fhe  bought, 
Yet  't!tvas  too  mean,  in  her  Efteem, 
Forhim,  who  fhould  the  A^orld'  redeem. 

Entring  where  Simon  made  his  Treat, 
She  with  her  Tears  wafted  Jefw  Feet,  • 
Then  kifs'd  them,  to  give  Love  its  fhare^ 
And  wip'd  them  with  her  loofned  Hair, 
Then  on  his  Head  pour'd  rich  Perfume, 
Which  fweetly  fcented  all  the  Room. 

O  Hear*  by  Jefus  highly  priz'd,  . 
Softhed  by  Love,  in  Tears  Baptiz'd  ! 

Trom 
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From  Sins  habitual,  numerous,  great,  . 
Your  Abfolution  was  compleat,  . 
Jefus  himfelf  to  fpeak  it  deign'd, 
From  thence  you  lead  a  Life  unftain'd. 

• 

When  Jefus  journy'd  too  and  fro, 
Seed  Heav'nly  o'er  the  Land  to  fow, 
The  Female  VotYies  by  you  lead, 
Still  followed  his  Inftruftive  Tread, 
You  from  your  Stores  his  Wants  relieved, 
And  for  the  Ills  he  fufferil  griev'd. 

But  when  you  thro*  the  doFrous  Way, 

Followed  God-man  to  Golgotha, 

Your  Love,,  your  Tear,  feem'd  then  at  Height, 

At  that  fad,  wond'rous,  tender  Sight, 

Yet  both  encreas'd  each  ftep  you  trod, 

After  diftrels  d  Incarnate  God. 

Out  of  your  broken  Heart  there  came, 
A  Flood  of  Te^rst  a  fervent  Flame, 
The  Flood  ran  down,  the  Flame  afpir'd, 
One  moift  ned,  and  the  other  fir  cl, 
Yet  they  in  mutual  Aids  combin'd,  • 
.  And , in  one  Centre  Jefus  join'd.  ^ 

JSach  Dolour  which  you  wept  to  fee, 
Your  Love  cry'd  out,  Ah!  'tis  for  me,  1 
You  in  his  Veft  beheld  the  Stains, 
Of  his  late  agonifing  Pains, 
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Frefti  Blood,  from  Gorings  of  his  Crown, 
And  from  his  Furrows  trickling  down.  ■ 

You  few  him  with  the  Croft  opprefs'd, 
How  on  Mount  Calvary  diftrefs'd, 
You  on  the  Crofs  beheld  him  laid, 
The  Wounds  which  by  the  Nails  were  made; 
Saw  Blood  from  his  wide  Nailings  ftream, 
And  heard  Spectators  him  Btefpheme. 
>»  ■ 

His  doFtous  Cry,  you  heard  him  make. 
My  God,  why  doft  thou  me  forfake, 
With  Gall  you  faw  his  Portion  mii'd, 
And  with  a  Spear  his  Side  transfixed, 
To  his  bids* d  Mother  you  flood  near, 
And  vy'd  with  her  in  Love,  and  Tear, 

You  faw  his  Soul  its  Manfion  quit, 
The  Lord  of  Life  to  Death  fubmit, 
Recounting  then  the  Boundlefs  Pain, 
You  law  God-man  for  you  fuftain,. 
Yon  faw  the  Guilt  of  Sin  difpiay'd, 
When  dying  God  our  Ranfom  paid. 

As  at  dear  Jefus  Crofs  you  flood,  • 
Weeping  from  either  Eye  a  Flood, 
'  'Twas  then  your  tend'reft  Love  and\Tearf 
Fill'd  all  the  Expaniion  of  its  Sphere,      "  / 
While  your  compaffionating  Eyes, 
Saw  Love  unbounded  agonife.  . 
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Of  Jefus'  Lore  a  lively  Senfe, 
Mournful,  endearing,  and  intenfe, 
To  Martyrs  height  rais'd  Love,  and  Tear, ' 
Love  which  like  Jefus  caft  out  fear, 
In  Grace  your  Progrefs  was  much  more, 
Than  e'er  it  was  in  Sin  before. 

Eve's  guilty  Daughters,  who  fliall  hear 
The  Blifi  you  gainM  by  Love  and  Tear, 
Will  of  their  Sins  take  ftridt  Review, 
They'll  ftrive  to  love  and  weep  like  you, 
You!  next  to  his  own  Mother  Blefs'd, 
Belov'd  by  God  Incarnate,  beft. 

With  Female  Saints  by  break  of  Day, 
You  your  lafl:  Honours  came  to  pay, 
For  richeft  Gums  you  (pent  your  Gold, 
In  them  you  would  have  him  enroll'd, 
By  the  void  Grave  you  weeping  ftaid, 
To  learn  the  Place  where  he  was  laid, 

God  with  a  Vifion  grac'd  your  Sight, 
You  faw  two  Angels  roVd  in  Light, 
An  Angel  you  aflurance  gave, 
That  Jefus  had  unbar 'd  the  Grave, 
Jefus  the  more  you  to  endear, 
Would  firft  to  your  blefi'd  Eyes  appear, 

YWU  were  hi3  Envoy  to  infufe, 
Into  the  Apoftles  the  glad  News, 

P  4  fli* 
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His  deareft  Mother  *  never  knew, 
Her  Son  arofe,  till  tpld  by  you, 
Spuls  purify'd  in  God's  mild  Eye, 
Thus  with  pure  Souls  in  Favours  vye, 

O  may  wp  learn  for  Life  mifpent, 
Of  weeping  Mary  to  repent, 
.  Heav'n  her  for  our  Example  fct, 
Her  Prpgreis  we  fhould  ne'er  forget. 
We,  if  like  Her  in  Love  and  Tear, 
Shall  be  a  like  to  Jefus  dear. 

As  raging  Saul  by  evil  Spirits  fei?'d, 
Felt  all  his  Rage  by  David's  Harp  appeas'd, 
Thus  on  a  Sudden  as  lhe  fang,  and  playM, 
The  Mourner's  direful  Paffion  was  allay'd, 
$he  figh'd,fhe  groan'd,  lhe  beat  her  Breaft  no  more, 
And  fhe  began  God  $  Pity  to  implore : 
•Angel,  or  Saint,  the  Soul  affli&ed  cry'd, 
Rais'd  by  your  Song,  Tears  from  my  Eye-lids  glide, 
O  Thou  Belov  d  of  God,  for  God  I  know, 
Loves  all  who  pity  a  poor  Soul  in  Woe, 
Play  on,  till  by  the  Force  of  Song,  and  Lute, 
'this  Stone  you  to  a  broken  Heart  tranfmufe, 
Pfyche  thus  moy'd,  of  God  s  Long  SufPring  Sang, 
from  whofe  fweet  force*  Her  own  Repentance  Sprang* 
Is 't  not  enough  great  God  that  Thou, 
Shouldft  to  forgive  all  Sinners  vow, 
And  Duty  to  excite, 
Shouldft  all  to  Heav'n  invite, 
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9  Should'ft  gracious  Aids  for  all  contrive, 
That  Frailty  non$  may  from  tjieir  Duty  drive, 

But  01  all-gracious  what  am  J, 
To  fay  enough  to  Deity! 

Thy  love  ftili  overflow^, 

And  no  Enough  it  knows  * 
When  of  thy  Goodnefs  we  have  Store, 
We  never  have  epougjh  thop  ftill  haft  more, 

Heav'n,  Lord,  thy  £,ove  to  me  propos'd, 

0  had  I  with  the  Offer  closd! 
•  Thou  long  didft  Patience  fpend, 
My  will  towrds  Thee  to  bend, 

Had  not  thy  Patience  bouhdlefs  been,  • 
J  long  ago  h?id  tird  it  with  my  Sin. 

1  oft  have,  Lord,  thy  Patience  try'd, 
While  I  continued  to  backflide, 

Oft  while  my  Vows  I  made, 
I  my  own  Heart  betray'd, 
Tp  tempt  me  Satan  took  his  Cue, 
When  e'er  faint  Vows,  I  offer'd  to  renew. 

W[y  Heart  fb  often  me  deceiv'd. 
The  Trfiytor  I  no  more  believM, 
Vet  Cpnfcience  would  not  reft, 
'TilH  my  Sins  confefs'd, 
And  grief  while  I  my  Life  revis'd, 
$o{  for  piy  $in  but  Danger  me  furprisM, 

J 
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But  as  the  Morning  Clond  decays,        "  • 
When  ftab'd  liy  the  encroaching  Rays, 

All  the  Refolves  I  make, 

Iiriftantly  forfake, 
My  fuperficial  Sorrow  wanes, 
And  I  fevite  Concupifcential  Stains. 

Thus  my  own  Heart  t  often  cheat, 
And  Mockeries  of  God  repeat ; 
But  God  long-fuffering,  mild, 
•To  a  revolted  Child, 
Tear  after  Year  my  Change  expe&s, 
While  I  repay  his  Patience  with  Negleftsi 

My  Friends  God  often  took  away, 
Still  warning  me  to  Watch  and  Pray, 
His  Mercy  pafc'd  me  by, 
Saw  me  unfit  to  die, 
Of  Life  indulged  I  made  no  ufe, 
But  ftill  prolonged  of  Patience  the  Abufe. 

Still  Lord  thou  would'ft  my  Guilt  endure, 
Would'ft  to  Repentance  me  allure, 
Renew  Attacks  of  Grace, 
Till  my  hard  Heart  gave  Place  * 
Long  was  it  e'er  the  Rock  was  broke, 
And  Tears  gufli'd  out  at  thy  Paternal  Stroke. 

When  my  backffidings  I  recall 
And  hov  I'm  ftill  Propenfe  to  fall, 

.Thy 
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Thy  Mercies  I  adore, 
Poured  down  in  greater  Store, 
To  turn  my  Heart  fo  much  deprav'd, 
Than  ipight  a  linfiil  Multitude  have  lav  d, 
• 

O  Hearts  obdurate,  long  defil'd, 
Remember  that  God  I,oveis  ftil'd, 
For  Pity  humbly  lue, 
He'll  to  his  Name  be  true, 
That  you  may  ne'er  Defpondent  be, 
Think  Tiow  he  pittied  Magdalen  and  me. 

Soon  as  the  Day's  loud  Herald  wak'd  to  ling, 
The  Morning  fpreading  o'er  the  Expanle  its  Wing, 
Jlfychk  a  Vifit  to  her  Neighbour  made, 
Who  let  no  Light  her  doleful  Cell  invade, 
She  Vfycbe  faw  at  opening  of  the  Door, 
While  lhe  lay  weeping  proftrate  on  the  Floorj 
Angel,  or  Saint  lhe  cries,  which  of  the  two, 
That  I  may  render  Veneration  due, 
Nor  Saint,  nor  Angel,  Pfycbe  cry'd,  but  one 
'  Reftord  by  Heav'n,  when  by  my  felf  undone  $ 
With  that  lhe  kifs'd  her  Feet,  and  then  was  fure, 
Twas  Woman  who  began  her  ghoftly  Cure, 
Dear  Sifter,  Pfycbe  laid,  your  Griefs  relate,! 
Ydull  feel,  how  they'll  by  venting  them  abate,' 

The  Man,  faid  lhe,  I  lov'd,  for  Women  vile, 
Luffc,  Love,  to  guild  the  Ihameful  Paffion  ftyle, 
By  Sicknefs  feiz'd,  fometime  had  from  me  ftaid, 
J  {lew  to  him,  his  Coldnefs  to  upbraid, 
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And  found  him  dying,  when  my  Voice  he  heard, 
•    With  a  ftrong  Spring  his  finking  Bulk  herear'd, 
His  raving,  and  fierce  look,  no  Words  can  reach, 
He  fpent  on  me  his  laft  Efforts  of  Speech, 
Go  curfed  Woman,  odious,  falfe,  impure,  # 
I  owe  my  endlefs  Torments  to  your  lure, 
O  I  am  damn'd,  I  rue  the  Plagues  of  Luft, 
Hell  moft  Tremendous  is,  and  God  is  Juft  $ 
Damn'd  Spirits,  who  now  tare  my  Sqpl  away, 
Let  that  curs'd  Woman  next  become  your  Prey, 
Foul  Female  Devil!  O!  but  here  he  ftoppd, 
Shriek'd,quak'd,groan'd,howrd,as  intoHell  he  drop'd. 
The  filthy  Devils  who  my  Soul  pofTefs'd, 
Self-murther  then  to  damp  my  Grief  fuggeft, 
And  ftrait,  as  once  the  Swine,  they  hurry  d  me, 
Headlong  into  the  Galilean  Sea. 

When  I  was  plung'd,  away  they  from  me  flew, 
For  fear  they  fhould  their  own  Temptation  rue, 
By  finking  to  the  Deep  where  Giants  groan, 
And  hopelefs  th'eir  fubaqueous  Chains  bemoan, 
Thought  of  the  Danger,  when  the  Fiends  were  fled, 
Seis'd  me,  of  Death  and  Hell  I  had  a  dread,     '  . 
Strait  I  attempt  tofwim,  my  Life  to  fave, 
When  I  a  Plank,  which  floated  near  my  Wave, 
By  chance  efpy'd,  faft  hold  of  it  I  caught, 
Which  to  the  Shoar  me  tird,  and  fainting  brought. 
TTwas  Mag dalum  I  knew,  knock'dat  the  Gate, 
Which  opening,  all  commiferate  my  Fate, 
The  Sifters  Cordials,  and  warm  Cloths  fupply'd, 
And  chofe  this  Cell  where  I  might  beft  abide, 
Ah  /  they  my  Danger,  but  my  Guilt  ne'er  knew, 
^hich  I  now  freely  will  confefs  to  you  Kngw, 
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Know  then,  I  odious.  Wretch  Lafciva  ftiPdi 

•  Have  long  my  felf,  and  numerous  Souls  defil'd  $ 
Souls,  who  will  be  my  Torturers  below, 
Since  to  my  Baits  they  their  Damnation  owe ! 
I  with  Conceit  of  Youth,  Jjmd  Beauty  vain, 

Drank  at  all  Avenues  my  ghoftly  Bane : 
Under  a  feeming  modeft  Look,  and  Meen, 
My  Heart  was  atheiftick,  and  unclean. 
Balls,  Theatres,  all  fenfual  Things,  or  gpy, 
Ablbrp  d  my  Heart,  and  left  no  Time  to  pray  j 
Or  if  I  pray'd,  my  Thoughts  roy'd  unconfin'd^ 
Foul  Songs,  Plays,  Pictures  ftole  away  my  Mind  5  • 
My  precious  Time  I  fquander'd  in  my  Drefi, 
Q)uld  fpare  no  Alms  for  Neighbours  in  Diftrefs : 
My  Heart  was  as  thick  painted,  as  my  Face, 

'  Studious  all  Senfe  of  Duty  to  erafe. 

•I  skilled  the  Language  of  Eye,  Look,  and  Fan, 
To  manage  the  Regards  of  fenfual  Man : 
I  feign'd  barefacd  Obfcenenefito  deteft, 

1  But  lik'd  what  was  implicitly  expreft. 
To  Church  I  went  in  Hopes  to  be  admir  d, 
And  look'd  about,  to  fee  what  Hearts  I  fir'd : 
My  Modefty  at  firft  was  kept  by  Pride, 
But  Luft  indulged,  laid  Modefty  afide  $ 
Sure  Senfuality  by  Heav'n  is  curs'd, 
When  gratify  d,  it  only  heightens  Thirft. 
O  Luft  ftiort-liv'd,  foul,  fordid,  beaftly,  vile, 

"  How  deeply  you  immortal  Souls  defile  ? 
O  you  are  Horror,  Rottennefs,  and  Shame, 
And  damn  to  raging,  evcrlafting  Flame  * 

Safe 
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Of  all  the  Race  of  Woolen  kind, 
I  rarely  can  a  Sinner  find, 
More  Guilty  than  was  I, 
Or  who  with  me  in  Mifery  could  vie$ 

Who  had  of  Sins  a  Heap, 
To  link  me  down  to  the  fulphttreoUs  Deep* 

Sure  none  e'er  greater  Grace  repell'd, 
Or  'gainft  a  greater  Love  rcbell'd : 
Sin  was  familiar  grown, 
And  all  Remorfe  was  from  my  Confcience  flo\rtii 

FquI  Siii  fecevf  my  Delight, 
And  Jtfifs  Love  with/Cflitrage  to  requite* 

My  Sins  innumerable,  great, 
ijctingtiiftrit  all  religious  Heat. 
I  made  God  long  attend, 
E'er  I  my  Ear  to  boundlefs  Love  wou'd  bend  i 

Say  all,  who  love  God's  Law, 
Whether  you  e'er  a  viler  Sinner  faw« 

I  to  my  felf  no  Pity  fhewM, 
But  God  with  Pity  overflowed  : 
It  cannot  bedefcrib'd, 
How  my  hard  Heart  his  Influence  foft  imbib'd  i 

This  only  I  can  fay,  . 
My  Heart  was  broke  by  an  endearing  Ray, 


it 
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It  fwcet  Upbraidiftgs  firft  infus'd^  . 
Should  Love  immenfe  be  tbtts  abus'd  >  ^  * 
.  Can  you  continue  Foe, 
To  Jtfus'  Love,  who  refciies  you  from  Woe  2  . 

Strait  over  my  whole  Framed 
I  felt  foft  Melting*  at  dear  Jefus'  Name; 

God's  Love  to  move  me  to  repent, 
Would  fweetly  thus  my  Lcfve  prevent, 
His  Mercy,  all  Ihe  while, 
I  ftrove  with  Tears  my  Soul  to  reconcile^  . 

Would  ev'ry  mournful  Tear, 
With  an  appendant  Joy  of  Pardon  cheer.  ; 

O  wretched  Souls!  your  Love  to  waffeV 
On  baneful  Fbllies,  ihould  you  tafte 
One  of  thofe  gracious  Gleams, 
Which  from  God's  Mercy  towrdS  a  Mouf htt  fl!ream*j 

You  on  your  Knees  would  live  * 
In  Teats,  till  God  Ihould  all  your  Sins  forgive; 

Cur  Love  by  Mercy  Godhead  gains, 
Mercy  his  Majefty  fiiftains, 
His  Greatnefs  we  retcre, 
Dominion,  Juftke,  Power  may  raife  our  Pear/ 

God  wbuld  have  Lovers  none, 
Did  not  his  Mercy  court  us  f  o  his  Throne; 

His  Joy  to  Angels  dod  reveal^ 
When  he  a  Sinner's  Pardon  feals^ 
Vol,  IV/  Q,  Aoi 
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And  they  Who  Stations  keep 
Near  God's  bright  Glory  fee  no  Sinner  weep, 

But  midft  their  Hymns  they  reft, 
Till  their  new  Joy  is  in  new  Song  exprefs'd. . 

Lord,  if  my  Tears  can  Joy  excite, 
In  all  the  Denizons  of  Light, 
If  thou  thy  felf  art  pleas'd, 
When  thy  own  Mercy  has  a  Sinner  eas'd, 

O  with  what  ard  rous  Zeal, 
Should  I  Hymn,  Love,  and  Joy,  who  Pirdonfeel? 

TJJcfo-then  in  her  Arms  the  Mourner  ttrtw, 
Gave  her  a  Kifs  of  Peace,  and  wip'd  her  Tears, 
Promis 'd  to  make  her  Viiits  evry  Day,  : 
And  Tor  her  Soul,  as  for  her  own  to  Pray,. 
Of  whkt  he  fang,  God  made  Impreflions  deep, 
Lajciva  thence  began  to  pray  and  weep. 

Gratlan  who  marked  as  Pfyche  s  Love  encreasM, 
Invites  her  to  the  Euchariftick  Feaft, 
Where  all  Inflammatives  are  at  full  Height,  ' 
While  Crucify 'd  God-man  i*in  our  Sight, 
Her  broken  Heart,  as  on  h^r  Knees  fhe  mus'd, 
Would  humbly  have  her  Worthlefs  felf  excus'd  $ 
But  the  Memorial  there  of  Love  immenfe, 
Was  that,  with  what  her  Love  could  not  difpenfe, 
And  as  Ihe  lowly  there  to  Heav'n  afpir'd, 
Her  Tears  were  dryM  her  Loveafrefti  wasfir'd, 

1  Haftc 
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lafte  to  her  Cell  (he  fi|ll  of  Ardoqfs  made, 
Ind  try'd  in  Hymn  he*  Spirit  to  unlade. 

My  Jefus  at  *  Hymn  I  aim, 
But  flop,  when  I  my  Jefus  Name, 
Xove,  Joy,  Hop?,  R*I*ni&  2«1>  Ddlre, 
In  dear  My  Jefus  co-confpire, 
That  I  niy  Jefus  ftill  repeat, 
Which  overpow  rs  poetkk  Heat. 

Should  Prophets,  and  fcojild  Ppets  joii^ 
Aflifted  by  the  Quire  divine,  v 
Q  they  no  Poem  could  indite, 
Which  of  my  Jefus  reach'd  the  Height, 
O  none  but  the  Co-boundlefc  Dovey 
Can  of  my  Jefus  found  the  Love. 

Blefr4  Spirit,  pardon  me,  if  pain'd, 
That  all  my  Powers  are  too  reftrain'd* 
They  Aid  too  feeble  to  me  bring, 
When  of  my  Jefus  I  would  fiug  ; 
O  ftretch  my  Powers,  my  Loye  fublime, 
Till  to  due  pitch  of  Hymn  it  climb. 

Or  if  my  Powers  can  never  rife, 
To  jqft  Poetick  Sacrifice, 
Q  of  my  Jefus  may  I  feel, 
More  loye  than  Numbers  can  reveal, 
Love  bpft  my  Jefus  comprehends, 
^Jip.aU  Potfidc  flight  tranfeends. 

Q,  2  Though 
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Though  here  my:  Powers  too  {canty  are, 
I  cannot  of  juft  Hymn  defpair, 
Thou  me,  my  Jefus  9  deft  invite, 
To  thy  fupernal  Realm  of  Light, 
When  of  my  Manfion  there  pofiefs'd, 
With  grace  oT  Hymn  I  fhall  bd  bUfsL 

\ 

Yet  here  my  Love  makes  faint  Efiays, 
My  Jefus  in  love  Hymns- to  praife, 
When  Hymn  and  Love  I  finking  find, 
My  Jefus  elevates  my  Mind, 
My  Jefus  ftill  is  in  my  Eyes,        -  <. 
That  Name  frefh  LoVe  and  Hymn  iupplies. 

Jefus  in  pard  ning  Rays  on  Pfynhe  fliin'd, 
And  to  his  Mother  s  Likenefs  her  refin  d, 
Frefli  Tears  of  Joy  then  trickled  from  her  Eyes, 
Her  Heart  felt  ftrong,  and  fweet  Propenfions  rife. 
Jefus  ftill  bright'ning  more  and  more  his  Beams, 
She  to  her  utmoft  Stretch  in  Love  out  ftreams, 
Long  fhe  enjoy 'd  Reciprocations  dear, 
She  was  all  Love,  Defire,  Joy,  am'rous  Tear, 
My  Love,ftie  cry  d,  but  then  no  more  could  f  peak, 
Into  no  Words  fhe  could  her  Paflion  break,  # 
My  Love,  IhecryM,  then  ftopp'd,  then  try'd  again. 
Till  Love  no  longer  iilent  could  remain,  • 
My  L  ovc,  O  all  .my  Powers  to  thee  incline, 
My  Love,  my  Love,  I  am  entirely  thine^ 
My  Heart  a  Holocauft  to  thee  afpires 
In  Love,  which  thy  dear  Love  Geleftial  fires, 
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Jcfil,  I  more  would  fay,  I  more  would  Love, 
Supply  Love's  Wants  by  thy  co-gracious  Dove, 
Silent  Are  kneel'd,  her  "Love  the  while*  or  glow'd, 
With  Ardours  ftrong,  or  in  fiyveet  Languors  flow'd* 

Dear  Jefus  pleas'd  with  the  en$m  ring  Sight 
Sent  from  the  Realm  of  boundlefs  Love  and  LightV 
The  Love-diffufing  Spirit,  whoimprefsd, 
The  Image  of  lov  cl  Jefus  on  her  Brea$? 
His  Crofs,  and  all  Inflammatives  divine,  . 
Which  in  his  Love  endearingly  combine, 
Into  my  Heart,  which  open  ftands,  fhe  cry'd? 
Enter  my  Jefus,  and  with  me  abide* 
Thou  hadft  on  Earth  no  Place  thy  Head  to  lay, 
See  here  my  Heart  which  importunes  thy  Stay,  . 
Enter,  dear  Lord,  O  let  us  never  part, 
Thou  haft  the  fole  PofTeiTion  of  my  Heart, 
Give  me  thy  Self  my  Love,  for  thou  haft  me? 
O  may  our  Loves  indifToluble  be ! 
The  gracious  Dovs  into  her  Soul  inftill'd, 
That  her  Defire  lov'd  Jejus  had  fulfilled, 
Jefus  fijrft  lov'd,  Ihe  Love  for  Love  repaid, 
In  mutual  Love  was  the  dear  Union  made, 
She  from  that  Moment  Jefus9  Spoufe  commenc'd? 
And  Jefus  to  his  Spoufe  frefti  Love  difpene'd, 
She  then  a  Life  Angelical  began, 
Lov'd,  joy'd  in  nothing,  but  to  Hymn  God-man,' 
Wifliing  all  Souls  would  her  dear  Rivals  be, 
And  love  her  Spoufe  as  much,  or  more  than  ftie. 

My  Love,  fhe  cry'd,  is  mine,  I  his,  I  claim 
All  that  is  ftil'd  by  my  beloved's  Name. 
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His  Love,  his  Grace,  his  Merits,  and  his  Aid, 

All  that  he  on  the  Crofi  for  Sinners  paid, 

liis  Spirit,  Pray'rs,  Blifi,  God-head,  all  aietnin^ 

All  to  beatify  my  Soul  combine  ; 

But  what  returns  can  I  to  Jefm  make, 

Nothing  but  Love,  and  SufFring  for  his  fake : 

Come  all  ye  Torments  Tyrants  can  invent* 

Come  all  which  Martyrs  ever  underwent, 

I'll  fuffer  all,  by  Jefns  Love  fuftain'd, 

And  triumph  moft,  when  moft  acutely  pain'd, 

How  Ihtort  will  this  of  Love  unbounded  fell } 

But  my  dear  heav'nly  Spoufe  knows  'tis  my  all,  ' 

O  wond'rotis  Love,  Which  flows  in  Oceans  out, 

And  yet  accepts  Love-drops  from  Hearts  devout! 

As  the  blefc'd  Mother,  who  took  high  Delight^ 
•To  fee  her  Son  difplay  his  faving  Might, 
Yet  for  his  Wrongs  would  with  her  Tears  condole, 
And  daily  felt  the  Sword  run  thro*  her  Soul, 
Thus  Tfyche  joy'd  on  God's  dear  Love  to  mufe, 
Yet  oft  her  Love  would  in  foft  Tears  diffufe, 
•Ere  to  have  griev'd  fuch  Lotfe,  her  Spirit  pierc'd, 
When  tender  Confcience  with  her  love  converse!,. 
But  God  toraife  freftiLove,  and  Tears  adulfe, 
To  fweet  Retirement  gave  her  Love  Impulfe, 

Jefu,  my  Love,  for  I  muft  ftyfe  theefo, 
Son»  Zw>  where  I  beft  may  love  thee  (hew, 
Where  from  this  Poilbnous  World  I  may  retire^ 
With  undiverted  Thought  to  thee  afpire, 
Where  I  may  keep  lovd  Magdalen  in  Eye, 
And  learn  ot  her,  in  loving  much  to  die. 

Wher« 
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Where eer  thoo art,  tis  Heav'n  to  live  with  thee* 
From  the  approach  of  fenfual  Rivals  free. 
Should'ftThou  once  more  into  the  Wild  retreat, 
There  would  I  dwell  at  my  Beloved  s  Feet* 
To  hear  him  fpeak,  to  feel  his  gracious  Beajji, 
Where  a  whole  Age  would  fcarce  a  Minute  feem , 
My  Meat  Ihould  be  to  do  thy  Heav'nly  Wjllf 
Or  gracious  Words  which  from  thylips  diftill 
My  Drink,  the  living  Waters,  which  thy  Saints* 
Drink  to  their  fill  from  thee  without  Reftraints, 
Drink  never  drawn  from  the  Samarian  Wells, 
Which  Canaan's  Wine,  Milk,  Hany,  far  eicells: 
The  Soul,  who  takes  within  thy  (hadow  reft, 
And  taftes  thy  Fruit,  Ah,  flipuld  fhe  be  a  gueft, 
At  Babylon  s  proud  King's  luxurious  Feaft, 
Made  of  the  Choiceft  dainties  of  the  Eaft, 
%  Would  ftarve  and  pine  and  Solitary  be, 
Hungring  and  Thirfting  only  after  thee. 

Great  God  to  Lovers  no  good  thing  denies, 
But  grants  their  Pray'rs,  e'er  they  to  Hcav'n  arife^ 
His  Wifdom,  what  but  cafiial  feem'd,  ordaiu'd, 
By  which  his  vot'ry  foon  her  wifti  obtain'd. 

For  as  the  Morning  Office  once  was  clos'd, 
And  Mourners  for  their  Cells  themfelves  difpos'd, 
They  heard  loud  knocking  at  the  Caftiegrte, 
And  in  the  Hall  for  fome  new-comer  wait, 
The  Gate  was  by  Modejiq  open'd  wide,  » 
But  fhe  no  Perfon  prefcnt  there  defcryd* 
When  on  a  fudden,  where  the  Mourners  ftaid, 
Two  fplendid  Clouds  a  Solemn  Entrance  made. 
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Both  with  a  Brightnefs  fo  benign  appear'd* 
That  they  by  all  were  rev'renc  dmore  thaitfearM, 
Both  Shivers  of  the  Cloud  celeftial  feem'd, 
Which  o'er  God  s  Houfe  at  Dedication  ftream'd, 
Or  Heliques  of  the  Majeftatick  Cloud, 
Which  cGd  of  oMthe  Sbecbinab  enfhrow'd : 
One  of  the  Clouds  they  parted  faw  in  two, 
And  from  its  Womb,  to  their  amazed  View,  \ 
Game  forth  a  Virgin,  who  with  Saint-like  Grace^ 
Saluted  all  the  Mourners  on  the  Place, 

.  Her  Eagles  Wings  dropp'd  off  as  forth  (he  ftept, 
Which  file  took  c^re  lhould  be  fecurely  kept, 
Her  Guardian  from  the  other  Cloud  retired, 
And  l;oth  the  Clouds  in  common  Air  eypir'd, 
But  as  the  Mourners  on  the  Virgin  gazjd, 
Each  in  her  Heart  felt  loft  Companion  rais'd? 
And  num'rous  Wounds  the  lovely  Virgin  bled, 
A  Rock  would  at  that  Objedt  Tears  have  Ihed. 
(Officious  Mourners  would  have  Salves  apply'4, 
She  paid  her  Than|es,  and  prefent  Aid  deny'd, 
Beg'd  they  would  lead  her  to  the  Chapel  Door : 
And  leave  her  there  God'sGoodnefs  to  ipiploje, 
They  yielded,  yet  their  Mind?  impatient  ftaid, 
To  hear  the  ftory  oi  the  loyely  Maid* 
Thle  Virgin  proftrate  on  the  Pavement  falls, 

•  pod's  gracious  Wonders  wrought  for  her  recall^ 
She  lov  d,ihe  praisd,  Ihe  joy'd,  ador  d,  admir'd, 
All  He&v'uly  Paflions  in  her  Soul  confpif  d, 
Till  iicightned  into  Rapture,  as  ftie  arofe, 
She  ftooa  towards  Heavn  ere£t,  in  fweet  repofc 

Mean 
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Mean  while  her  Angel,  in  Angelick  Speech, 
Hafted  the  CafUe-Guardian  to  befeech, 
To  truft  tl?e  Bojp  of  Ointment  to  his  Care, 
Left  as  a  Monumental  Relick  there, 
By  Magdalen,  fellow  to  that  itie  fhed 
On  our  Redeemers  facred  Feet  and  Head, 
Lodg'd  with  devout  Sophronia^  and  to  none, 
But  to  the  Guardian  and  Sophroma  known. 
The  Guardian  warn  d,  it  was  God's  Will,  compile*, 
And  ftrait  her  Angel,  to  the  Chapel  flios, 
From  either  Wingheplijck'd  his  fofteft  Plum§ 
Waving  it  top  ^nd  fro  in  the  Perfume, 
With  that  he  gently  toueh'd  her  bleeding  Sores, 
To  Soundnefs  and  to  Beauty  hpr  rpftores, 
Defcending  from  her  Rapture  fQonJhefelt, 
Her  ple^fing  Cure,  the  fweet  Perfume  fhe  finelt, 
But  when  the  Story  of  the  Box  file  knew, 
Her  rajpture  then  was  ready  to  renew, 
Thus  Saints  are  wont  for  deareft  Jefys  fake. 
Of  his  own  Oil  of  Gladnefs  to  partake. 

Her  Angel  when  the  wondrous  Cure  was  made, 
Returned  the  Box,  and  thanks  Angelick  paid, 
The  Guardian  the  Saints  Story  then  defires, 
Which  in  a  train  of  Thoughts  he  ftrait  infpires, 
Then  haftes  to  watch,  where  his  dear  Charge  repos'd, 
Whom  laid  to  reft,  he  in  his  Wings  enclos'd, 
The  Guardian  with  Delight  the  Train  imbib'd, 
And  to  the  Mourner?  thus  in  Speech  defcrib'd. 


PP0R: 
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*     BOOK  IV, 

TH  E  Virgin  yon  have  fccn,  Fbilotbea  ftyW, 
Is  Jefus  Spoufe,  and  God  s  beloved  Child, 
Her  grace  Baptifinal  chaftly  ihe  retains, 
And  with  no  reigning  Sin  her  Spirit  ftains, 
Yet  fearful  in  the  World  of  ghoftly  Harms* 
She  piay'd  to  fly  to  her  dear  Mother's  Arms  5 
To  blefi'd  Ecclefa  Mother  of  the  Souls, 
Whom  Jefus  in  his  Book  of  Life  enrolls; 
That  #ie  her  Daughter  to  retreat  might  fend, 
In  Hymn  and  Love  her  Life  fecure  to  fpend, 
And  Dying  might  begin  a  Song  of  Love, 
To  laft  to  its  Doxology  above : 
With  deep  Humility*  and  Will  refign'd, 
She  to  the  gracious  Throne,  thus  fang  her  Mind. 

When  firft  my  Heart,  thou  Lord,  didft  melt, 
And  of  thy  Love  one  Gleam  I  felt : 
Ola  thoufand  Worlds  wou'd  give, 
In  an  eternal  Gleam  to  live  : 
If  fuch  high  Joys  are  in  one  tranfient  Gleam, 
What  are  the  Joys,  of  the  unbounded  Stream  ? 

The  more  my  God  thy  Love  I  know, 
I  of 'my  Heart  more  jealous  grow  : 
My  Heart !  Ah !  Woe  is  me,  too  prone 
Some  hurtful  Paffion  to  enthrone  : 
In  all  Eve's  Daughters  Pravity  inbred, 
Creates  of  my  weak  felf  a  conftant  Dread. 

My  . 


My  Faith  which  firm  on  thee  (hould  ftay, 

By  Arrows  it  allur'd  to  ftray : 

My  Love  which  ihouM  be  wholly  thine, 

h  apt  tow'rde  Rivals  to  decline 
There's  no  Propenficm  of  my  Mind,  05  Will, 
But  baited  is  by  lime  infidious  111.  3  * 

My  Faith  and  Love  ftem  now  fineere, 

I  pray,  I  long,  to  perfeVere  j 

But  if  thou  doll  not  both  uphold. 

Faith  will  decay,  and  Love  grow  cold  1 
And  I  no  fooner  from  my  Knees  (hall  rife, 
But  both  will  be  in  Danger  of  Surprife, 

Thou  doft  Support,  by  pflomufd  Might, 

Eeclejia,  in  her  ghoftly  Fight, 

Truth  and  Saintihip  with  her  Reft, 

O  may  I  with  her  Sight  be  blefs'd  1 
She'll  (hew  fome  Manfioo,  where  I  may  retire, 
To  keep  Faith  always  firm,  and  Love  on  Fixe. 

God  heard,  and  to  her  Guardian  Warning  fiat 
TbylaSer  ftyi'd,  to  further  her  Intent ; 
A  cloud  her  Angel  form'd  of  Force,  and  Size, 
Like  that,  on  which  the  Witnefles  (hall  rife, 
When  they  on  Earth  have  their  full  Period  fpent^ 
And  ihall  to  Heav  n  make  viiible  Afcent  •» 
The  Saint  embarking  in  the  Cloud,  it  rofe 
As  fat  <s  Sarth  9  magnetick  Virtue  goes j 


Then 
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Then  fefter  than  it  rofe,  it  funward  dropp'd, 
Till  at  the  folar  Orb  its'Courfe  was  ftoppd: 
It  was  a  Cloud  of  Dark,  clofe- woven  Shade, 
And  of  the  fame  impervious  Subftance  made, 
With  thofe,  which  fbmetimct  mafk  the  folar  Flame, 
Or  thofe  of  yhich  the  Angels  us'd  to  frame 
God's  Chariot  and  Pavilion  in  the  Sphear, ' 
Through  which  no  folar  Radiance  could  appear  : 
The  Side  unfccwh'd,  FbyU8cr  then  unclos'd, 
And  the  dark  Side,  to  folar  Heat  oppos'd. 

Philotbea  through  her  thick  aerial  Cafe, 
Felt  from  a  tender  Hand  3  foft  Embrace  h 
And  looking  out  at  the  clear  open  Side, 
She  in  Eedefias  Arms  her  felf  efpy'd: 
Twas  the  fame  Woman,  whom  Lord  John  of  Old, 
Exalted  was  in  Rapture  to  behold  : 
The  Spoufe  of  God,  from  fenfual  Taints  refind, 
To  God  s  fole  Love  immutably  refigp'd  : 
Upon  the  changing  Moon  (he  few  her  tread, 
A  Crown  of  twice  fix  Stars  adornd  her  Head  j  ' 
The  radiant  Sun  ftie  for  her  Mantle  wore, 
And  had  of  amiable  Graces  ftore. 
While  bloody  Perfecution  kept  the  Sway, 
God  gave  her  Eagles  Wings  to  fly  away  3 
She  in  the  Defart  fafe  from  Storm  rejnain'd, 
But  Calm  returning,  fhe  her  Height  regained : 
She  is  the  Mother  of  the  Heavn-born  Race^ 
To  God  devoted  by  baptifmal  Grace  : 
fhilothca,  in  her  Bofbm  felt  fweet  Reft, 
£ike  John,  wheu  learning  on  his  Saviour's  £reaft. 
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The  Saint  her  Benedidtfon  humbly  pray'd, 
And  (he  her  facred  Hands  upon  her  laid  j 
She  knew,  flie  thither  by  Gods  Guidance  caine, 
That  Ihe  her  Faith  micjht  fix,  her  Love  enflame  5 
With  God's  preventing  Grace  (he  ftill  comply  d, 
And  the  dear  Mother  jbyM,  her  Child  to  guide  * 
As  blef&d  Elijah  pray'd  his  Servant's  Eye, 
Might  be  fublim'd  the  Angels  to  defcry, 
Thus  flie  pray  d  Gdd  Pbilotbeaz  Eyes  to  clear, 
That  ghoftly  Things  might  to  her  View  appear,  - 
From  fenfual  Films  when  free  d,  Ihe  faw  ftrange 

(Sights 

Of  fep  rate  Souls,  and  Angels  num'rous  Flights  j 
And  ev  ry  Soul,  who  foar  d  to  blifs  that  Day, 
Flew  to  falute  Ecclejia  by  the  Way : 
While  flie  congratulating  their  Releafe, 
Xiave  their  bright  Vehicles  the  Kifs  of  Peace : 
All  in  their  Speed  to  the  celeftial  Sphear, 
Flew  linging  Songs,  which  rapt  Pbilotheas  Ear : 
O  rapturous  Tweet  Songs,  the  Virgin  cry'd, 
They  are  the  Songs  of  Sion  flie  replyd  $ 
Hymns  fung  below,  the  Saints  in  Blifs  recite,' 
Hymns,  the  Employment  in  the  Realm  of  Light  $ 
The  Saints  in  all  the  Churches,  ling  the  lame, 
Or  at  fweet  Sion's  Style,  in  hymning  aim. 
Look  tow'rds  Earth's  Central  fpot,  that  lofty 

(Ground, 

Is  Siov9  with  a  ftately  Temple  crown'd  : 
There  David's  City  flood,  there  he  retir* d, 
To  be  with  Hymn  feven  Times  a  Day  inlfcxril  j 

There 
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There  to  his  Harp,  he  Gmg  celeftial  8tt*ifl% 
The  Place  his  hymning  Spirit  ftill  retains, 
His  Euchariftick  Feaft  there  Jefus  eat, 
There  he  vouchfaf d  to  wafti  his  Votry  s  Feet ; # 
'There  valedidtory  Difcourfes  made, 
Gave  Promife  of  the  Spirit's  mighty  Aid  : 
There  Jefus  rifen  to  his  Friends  appeared, 
And  from  Defpondencies  their  Spirits  rear'd  % 
There Jefus9  gracious  Promife  was  fulfilled, 
.There  th'  Holy  Ghoft  his  wond'rous  Gifts  inftillU 
There  the  Difciples  in  the  Tray  tor's  Room, 
Were  mov'd  by  Lots  Matthias  to  aflume : 
There  Saints  of  huiphle  James  by  common  Vvk% 
For  Salens  paffral  Chair,  made  happy  Choice : 
There  Stepheiti  who  the  Martyr's  Crown  firft  gaifd, 
With  his  fix  Brethren  Deacons  were  ordain'd  i 
Th9  Apoffles  fat  in  Council  There*  to  guide 
The  Church,  and'doubts  Important  to  decide. 
There  fiands  the  upper  Room,  where  Day  by  Day, 
Saints  met,  to  take  immortal  Bread,  and  Prey  : 
For  confluential  Confecrations  fam'd, 
There  Faith  will  beft  be  fixVI,  and  Love  enflamfij. 
.  Blefs'd  Mother,  laid  Pbilotbea,  O  that  I 
Might       reach,  on  Sion  live  and  die* 
Kind  Guardian  I  your  Charity  intreat. 
To  lend  me  Wings,  the  Voyage  to  cojnpleat  § 
HbyL&tr  could  not  but  her  Aim  commend, 
v  But  he  had  no  fuperftuous  Wings  to  lend  * 
Yet  fixing  on  the  £agle*$  Wings  his  View, 
Q»  which  ixdtfia  to  her  Shelter  flew, 
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He  beg'd  that  fee  the  idle  Wings  might  fpare, 
To  waft  her  to  fwect  5wf  through  the  Air, 
And  by  fome  Angfcl  who  ihou'd  fly  that  Road* 
The  Wings  ihou'd  be  reftor'd  to  her  Abode : 
The  tender  Mother  yields,  the  Angel  try'd, 
To  fix  them  on,  oerjoy'd  to  be  her  Guide. 
EccUfia  vciFd  her  in  a  fplendid  GoikI, 
To  pafs  unfeen,  if  needful,  through  the  Crowd : 
Twas  of  the  like  etherial  Shape  compos  d, 
With  that,  ill  which  her  Angel  was  enclos'd  t 
But  'ere  the  Saint  began  to  Wings  to  wave, 
The  holy  Mother  thefe  wife  Counfels  gave. 

Confult  Macaria,  Paftor  of  the  Place, 
Enrich'd  by  God  with  apoftolick  Grace, 
His  Doctrine,  and  his  Virtue  both  are  pure, 
Sk  Guidance  will  your  Faith  and  Lovefecure* 
God's  Lovelinefs  ihines  with  fo  bright  a  Ray, 
That  Saints  in  Loving  never  mils  their  Way ; 
High  Myfteries  are  overfpread  with  Cloud, 
Hard  to  the  Difputatious,  and  the  Proud  ^ 
The  humble  Lover  comprehends  them  beft, 
Content  with  what  lov'd  Jefns  had  exprefs'd, 
Abftrufer  Truths  ftie  waits  to  have  explaia'd, 
When  beatifick  Vifion  is  attain'd : 
Love,  and  entirely  in  lov'd  God  confide, 
The  God  of  Truth  is  ev'ry  Lover's  Guide, 
The  Faith  primaeval  Study,  and  attend 
To  none,  who  God's  pure  Word  with  Novels  blend  \ 
True  Love,  on  the  lov'd  God  of  Truth  idi«, 
And  human  Dictates  never  deifies ; 
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To  Idve,  dear  Child,  to  love  your  Powqrs  apply, 
In  Love  all  evangelick  Treaflirerf  lye  j 
Give  God  yolir  fkll  Propenlion  be  fincere; 
Perfe&ion  is  rfeferv'd  for  Vifion  clear  : 
Sweet  Jefui  to  efpoufe  your  Spirit  deigns, 
Keep  your  Love  chafte,  abhor  adult'rous  Stains  i 
Satan  with  Fraud  and  Force  will  you  way-lay, 
Yet  cannot  harm  you  while  you  watch  and  p»y< 

Think  how  Saints  fpend  Eternity  above^ 
In  beatifick  Sight,  Hymn,  Joy,  and  Love  2 
Saints  militant  ftiou'd  imitate  below,  • 
All  that  they  of  the  Saints  triumphant  know,  ■ 
While  militant,  and  peaceable  they  are, 
They  live  in  humble  Tears,  and  fervent  Pfayr*: 
On  Earth,  fix  d  Meditation  £erves  for  Sight, 
In  both  Lives,  Hymn  and  Love  are  thek  Delight 
Virginity's  a  Heav  illy  tender  Grace, 
Connatural  to  the  angelick  Race : 
Learn'd  from  God-man,  and  his  pure  Mother  befl, 
The  Grace  which  filthy  Spirits  moll  deteft  * 
A  thoufand  Snares  to  lure  you  will  be  laid, 
Which  Jefus  will  alTift  you  to  evade. 

Child,  wear  this  Ring,  for  your  dear  Mothers 


Of  Danger  fore  Discoveries  to  make : 
As  Aaron  when  pontifically  drefrd, 
He  with  the  hallow'd  Diamond  on  his  Breaft  ? 
Enter'd  the  holieft  Place,  the  State  foon  knew* 
tOf  Jfrael,  cafting  on  the  Gem  his  View 


(Sake, 
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It  Was  bright  fhining,  if  they  pleas'd  their  God, 
If  finful,  Wade*,  rei,  if  they  dar'd  his  Rod. : 
This  EmVatf.thus  will  all  its  Brightnefi  loofe, 
When  Men  approach  their  Poyfon  to  infiife, 
Keep  on  itt  Colttlir  ftill  a  fteddy  Eye,  r 
You'll  all  Qccafions  of  Pollution  fly*  : 

Dear  Child,  file  melting  cry'd,  than'bad  Farfewel, 
Fhilotkea  at  her  Feet  for  Bleflings  fell, 
Ecclefa  rais'd  her  in  her  Arms  enclos'd, 
They  kifsiv  alid  in  protra&ed  Kifi  reposM  : 
Love  co-tranfpiring,  with  a  ftrbng  Defoe, 
To  then*  eternal'Unidn  to  afpire 
I  in  your  Arms,-  the  Saint  feid*  fain  Would  ftay, 
But,  fince  you  them  unclofe,  I  muft  away  5 
When  frbm  ^fhis  Flefh  my  Spirit  lhall  be  free'd, 
ril  you  falute,  as  I  to  Glory  fpeed. 
The  Guardian  here*  fiop'd  by  the  Chapel  Bell, 
Deferred  till  a  fit  time  the  reft  to  tell. 

Vbilothea,  when  refrefhM  by  her  Repofe, 
Into  the  Hall  to  thank  the  Motirners  goes, 
Where  Ihe  an  amiable  Saint  appeard* 
And  with  divine  Difcourfe,  all  Hearts  eftdear'd  : 
She  guefs'd,  they  all  delight  in  Hymn  woud  take, 
And  out,  flie  in  a*  fudden  Tranfport  brake. 

Dear  providential  Love  my  Guide, 
Td  this  bids  d  Seat  where  Lovers  bide, 
For  my  Admittance  to  their  Quire 
A  Hymn  ijifpire. 

Vol  IV.  R  Tbe» 
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Then  taking  up  a  Lttte,  which  near,  ha  l*y* 
She  of  her  Talent  gave  this  firft  Eflajf* 

All  Praifc  to  thee,  great  Gdd  we  owe,  x 
To  thee  from  whofe  JtofpiringR  flow  v 
Our  Souls  immortal  unconfin'd*  ; 

For  He4v*n  defign'd*  ...   ■  . 

In  vain,  though  like  the  Seraphs  bright, 
ShouM  be  our  intellectual  Light  * 
Should'ft  not  thou  with  that.  Light  infldll 
Unbounded  Will. 

Will,  which  all  other  Powers  tranfcenda,.  , 
By  native  Weight  to  thee  propeads* 
And  when  Propenfion  is  entire, 
'TisLove  on  Fire. 

Love,  O  my  God,  my  Soul  efteems, 
The  deareft  of  thy  gracious  Beams, 
Saints  no  Delight  in  Life  wou  d  take, 
But  for  Loves  Sake. 

Thou  boundlefily  enam'ring  Senfe, 
Haft  of  thy  Lovelinefs  immenfe  * 
And  Souls,  who  at  Love  boundlefs  Aim, 
Hsve  God-like  Flame, 


Thj 
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Thy  Bqjttty^sfeenobfctirelj  here* 
.   Our  Souls  tianfpbrtingly  endear:, 
In  the  Attfgftives  all  combine, 
Of  Love  diving 

Soft  Yearnings  of  a  Father  mild, 
On  his  loft  miferable  Child. 
(Sod-man  Who  fuflerM  Pangs  extreme* 
Foes  to  redeem. 

Hie  Hbv'tings  of  the  gracious  Dove, 
To  lire,  and  fuel  HeaVnly  Love, 
Rewards,  which  utmoft  Thought  exceed* 
For  Love  decreed. 

Love  was  God's  Native,  prime  Detf gn,  • 
In  mutual  Love  with  Souls  to  joyn  i 
But  Cod  and  Souls,  Sin  difunites, 
And  hate  excites. 

O  helplefs !  0  tremendous  State* 
Of  Souls,  who  God  all  lovely  hate  j 
By  like  Averfion  Angels  fell, 
To  people  Hell. 

. 

To  loVe  thee  Lord  fure  human  kifld* 
Need  not  by  thee  to  be  injoyn'd : 
AH  who  thy  Love  but  dimly  know, 
Muft  Lovers  grow* 
R  a 
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Rewards,  AttradHves,  ObjeS,  £id, 
Love  irrefiftably  perfwade  * 
Yet  Love  to  raife  a  gentle  Awe 
Became  a  Law. 

Of  Laws,  the  deareft  and  the  beft, 
The  Happinefi  of  Spirits  blefs'd : 
Saints  here  thofe  Honrs  they  fpend  in  Love, 
Tafte  Joys  above. 

That  I  fhould  Jove  thee  is  thy  Will, 
Which  I  live  longing  to  fulfil  ^ 
Since  Lord  in  Love  we  both  confpire, 

Keep  bright  the  Fire- 
Fire,  which  with  fuch  fweet  Force  may  burn, 
That  ev'n  my  Afties  in  my  Urn, 
\ow  rds  thee,  may  till  the  Day  of  Doom, 
Like  Incenfe  fume. 

The  Song  fweet  holy  Admiration  rais'd, 
All  Go4,  for  dear  Philotbeas  coming  prais'djj 
She  gain'd  each  Sifters  Heart,  as  well  as  Ear, 
All  long'd  of  Love  divine  more  Songs  to  hear  : 
But  after  her  to  fing  no  Sifter  dar'd, 
And  each  in  Silence  to  her  Cell  repaired. 

When  yPfyche*  fin  had  bitterly  bemoan  d, 
And  Jefus  for  his  Spoufeher  Spirit  own*d  :  . 

Ai 
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As  Morning  Tides  of  Light  more  vigorous  grow, 
Till  they  up  to  full  Sea  of  Splendor  flow : 
Her  Antepafts  of  Heav  n,  thus  ftill  encreasM, 
And  gave  her  Spirit  a  perpetual  Feaft  * 
Her  Pray'rs  with  Ardency  to  God  afpir'd, 
Her  God-enamour  cl  Soul  all  'ore  was  fit'd : 
Per  Paffions,  her  Devotion  ftill  obey'd, 
She  by  no  Fears,  too  Scruples  was  difinay'd* 
Her  Heart  was  purify'd,  her  Thoughts  compos'd, 
Fervent  her  Zeal,  the  Springs  of  111  were  clos'd  3 
Her  Meditation  copious,  and  fublifne, 
She  feem'd  beatify 'd  before  her  Time  $ 
When  God  her  Reiignation  to  compleat, 
SeemM  a  while  from  her  Spirit  to  retreat. 
Our  Joys  below  Affliction  tempers  beft, 
JLeaft  we  on  this  fide  Heav'n  fhou'd  fix  our  Reft 
As  to  Tbihtbeas  Story  {he  gave  Heed, 
She  felt  her  Heart  afrefh  began  to  bleed : 
Her  Paffion  rofe,  fhe  hafted  to  her  Cell, 
"Where  up  to  Agony  fhe  felt  it  fwell,  ^ 
Her  troubled  Confcience,  had  compar'd  within, 
JEbilothea  pure,  and  Pfycbe  ftain'd  with  Sin  : 
This  rais'd  a  Tempeft  hardly  to  be  laid, 
Which  by  fad  outward  Symptoms  flie  betray'd  5 
Her  Memory  reviv'd  the  dol'rous  Senfe, 
Of  every  voluntary  pais  d  Offence. 

Her  Hours  in  filent  Angours  now  ran  wafte, 
Of  Heav  nly  Things,  fhe  loft  the  grateful  Tafte : 
All  Confolations  feem'd  away  to  fly, 
)&ev  Zeal  grew  cold,  and  Me4it#ion  dry  j 

R  3  He 


161    Pfycbe:  or,  Magddlum.  Book.  IV. 

Her  Mind  inftable,  her  Devotion  dead, 
Cares  feiz'd  her  Heart,and  impiousThoughts  her  Held 
Perplexing  Samples  gave  her  Soul  no  reft, 
And  cauflefs  Fears  her  Spirit  fore  oppreft, 
Her  Paffions  ftrove  'gainft  Reafon  to  rebell, 
She  feem'd  to  drop  from  heav  nly  Blifs  to  Hell  \ 
When  fhe  tofing  a  Hymn,  took  up  her  Lutef 
Her  Strings  difcordant  were,  her  Tongue  was  Mute, 
Oft  fee  attempted  Grief  by  Prayr  to  vent, 
Oft  call  dher  Tears  her  mifiry  to  lament, 
Oft  fee  to  fix  her  Thought  on  God  eflayd, 
Oft  Sighs  and  Groans  fee  Summoned  to  her  Aid, 
Nor  Pray  rs,  Tears,  Thoughts,  Sighs,  Groans,  obqr 
{She  int o  qniverfal  Horror  ialls,  (her  qdk, 

Tedious  the  Day,  and  fleeplefs  was  the  Night, 
Or  if  fee  flumbrcd,  Dreams  would  her  affright, 
Her  faculties  their  Fun&ions  would  not  ply^ 
Heav'n  feem'd  all  Light,  all  Succour  to  deny. 
Thefe  only  Words  remain'd  which  oft  fee  fpake, 
My  God,  my  God,  Why  doft  thou  me  for&ke, 
The  Mourners  oft  condoling  Vilits  made, 
But  fee  ftrove  all  their  Comforts  to  evade, 

As  thus  fee  feem'dfirom  gracious  God  exIPd, 
God's  fweet  Compaflion  yearn  d  upon  his  Child, 
And  fent  good  Gratia*,  who  her  Soul  advis'cL 
And  fweetly  with  her  fbrrows  Sympathiz'd, 
Ah  /  Father,  feid  fed  Pfycbe ,  you  condole. 
And  labour  to  fupport  a  finking  Soul, 
Some  Soli  tary  Dunghill  to  me  feew> 
^Tiere  J  like  Job  may  linger  out  my  Wp^ 
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I  more  compleatly  wretched  df  the  two, 

Shall  all  his  Lamentations  far  out  do, 

Sore  Boils  create^  to  his  Body  pains. 

My  Soul  an  anguiih  more  acute  fuftains, 

His  earthly,  but  my  heavenly  Joys  are  crofs'd, 

He  the  World  only,  I  my  God  have  loft,  " 

He  his  Redeemer,  tho'  at  diftance^ey'd, 

I  once  enjoy'dmy  'Jefat  Crucify  M, 

But  Jcfus  of  his  Love  has  ibb  bereft, 

His  Crofs  he  only  to  my  Soul  has  left, 

Ah  !  had  he  left,  his  Refignation  too* 

I  not  fo  much  .fbbuld  his  loft-  Prefence  rue, 

But  Words  fall  ihort,  this  oaly  I  can  (ay, 

My  God  is  gone,  my  Love  is  fled  away ; 

Had  God  withdrawn,  and  lcit  his  Love  behind* 

Love  in  his  Abfence  would  havechetfVi  ray  Ifiiai^ 

But  God  and  Love,  my  Spirit  both  defect,. 

I  no  one  amfceus  Languour  can  exert, 

God  is  ftill  lovely  when  be  hides  his  Face,  , 

J  in  Define,  fhould  fly  to  his  Embrace,  ■ 

But  a  dead  Palfy  has  benuiirdr  my  Heart, 

I  fcarce  can  one  Ejaculation  dart. 

O  Daughter,  laid  gpod  Gratian,  grieve  no  more;, 
They  may  love  God,  who  wlant  of  Lovedeplore, 
You  venial  Infelicities  bewail, . 
And  your  laps'd  Nature  biame,  becaufe  'tis  frail, 
Were  your  Zeal  cold,  you  would  indifferent  grow. 
Whether  you  Ihbuld  abandon  God,  or  no, 
Your  Meditation  which  exhaufted  feems, 
Will  foon  gufb  out  in  overflowing  ftreafflfc 

&4  A 
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A  various  Temper  conftant  may  abide,  • 
We  then  inftable  are,  when  we  backflide, 
Low  tranfient  Cares  may  on  your  Spirit  float,  ; 
While  you  your  Sovereign  care  to  God -devote, 
All  impious  Thought,  when  we  withhold  amfent, 
Our  Souls  pollute  not,  tho*  they  may  Torment, 
Your  Fears  and  Scruples  fefter  when  concealed, 
But  when  they  are  difcoverM,  fobn  are  heal'd, 
Strong  Paflions  fome  Rebellions  may  maintain 
But  by  the  Saints  refilled,  never  reign,       .  Z 
Diftradtions  which  Involuntary  rife, 
No  human  A&ionsare,  but  mcer  furprife,  t 
Were  your  Devotion  dead,  it  could  Jiot  ftrive, 
Thp  very  Struggle  argues  it  alive,  ') 
The  Tempter  in  his  Rang*,  Wounds  only  thofc,  > 
"Wfhbto  his  fiery  Darts  their  Souls  expofe,  ' 
Our  Food  may  nourifli,  tho*  we  lofe  our  tafte, 
And  Love  may  live,  when  with  norelilh  grae'd. 

Blefs'd  JefM,  iinceall  Perfecution  ceas'd, 
Has  not  his  Vetoes-  from  the  Crofs  released, 
Some  he  thinks 'fit  to  try,  by  fliort  liv'd  Woes, 
Soipe  worried  are  by.  their  infernal  Foes, 
Some  daily  griev'd  with  a  deceitful  Heart, 
Others  of  Bereli&ioh  feel  the  Smart,  • 
Such  Martyrdom's  as  thefe,  the  Saints  endure, 
BleftM  Martyrdoms,  their  Graces  to  fecure,  * 
Love  always  has  the  moft  celeftial  Glofs, 
When  it  like  Jefus  hangs  upon  the  Crofs, 
Your  love  is  in  Ecclipfe,  but  not  extind, 
The  Crofs  to  Jefus  fafter  has  you  linck'd, 
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Your  heav'nly  Lover  for  a  while  retire^ 

To  raife  by  AMeence  more  enflam'd  Pefires, 

Or  he  withdrew  your  Joys  to  let  you  know, 

That  they  their  relifli  to  Affli&ion  owe,  r 

Your  Virtues  by  this  Trial  to  refine, 

Or  teach  Submifiion  to  the  Will  divine, 

Some  great  Spiritual  Danger  to  prevent, 

Or  make  you  more  on  heavnly  Things  intent, 

Your  Weaknefs  the  more  clearly  to  difclofe, 

Or  that  more  fix'd  you  flbould  on  him  repofe, 

Think  of  God-man,  out  of  pure  Love  to  you, 

Surrendered  to  the  Rage  of  Hell  and  Jew  $ 

Think  whjit  he  on  the  Croft  for  you  endur'd, 

All  inward  Sorrows  by  that  Thought  are  cur'd. 

If  by  Defertion  you  more  humble  grow, 
Or  learn  to  Value  left,  all  Things  below, 
Or  moft  efteem  God  s  Love,  'tis  a  true  Sign 
Your  derelidtion  came  from  Love  divine, 
You  like  Complaint  may  with  lov'd  Jefusmake9  • 
My  God,  my  God,  why  dpft  thou  me  forfake  ? 
This  (aid  the  filial  Map,  not  filial' God, 
When  he  of  pod's  fierce  Wrath  thp  Wine-prefi 

(trod, 

Willfenfitivp  abhpr'd  th.e  bitter  Cup, 
His  Will  Superior  chofe  to  drink  it  up, 
Ofir  mortal  Nature,  to  pur  fafe  propends, 
Our  nobler  Reafon  God  s  foie  Will  attends, 
)VTien  you  of  your  Defertion  make  Complaint, 
'Tis  utter'd  by  the  Mortal,  not  the  Saipt, 
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If  my  chafte  Heart  no  Rival  entertains, 
I  am  ftill  God's,  and  God  My  God  remains, 
•  And  if  my  Godjfre  is  my  Love,  and  none  (bemoan.. 
Whom  Love  fhall  wound,  ftiould  that  dear  Wound 
Pfycbe  reply'd,  O  let  Love  wound  me  ftill, 
Till  I  all  o'er  am  Wound,  if  'tifr  Love's  Will, 
The  Good  Man  then  retiring  for  a  while, 
On  mournful  ffyche,  Heav'n  began  to  finile. 

The  Mourners  who  to  Oration  had  refign'd,  ' 
The  Cure  of  TfycWs  fore  afflided  Mind,  • 
Begg'd  the  fair  Saint  to  enter  her  retreat, 
To  drop  foft  Comforts  in  her  Language  fweet, 
And  while  Pbilothea  with  fad  Pfyche  ftaid,  - 
Their  Guardian  they  importunately  pray?d,  " 
Of  the  Saint's  Story  to  relate  the  reft 
As  yet  untold,  whoanfwer'd  their  Requeft.  * 

Angel  and  Saint  took  Whig,  and  in  their  Flight, 
They  ftoppM,  beholding  an  amazing  Sights 
Cfurs"d  Satan,  who  had  various  Ways  devisM, 
How  that  dear  Jeftu'  Spoufe  might  be  furpris'd, 
About  the  Region,  as  his  Eyes  he  caft^ 
Saw  an  old  Clinick  breathing  out  his  laft, 
And  his  evocatory  Fiends  enjoin'd, 
Whom  he  to  tare  away  his  Soul  affign  d,  ; 
By  the  precarious  Power  he  claiitfd  of  Death, 
When  thronging  round  him,  to  protraft  his  Breath, 
Till  they  Phihtbea  faw,  then  kill  outright, 
To  meet  FhilaSer  in  the  airy  Height, 
Juft  as  the  Clinielu  Guardian  pafs'd  with  Ipeed, 
fo  waft  the  dead  Man's  Soul,  from  Matter  freed, 

While 
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While  his  curs'd  Troops  in  cloudy  Amkufh  lay, 
From  his  kind  Wings  to  tare  the  Soul  away. 
The  whole  Defign  was  by  the  Tempter  hid, 
He  knew  PbylaSer  would  the  Guardian  aid, 
And  aiding,  while  the  Saint  alone  remainVI,       •  ' 
His  baneful  Projeft  might  with  safe  be  gainM, 
To  keep  his  Charge  the  Guardian  took  due  caw 
While  thus  upbraided  by  the  Prince  of  Air,  1 

What  Spirit  do  I  fee,  who  thus  prefumes, 
To  fave  the  Soul,  which  Heav'ato  Topbet  dooms ! 
Say,  Are  you  one  of  us  who  bntvely  fell, 
Why  do  you  then  againft  our  Realm  rebell  > 
One  of  the  Heav  nly  Hoft,  you  cannot  be, 
Who  thus  contend  a  hanTned  Wretch  to  free, 
His  Climaaerick  he  in  Vice  has  paft, 
JJe'er  (aid  aMiferere  till  his  laft, 
Till  he  faw  Death  prepaid  tc  give  the  Stroke, 
He  was  too  Stubborn  God-head  to  ihvoke, 
Should  the  Triune,  lave  fuch  a  Wretch  as  this, 
Devils  will  plead  to  be  reftor  d  to  Blxfi, 
If  you  are  Angel,  quit  this  Soul  for  fhame, 
Hell  to  the  Wretch  has  much  the  jiifter  Claim, 
The  Angel  with  a  Zeal  difdeignfull,  meek, 
like  Michael,  mildly  thus  began  to  fpeak.  . 

Fall'n  Cherub,  whom  I  once  in  Beams  beheld, 
Which  all  the  other  Cherubs  for  eicel'd, 
But  O  how  changed  /  you  pity  would  excite,  . 
But  fince  God  damn'd  you  to  eternal  Night, 
His  Juftice  we  adore,  his  praife  proclaim,* 
Who  thus  tooje  Vengeance  worthy  of  JrisName^ 

In 
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In  vain  God's  boundlefs  Mercy  you  oppofe, 

To  purchafe  Augmentation  of  your  Woes, 

This  Soul,  whoa  Lifelong  and  vitious  led, 

Had  his  Heart  broken  on  his  dying  Bed, 

*Hs  not  impoflible  when  Death  appears, 

For  Cliniclra  to  ftied  penitential  Tears. 

Delay  is  dangerous  then,  Repentance  rare, 

The  good  Thief  pard  ned  yet  prevents  defpair, 

Againft  the  Force  of  all  your  dark  Aby  fs, 

Fll  waft  my  Charge  to  everlafting  Blifs.         •  T 

Then  in  one  Arm  his  Charge  he  fafe  enclosed, 

And  with  the  other  Arm  the  Fiend  oppos'd, 

His  Sword  of  heav'nly  Flame  as  out  he  drew, 

The  ambufcade  of  Devils  on  him  flew, 

PhylaSer  paffing  jby,  the  odds  furvey'd,  ■" 
And  ftops,  to  give  his  Brother  Angel  aid, 
Mean  while  to  Tbabor  guides  Pbilotbeas  Eye, 
That  thither  while  they  fought,  the  Saint  might  fly, 
In  one  of  the  three  Oratories  there, 
During  his  Abfence  to  perpetuate  Pray?r, 
Satan  with  Clouds  precipitated  Night, 
On  the  Saint  now  alone  to  wreek  his  fpite, 
Pbilothea,  on  the  Mount  the  Temples  fpy'd, 
And  for.  a  while  laid  Cloud  and  Wings  afide, 
>Ere  fhc  pne  Temple  reach'd ,  the  Fiend  who  flew 
Behind  her  all  the  Way,  appeared  in  View, 
Clad  in  a  Vehicle  new  form'd  of  Air, 
To  ape  what  he  had  feen  Pbylafter  wear, 
?Twas  hard  for  unfufpicious  Eyes  in  Night, 
£0  know  the  JFaUp  PhylaSer  from  the  Right, 

Fai? 
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• 

Fair  one  he  faid,  the  Fav'rite  Saint  cmtogh,  : 
On  whom  Blefc'd  Mary  cafts  a  jealous  Eye, 
The  Soul  is  refold,  and  the  Fiends  fubdu'd, 
And  'tis  high  time  our  Flight  fliould  bepurfird, 
Thus  haft'ned,  .flie  of  Wings,  Cloud,  Ring,  ne'er 

(thought 

He  Pfyche,  as  he,  Jefus  once  upcaught, 
And  roving  too  and  fro  along  the  Skies, 
He  with  the  Saint  to  Liban  Foreft  flies:  %  r 

?Twas  now  the  Hour  when  Savage  Beafts  awake, 
And  Hunger  bit,  t&eir  murd'rous  Ranges  take, 
When  ili-aboding  Birds  who  hate  the  Day, 
Fly  rav'nous  o'er  the  Air,  to  hunt  for  Prey  5 
The  Land  of  Anguifli,  where  fierce  Lyons  roar, 
Where  fiery  Serpents  fly  the  Region  o'er, 
Falln  Babel,  where  the  horrid  Dragons  bide, 
And  Satyrs  dance,  infuhing  o'er  her  Pride, 
Where  Defolation  and  Confufion  reign, 
Void  of  all  Checks,  the  Horrors  to  reftrain, 
Were  quiet  Seats,  when  with  the  Wild  furveyM, 
Which  Satan  chofe  for  the  devoted  Maid, 
The  Dragon  with  Ten  Horns,  and  Seven-fold  Head, 
Could  not  excite  a  more  Tremendous  dread. 

The  difinal  Place,  and  all  the  Savage  kind,  s 
Which  in  loud  Yells,  Roars,  Howls,  and  Barkings 

G'oin'd, 

Opening  their  Throats  much  wider  by  Degrees, 
Juft  ready  feem'd  on  the  dear  Saint  to  feize, 
While  Darknefs  made  the  Terrors  more  intenfe, 
Wbid  of  all  Hope,  all  Succor,  all  Defence, 

Nothing, 


ijo    Pfycke:  6tt  Magdalum.    Book  I V. 

Nothing  O  nothing  but  the  Woes  of  Hell, 
Could  fweet  Pbilotbes's  Mifery  excel!,  ' 
She  well  affiir'd  of  Satan's  curs  d  Defign, 
Her  felf  devoted  to  the  Will  divine, 
For  Pray'r  then  falling  proftrate  on  the  Ground* 
Frefti  inftance  of  the  ^Tempters  fpite  ihe  found : 
The  Place  with  unfeen  Bryars  was  o'er-fpread, 
And  gor  d  by  them  flie  was  all  Wounds  and  Bled, 
Yet  knowing  Jtfut  bloody  Sweat,  and  Pain, 
She  joy'd,  in  Prayer,  like  Dolours  to  fuftain. 

Satan  wJio  guefs'd  her  Horrors  were  compleat, 
Thought  it  high  time  to  try  his  Sov'raign  cheat, 
And  re-appearing  to  the  Virgin's  Sight* 
Known  by  his  glitt  ring  Vehicle  of  Light, 
My  deareft  Saint,  he  cry'd,  'twas  Heavens  high 

(Will, 

That  I  fhould  waft  you  to  endure  this  Illx 
I  with  foft  pity  melted  all  the  Way, 
When  charg*d,  I  you,  ftiould  to  this  Wild  convey, 
Ah,  while  you  here  remain'd,  to  Heavii  #I  flew, 
The  Book  of  life  impatient  to  review, 
rtour  Name  I  to  ray  Sorrow  could  not  find, 
Sure  you  for  Reprobation  are  dclign'd, 
Twill  be  loft  time  with  God  in  Pray'r  to  plead, 
God  canpot  alter,  what  he  once  decreed, 
.  Adieu  dear  Soul,  advice  from  Jefus  take, 
'£re  you  expire,  a  Friend  of  Mammon  make* 
That  when  yoQ  fink  into  the  Shades  below, 
He  may  alfigu  a  tolerable  Woe, 

An* 
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And  to  engage  the  Fiends  peculiar  Care, 
Conform  to  him,  you  muft  indulge  Defpair, 
Defpair,  which  damps  both  Hope,  and  endlefi 

(Fire, 

And  leaves  of  Heaven,  ne  dol'rQtis  vain  Delire. 
Curs'd  Fien<J,  reply'd  the  Saint,  thro'  your  dif- 

(guife* 

I  fee  your  Malice,  and  abhor  your  Lies, 

Lies,  which  outragious  Contradi&ions  are, 

You  foar  to  Pride,  yet  grove  to  Defpair, 

I  facrifie'd  to  God  the  Will  once  mine, 

My  Love  has  now  no  Will,  but  Will  divine, 

I  joy  that  his  dear  Love,  my  Love  has  try'd, 

I  firmly  in  my  Heav'nly  Spoufe  confide, 

His  Wifdom  loofens  for  a  while  your  Chain, 

That  Love  a  Vi&ory  entire  may  gain : 

God  all  from  Danger  who  invoke  him  frees, 

Mercy  Preponderates  in  his  decrees, 

Though  all  the  Beafts  voracious  which  here  dwell, 

Infuriated  by  all  your  Fiends  in  Hell 

Should  tareing  Limb  from  Limb,  thisFlefh  devour, 

I  Ihould  be  faf e  in  Love's  Almighty.,  power, 

Freed  from  Reitraints  of  Flefli,  my  Soul  Would  fly, 

To  full  Capacity  of  Love  on  high,  • 

Sweet  mighty  Force  of  Love,  which  thus  endears, 

This  horrid  Wild,  and  thefe  furrounding  Fears. 

Satan  thus  vanquilh'd  from  Philothea  flew, 
His  fierce  Aflaults  projecting  to  renew, 
In  vain  he  try'd  the  Tygers  to  poflefe,      .    .  i  :  • 
That  by  their  Jaws  he  might  the  Saint,  deftwfi, 

The 
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The  tender  Love  divine,  *  to  guard,  the  Saint, 
On  all  wild  Beafts  these  ranging,  laid  reftraintj  - 
None  durft  approach  the  Bryars  where  Ihe  flood* 
Praying  with  filial  Tears,  and  weeping  Blood, 

The  Tempter  then  flies  all  the  Air  about, 
The  Spirits  moft  impure  to  fingle  out* 
Arid  fhew'd  of  the  Banditti  the  Abodes, 
Accuftoin  d  to  infeft  the  neighb'ring  Roads.        '  ' 
Where  they  for  iafety  from  Purfuits  retir'd, 
The  Prey  divided,  and  frefli  Ills  confpir'd, 
Thefe  he  Commands  fhould  be  by  them  poffefity  \ 
To  kindle  burning  Luft  in  ev*ry  Breaft, 
For  his  own  entrance,  he  their  Captain  chofe,  j- 
And  vow'd  for  Rape  his  Spirit  to  difpofe,         1 ; : 

Soon  as  the  Sun  began  his  radiant  Race, 
The  Villains  by  impulfes  reached  the  Place; 
The  Virgin  on  her  Ring  ftrait  caft  her  .View, 
And  faw  her  Danger  in  its  dark'ned  hue,        .; ; 
At  her  firft  fight  the  Villains  felt  a  dread, 
She  pray'd,  Ihe  wept,  Ihe  langflifti'd,  atfd  fhe  bled, ; 
The  Captain  bolder  then  the  reft  drew  near, 
Saw  through  her  Wounds,  her  lovelinefs  appear. > 
So  fweet  it  feem'd,  fo  a  wfiill,  fo  divine-       •     . '  Y 
That  Satan  foon  perceiv'd  his  Luft  decline, 
With  that  afre'fti  he  rais'd  the  linking  Fire, 
Butftill  herlbok,  made  the  bold  Thief  retire, 
His  Luft  whifch  furious  asVcfuvio  burn'd, 
Was  on  a  Sudden  into  rev?rence  turned, 
And  Satan  rav'd,  the  Saint  fhould  have  more  Might 
Luft  to  fupprefs,  then  he  Jiad  to  excite. 

j 
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A  Secondthen  impulsed  by  Afmodcsum, 
Burning  with  inextinguiftiabie  Flame, 
His  poyfhous  Steel  he  through  the  Captain  thrutt, 
Proudly  upbraiding  his  degenerate  Lull, 
Rudely  the  Virgins  Breaft  he  open  tore, 
But  e'er  the  Force  he  offer 'd,  which  he  fwore, 
A  Herd  of  fierceft  Unicorns,  which  fed 
In  neighbouring  Glades  by  the  Saint's  (hriekings  led* 
Fly -to  her  Aid,  the  Virgin  they  furround, 
The  Ravifher  they  gore,  and  tread  to  Ground: 
Then  all  the  Reft  of  the  accurfed  Crue,  \ 
They  with  their  Terrible  wreath'd  Hornes  purfue  j 
The  Villians  frighted  ran*  or  wounded  fell, 
And  all  the  Fiends  confounded  fankto  Hell* 
O  happy  Lovers  \  who  when  moftdiftrefid, 
Feel  themlelves  moft  by  Love  Almighty  blefs'd* 
Soon  as  the  Coaft  was  pf  the  Villains  clear, 
To  the  fair  Saint  the  Unicorns  drew  near, 
Their  Heads  they  in  her  open  Bofom  laid, 
And  all  low  Revrence  to  the  Virgin  paid* 
David  of  Unicorns  had  ne'er  complain'd, 
Had  he  a  Virgin  liv  d,  like  her  unftain'd, 
She  knew  the  Love  they  to  pure  Virgins  bore, 
Led  them  to  cure  the  Captains  poyfiied  Sore, 
With  their  kind  Horns,  his  Wounds  they -gently 

(kifsd, 

Antidote*,  which  no  poyfbtt  can  refift, 
She  fweetly  him  exhorts  to  Sin  no  more, 
And  he  grew  willing  Mercy  to  implore, 
Vol  IV.  S  Happyfi 
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Happy's  the  Sinner  whofe  hard  Heart  relents, 
.    At  foftening  Moments  which  kind  Heav'n  prefents! 
At  Siov,  fhe  to  meet  her  him  befbught, 
Where  faving  lYtith  he  fhould  be  fully  taught, 
Then  tow  Yds  the  luftfull  Wretch  fhe  turn'd  hef 

(Eyo, 

And  to  fecure  his  Soul  (oft  Zeal  applies: 
He  Wbunded  bleeding  lay  in  fierce  Defpair, . 
And  with  a  Curfe  repay'd  her  tender  Pray*, 
His  Bowels,  Judas  like,  guih'd  out*  he  roar'd, 
And  all  Hell  Powers,  to  haften  Death,  implor  & 
Such  is  the  hard'ned  Sinners  hopelefs  Fate, 
Jo  think,  that  his  Damnation  comes  too  late. 

Mean  while  FhyhSer  flew  great  Tra£ts  of  Au; 
Of  his  dear  Charge  to  re-affiime  the  Care, 
Her  Wings,  and  Cloud  on  Tabor  up  he  took, 
And  flew  with  them  the  Virgin  Saint  to  look, 
She  fully  tiy'd,  God  fhew'd  her  to  his  Sight, 
And  he  began  a  glad  and  fpeedy  Flight, 
The  Unicorm  to  him  refign'd  the  Maid, 
And  ftrait  return'd  to  their  accuftom'd  Shade, 
The  gracious  Wifdom  of  the  Love  divine, 
Makes  all  Events  in  Lover's  Blifs  combine* 
A  Euchariftick  Hymn  fhe  then  composed, 
Mixture  ot  Joy  and  Love,  which  as  fhe  clo'd, 
Both  wing'd  and  rob'd  in  Cloud,  remount  the 

(Skio 

And  as  in  Flight  they  Magialum  defcry, 

FbybSer 


fbjla&er  there  to  reft  thi  Saint  defign  d, 
Where  he  choice  Balfam  for  her  Wounds'  Ihoul^ 

(find* 

But  gracious  6od  ordain'd  the  Angel's  Flight, 
The  Love  divine  in  Mourners  to  excite, 
You  fkw  her  open  the  refplendent  Cloud, 
With  which  her  ghoftly  Mother  her  endowed, 
You  few  her  lay  the  Eagle  s  Wings  afide, 
Which  blefs'd  Ecclejia  for  her  Flight  fupplyM. : 
Their  Hearts  the  Guardian  with  this  Story  fir  d, 
And  int*  Invifibility  retir'd* 

Mean  while  ifyilptbea  enter  d  Pfyehe's  Cell, 
Where  iqto  muttial  dear  Embrace  they  fell, 
The  Lov*  divine  Tweet  Sympathy  had  wrought, 
In  a  long  Kife,  they  both  convers'd  by  Thought  ^ 
Butwhen  to  Hymn  their  Voices  they  would  fute, 
Philotbea  was  difpos  d,  but  Vfyche  mute, 
The  Saint  well  knew  the  Caufe  of  Pfycbe's  Moan* 
By  Love  Eclipfes  which  her  felf  had  known  ^ 
Both  took  in  ftyling  God,  My  God*  delight. 
And  that  Ihe  thought  would  Pjychcs  joy  excite^ 

Great  God,  rtly  Body,  Spirit,  all 
That  in  the  World  I  mine  can  call* 

To  thy  Propitious  Eyes, 
FofFerM  up  a  Sacrifice, 

When  I  was  born  again, 
And  vow'd  I  d  evet  .thine  remain  * 

S  2  If el 
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Yet  one  Propriety  I  left, 

Of  which  I  ne'er  will  be  bereft, 

I  all  to  thee  refiga, 
And  in  Exchange  Thou  Lord  fcrt  tmnb, 

Eternally  111  claim, 
Appropriation  g&thy  Name. 

My  Love,  for  I  muft  call  thee  fo, 
To  thy  pure  Love  that  ftyle  lowfc, 

My  God!  O  Biifs  divine,.^  . 
To  be  poflefs'd  of  God-head  Trine, 

The  Bcatifick  Coaft, 
Caft  of  no  greater  Honour  boaft.    ■■  - 

My  God,  no  Seraph  comprehends  • 
The  Blifs  which  on  that  Style  depfendi, 

My  Powers  afTift  niy  Verfe, 
While  I  in  that  Abyfe  immerfe, 

And  when  my  Thought  is  loft, 
My  Love  ftiall  the  Immenfe  exhauft. 

My  God!  tomethoudoft  impart, 
In  being  mine,  all  that  Thou  art, 

Thy  Attributes  are  mine, 
All  fweetly  to  my  Blifs  incline, 

Beyond  God  to  afpire 
Tranfcends  tfcc  Sphere  of  all  Defire. 
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To  My  moft  Holy  l  addrcfi, 
His  Image  on  me  to  imprefs, 

My,  All-wife  is  my  Guide, 
In  My  Almighty  I  confide, 

When  e'dr  to  Heavn  I  cry, 
My  Omniprefent  ftill  is  nigh. 

My  moft  Veracious  me  allures, 
My  Patient  my  delays  endures, 

In  penitential  Woe, 
My  Merciful  will  pity  fhew, 

,  My  Gracious  will  forgive, 
*My  Source  of  Life  will  make  me  live,  - 

{  On  My  Immutable  I  ftay, 
To  fix  my  Spirit  apt  to  ftray, 

And  to  relieve  my  need, 
My  moft  Munificent  willfpeed, 

'Tis  My  All  lovely's  Aim, 
Me  by  firft  loving  to  inflame. 

My  moft  Benign  my  Glory  wills, 
My  Infinite  my  Spirit  fills 
Eternal  Joys  on  High, 
My  Everiafting  Will  fupply, 
To  atifwer  ev  ry  Pray'r, 
My  All-fiifficient  will  take  Care. 

.  S  3  My 
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My  Father  is  I^g-fufiPring,  Mild, 
Propending  to  be  reconcil'd  : 

My  Saviours  Crofs  I  plead, 
When  I  for  Pardon  intercede  $ 

My  Holy  Ghoft  is  prone, 
To  comfort  me  in  every  Moan, 

My  God,  in  that  Relation  dear, 
I  nothing  can  or  want,  or  fear  * 

But  while  I  live  below, 
Some  Strangenefs  may  between  us  grow  \ 

I  may  from  thee  deplipe, 
And  move  the  not  to  call  mc  thine. 

Though  Weaknefs  Lord  may  dull  the  fifc^ 
It  ne'er  (hall  totally  expire, 
With  penitential  Dew, 
The  dear  Relation  111  renew  § 

And  lopg  to  fly  to  Reft, 
For  ever  qf  my  God  poflefs'd, 

The  Stile  on  which  fad  Pjyche  oft  had  dwelti 
And  daily,  of  My  God,  the  Comforts  felt, 
The  Voice,  the  Lute,  the  PaflGon  fweet  and  &oogi 
The  timing,  the  adapting  of  the  Sdng : 
Quick  Senfe  of  Love  Divine  to  her  reftor'd, 
Arid  thiis  Cod's  foft  Compaffion  ftie  implor\i, 

0 
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O  Love  Immenfe!  Ah !  Pity  to  me  fliew, 
I  may  offend,  and  my  Offence  not  know; 
I  have  my  Heart  with  utmoft  Care  furvey'd, 
And  fingly  ev  ry  Inclination  weighM  : 
My  Confidence  can  no  lurking  Palfion  find, 
Which  may  ufurp  the  Empire  of  my  Mind ;  " 
Ah,  could  I  fearch  it  out,  I  ne'er  wou'd  reft, 
.  *Till  thou,  my  fbvereign  Love,  wert  repoffeft : 
If  thou  for  Tryal  doft  withdraw  thy  Light, 
And  Defolation  muft  my  Soul  benight, 
111  ftrive  with  Patience  to  endure  the  Cro£s, 
Permit  me  only  to  bewail  my  Lofi  : 
In  thy  true  Lovers,  'tis  a  grievous  Pain, 
Not  to  long,  to  enjoy  thy  Love  again : 
Thou  Lord,  mayft  love  me,  yet  thy  Love  conceal, 
I  fear  I  love  not,  when  no  Love  I  feel  * 
But  Lard  in  Heavn,  thy  Love  thou  canft  not 

(hide, 

Love  full  Afiurance  gains,  when  glorifyM. 

Thy  Prefence,  O  my  God,  for  thou  art  mine, 
I  muft  defire,  and  yet  delire  refign, 
And  in  refigning,  ftill  I  muft  defire, 
Unbounded  Goodnefs  fets  my  Heart  on  Fire  5 
Thou  of  my  Love  the  proper  Object  art, 
Tis  thy  own  Lovelinefi,  that  charms  my  Heart  * 
If  thou  canft  lay  thy  Lovelinefs  afide, 
Delire  away,  with  whaf  it  loves,  will  glide  5 
But  lince  thou  muft  fot  ever  lovely  be, 
Pelire  connaturally  tends  to  thee. 

S  4  Sjrtipe 


*j&0  Tfyche:  jDXy  Magdalum.  Book  IV. 


Since  for  ray  .  good  thou  all  Things  doft  ordain, 
My  Will  to  thine  Ihali  Holocauft  remain  * 
But  while  it  on  the  Altar  fhall  confume, 
'Twill  with  Deiire  tow'rds  thy  dear  Prefence 

(fiunc, 

Thy  Wifdom,  and  thy  Love  in  thee  unite, 
They  both  Submiffion  and  Defire  excite  : 
Ah !  How  can  I  defire,  and  yet  fubroit, 
To  thy  wife  Choice,  what  I  defire  to  quit  ? 
I  am  all  Refignation,  all  Defire, 
How  can  thefe  Incompatibles  confpire  ? 
And  yet  they  both  will  ftruggle  in  my  Breaft, 
Till  thy  Return  fets  my  Deiire  at  Reft. 

Lord  thy  paternal  Pity  on  me  yearns, 
My  Soul  though  at  a  Diflance  thee  difcerns, 
My  Pray'rs,  Tears, .Sighs,  and  Groans  are  carte 

(again, 

All  Praife  to  thee  for  eafing  thus  my  Pain; 
Thy  Harbingers,  Lord,  repoflefs  my  Mind,* 
My  God,  my  God,  O  ftay  not  long  behind ! 
My  Pray  rs,  Tears,  Sighs,  and  Groans  fhall  ftorra 

(thy  Earei 

No  Reft  I'll  give  thee  till  thy  Love  appears, 
Return  the  Wound  that  thou  haft  made  to  cure, 
1  cannot  long  without  Thee  life  endure,  *  . 

Return,  Lord,  though  thou  woundeftme  once  tocxto 
Though  I  thy  Prefence  purchafe  with  new  Sore ; 
Return,  fee  how  I  Languilhing  decay,  ' 
I  faint,  I  bleed,  I  link,  I  die  away. 

Return 
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Return,  Re— — -in  this  Syllable  {he  fidl'd, 
Her  Pow  rs  in  Liquefaction  fbft  exhal'd  : 
She  into  amorous  Deliquium  fells, 
Fbilothea  to  the  Saint  PbylaSer  calls : 
PhyhStr  fetch'd  good  Qratian  to  her  Aid, 
All  in  devout  Proftration  found  her  laid  * 
They  gently  from  the  Ground  her  Body  rear'd, 
She  had  no  Motion,  nothing  law  or  heard; 
As  they  beheld  her,  all  joint  Notice  took, 
Of  a  celeftial  Languor  in  her  Look. 
To  fliining  Mofes  they  her  Face  compare, 
He  had  the  brighter,  fhe  the  fweeter  Air, 
That  fhe  was  lick  of  Love,  they  all  agree, 
And  only  God  cou'd  her  Phyficiju*  be : 
FbyhSer  was  entrafted  with  her&re, 
The  other  two  back  to  tht  Hall  repair. 

The  Sifters  hearing  of  her  Sicknefi,  pray'd, 
Her  Cure  from  Heav'n  might  not  be  long  delayed  j  • 
Delay'd  /  Reply  d  PbUotbea%  O  fhe  feels 
Moft  Health,  when  thus  xnoft  lick,  God-man  re- 
j  (veals 
Some  gratious  Things,  which  raife  intenfe  Delight, 
And  o're  all  Loves  Expanfe  fhe  takes  her  Flight, 
My  Heart,  Vagantia  cry'd,  too  oft  has  ftray'd, 
And  o'er  the  Globe  free  num'rous  Ranges  made ; 
Put  the  Expanfe  of  Love  I  ne'tt  cou'd  find, 
Pe^r  Saipt,  dtfcribe  it,  tflrright  gnidemy  Mind  * 

Seay$ 
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Search  your  owir  Heart,  flie  firid,  'twill  there  ap- 

(pear, 

With  this  fweet  Song  Ihe  then  engagM  their  Ear. 

"  I  Jong  had  fbugftt  the  World,  about, 
To  find  feme  matter  Lover  out, 
Who  underftood  the  Heav  nly  Lover  s  Speech, 
And  Love  Divine  cou'd  teach. . 
To  Saints  on  Earth  I  Vifits  made, 
Alas !  they  gave  me  little  Aid  •, 
I  beard  them  Damps,  and  Coldnefles  deplore, 
With  Shamp  and  Grief;  <  that  they  cou'd  love  no 

My  State  I  to  my  Guardian  told, 

He  tenderly  with  me  condoFd, 
<Ahd  vow'd  his  Love  unfpeakably  like  mine, 
Fell  fliort  of  Love  Divine  ^ 

Yet  if  I  love  wou'd  fully  know, 

I  to  the  Realm  of  Love  muft  go, 
The  Saints  who  live  in  beatifick  Sight, 
Can  beft  transfufe  celeftial  Heat  and  Light. 

I  pray'd  my  Angelj  to  prepare, 
Some  fwift  Conveyltace  thro'  the  Air, 

He 
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He  brought  the  Eagle,  on  which  heretofore, 
Lov'd  John  tfas  wont  to*  foar, 
My  longing  Spirit  th*  Eagle  took,' 
My  Flefli,  and  this  low  World  fcrfook;  * 
Of  Love  divine,  John  taught  him  the  Abodes,  1 
And  in  th*  Expanfe  he  flew  the  ready  Roads.  - ;*> 

A  Stop  my  ftHft  wing'd  Eagle  made, 

Where  Enoch,  and  JSfos  ftaid, 
Where  God  with  previous  Joys  the  Saints  fupports, a 
In  outwar'd  heavnly  Courts, 

I  begd  tliey  both  would  undertake, 

To  teach  me  Lave  for  Love's  dear  lake, 
They  faid  they  livd  too  diftant  from  the  Throne, 
And  Love  by  them  was  but  obfeurdy  known,  i 

I  gave  ihe  Ea$lc  then  the  Rein, 
He  ibar  d  i^VQugh  the  fupernal  Main, 
To  Paradife,  and  when  I  there  appear'd,   , . 
Nothing  but  Love  I  heard,  • 
There  fep'rate  Spirits  ling  God  s  Praife,  ' 
And  at  a  diftance  fee  his  Rays,  . ,  >  ' 
gtill  languifhing  to  love  God  Face  to  Face, 
J^ove  s  the  fole  Buflnefs  of  that  happy  Place. 

I  then  befought  the  Saints  above, 
fo. {each  my  Soul  celeftial  ^ve^ 


a*4  Pfybt~:  or9Mflgdalm.  BpolpJV; 


They  in  fwect  Ecftaperof  Love  complaia'd, 
Their  Lwe  was  too  feftrain  d, 
They  Hymn  the  Lamb  unfpotted  (lain, 
And  ftrive  fnbtimtg  Heights  to  gain, 

The  more  they  Hymn,  the  we  they  Love  admire^ 

TonoUer  Heights  eternally  afpire. 

Thefwtet  Complaints  the  Blefled  vent, 

Arife  from  Love,  not  Difcontent, 
Their  Powers  of  Love,  the  God  of  Love  confin'd, 
They  live  to  Love  refigp'd, 

If  God  requird  Love  more  intenfe, 

His  Love  weald  nobler  Powers  difpenfe, 
In  this  they  all  agree,  that  Love<Divine 
Was  only  lcarn'd  from  the  co-lovely  Trine. 

With  that  a  Seraph  pafling  by, 

Who  waited  next  the  Throne  on  High, 
And  beft  knew  hfav'nly  Love,  I  begJd  that  he 
Would  teach  that  Love  to  me, 

His  Love  to  God  he  ftrait  replies, 

Was  too,  too  mean  a  Sacrifice, 
Should  all  Angelick  Orders  Loves  unite, 
AH  would  be  Cyphers  to  Love  infinite. 

His  Bird  the  lov'd  Difciple  ey'd, 
And  me  preparing  down  to  ride^ 
-  ."  The 
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The  Throne  I  could  not  reach,  toblifcful  View, 
No  mortal  eve*  flew, 
He  told  me  I  for  Love  muft  fcek,  V 
In  Hearts  devout,  pure,  humble,  meek, 

Souls  in  themfelves  Love  better  learn  by  Prayr, 

Than  Saints  above,  their  Raptures  can  declare. 

• 

Down  then  my  Spirit  tikes  its  flight, 

|^  foon      I  with  Flefli  unite, 
With  penitential  Zeal  my  Heart  iiirvey'd, 
Wafli'd  with  Tears  and  pray'd, 

Thee,  lovely  Jefus,  I  adore, 

Love,  Love,  Love  only  I  implore, 
Jtfus  and  Love  I  utter'd  at  each  Tear, 
And  with  meek  Violence  forc'd'God  to  hear. 

This  fung,  Pbilothea  on  the  Table  nigh, 
Of  Heav 'n-taught  Love  feeing  the  Volume  lie, 
Could  nci£  the  Force  of  jguftiing  Hymn  withhold. 
But  in  a  Song  her  Tweet  Experience  told, 

•    When  in  my  Clofct  Lord  I  took, 
<    Into  my  Haads  thy  haUow'd  lfeok,  - 
I  felt  n ri  ttey  Wwd  perus'd, 

Strange  Warmth  iiifosU,  ~ 


For 
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For  heavenly  Aid  I  made  my  Pra^V, 
•  Thou  fweetly  didfl  my  Heart  prepare* 
With  human  Glofles  unperplex'd, 
■  I  read  the  Text  : 

I  turned  thy  Volume  o'er,  and  o'cf, 
The  more  I  read,  I  fir  d  the  more$ 
Though  burning,  to  encreafe  my  FIsBne, 
Was  ftill  my  Aim* 

The  Fire  that  in  my  Bones  was  J>ent,' 
Like  thy  great  Prophets  ftrove  for  vent, 
With*  (oft  Impatience  it  broke  out, 
In  Song  devout. 

O  Amiablenefs  Immenfe, 
Of  Love  Thou  Trine  co-effluence, 
Throughout  thy  Word  Loves  Signatures, 
Its  Truth  allures. 

An  AngePs  Light  fome  JLove  may  teach, 
A  Chriftiaas  Love  it  cannot  reach,  , 
By  Blood,  of  God  vile  Sinners  bought, 
Tranfcends  their  Thought. 
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Such  an  inflammative,  110  Mind, 
Could  think,  but  God-head  imconfin'd, 
Divine  Ibilattthropy  can  beft, 
God's  Voice  attcft. 

Upon  thy  Love  which  has  no  bound, 
My  Faith  of  Holy  Writ  I  found, 
God  can  no  Lover's  Soul  mifguide, 
Por  whom  he  dy'd. 

They  who  thy  God-head,  Lord,  difown,  ' 
Love's  Sovereign  Motive  ne'er  hav^known, 
They  to  thy  Love  can  ne'er  attain, 
They  read  in  vain. 

Who  can  to  love  thy  Book  forbear 
In  which  thy  Loves  recorded  are? 
Though  other  Truths  it  comprehends, 
Love  all  tranfcends. 

Thy  Love  preventing  to  incline, 
Vile  Sinners  to  thy  Love  divine, 
Is  there  with  a  Meridian  Light, 
Expos'd  to  fight. 

Love  then,  my  God,  Ihall  be  my  Clue^ 
Midft  various  Creeds  to  keep  the  true, 

By 
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By  thefrCcrififtence  with  thy  Love, 
"«  111  all  things  prove. 

Whene'er  my  Love  with  Damps  (hall  meet, 
And  feel  Renrifiioiis  of  its  Heat, 
'  On  thy  Love'*  Hiflory  Til  mufe, 
Freih  to  infufe. 

Loves  Hiftory  in  Song  at  large  to  paiiit, 
The  Sifters  ardqntly  befonght  the  Saint, 
She  to  Love's  Vot'ries  nothing  could  deny, 
*  Bat  fwectly  thus  did  with  their  wiih  comply; 
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— ,    ■ ,      1  ■   i  ,  ,i    „ i 

TWas  pure  Benignity  /mipcn/c  . 
Mbv'd  Deity  to  Effluence; 
Benignity  immenfe  when  known, 
All  infinitely  lovely  owhj ;  '  -i 
In  that  to  centre  all  Mankind  * 
Are  by  connatural  Love  inclined. 

'It     ■   .       y  -»  ■    '*  '  .  .  ! 

Thou,  Lord,  art  Goodnefs  infinite, 

In  thy  owp  Love  is  thy  delight ;  . .  , .  ^      t  ■ 

And  thou  art  pleas'd  when' Love  is  paid 

To  Lovelihefs  immenfe  difplay'd,  f 

tyfhen  thy  bepign  Propcnfions  find 

Propenfions  mutual  in  the  Mind.  . .  { 

Our  Mothet,  foon  as  Air  the  drew, 
Thy  amiable  Goodnefs  knew,  u ■ ,  ■ 

Towards  thee  her  Pfljufe*  turn'd  entire, 
E'er  Sin  diftocted  herDefire  ;  /  <■  s 

Curs'd  Sin  Gc*d>  Law  d£  Love  trapfgrcfc'd/ 
The  prime  of  Laws  wrfote  in  her  Br* 

The  Moment  that  tjie  fontal 

Was  turn'd  from  God,  and  fway'd  to  111, 

The  love  Divine  gave  up  the  Ghoft, 

Hell  Powers  made  of  their  Conqucft  Boaft,  - 

The  whole  Creation  deeply  groan'd, 

And  fydly  dying  Love  bemoan'd, 
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Bright  Afichael,  wh&  A*  Garcfch  itptf  . 

TowicdaXovCj  as  flie  lay  gafping>  ftcpt, 

Love  dimly  with  her  finking  Eyg 

Saw  the  Arch-angel  drawing  nigh, 

She  thank'd  him  for  his  Vifit  kind,  , 

And  dying  thus  difcharg'd  her  Mintf. 

I  happy  liv'd  while  I  poflefs'd 
Of  new-created  Eve  the  Breaft, 
I  made  her  Virgin-poroers  incline 
Tb  love,  and  hymn  . the  Love  Divine/ 
But  (he  by  the;  falfe  8erpeiit  lur'd, 
To  her  own  Bane  my  Death  procured. 

Ic  gores  my  Heart  to  think  what  Train 
Of  Ills  her  Off-fpring  muft  fuftain  ; 
Hell  in  their  Conqueft  will  exult, 
And  o'er  their  Miferies  infult 
Their  Death  (hall,  as  I  die,  begin, 
And  light  Hell-fire  to  torture  Sin. 

God  is  provok'd,  and  who  can  ftand 
The  Vengeance  of  his  thundring  Hand? 
Their  Pride,  by  which  the  Devils  fell* 
Againft  God  s  Gobdnefs  will  rebel ; 
All  Vices  on  their  Sauls  will  prey, 
But  Luft  will  bear  the  fovereign  Sway.' 

LutV which  from  Reafbns  Curb  broke  ldbfo 

Shall  a  degenerate  Race  produce; 

Chafte  mutual  Heat  by  God  deflgn'cf 

To  propagate  a  God-like  Kind,  .  tyffi 


tail 

Gteatt  Gwttifcdds  Tempted  pollnte 

Ah  cttrfcd  Siitti  tMf  Voice  here  foii'd* 
Michael,  th«*'Mcte«nt  Death  prc^aifdy . , 
pos'l'Wit&hii  downy  Wings  fcdr  Eye*)  1 
Yet  hoping  fhe  again  might  rife, 
Juft  at  the  Tree <*f  Life  hef  Grave  '■ 
Dug  with  bil>^p«ari  art*  jarfewtl  gar* 

•   1  ,  '  .  '   -  .  "» 

kis  Spear,  witf*  vrtiich  e*«jr  be  tttir'd*: 
He  wroWtfcdfe  LitrtU  o'er  LoVe  clptoaS* 
Here  oj  aM  G^is  It^f  tha  ptjmfi 
jLove  dead  of  Sorrow  for  EveV  Crinie> 

Pray  for  her  rifing  frtk  ihrDetili  ■ 

^heir  dieaB^  <  ;: 

Forbore,  t*'^iitH*l>e»H^^  . 
All  in  patheifcfe  t^itifW*  >  ;  >  H-A\  si*..: 
That  Love  might  be  to  Life  reftor'd ; 
FalPn  Angels  Mitl&m*  wobkF  ftaw^wAd^*^  ' 
Wer6  Love,  whttfc  f»6p]e^  iheitf,  dldftroy^i , 

The  rbllihg  Ortre  ftuule  fodder!  ftopjni  r 
The  Stars  feeiri'd  itott  their  Sphered  to  Atop, 
The  Suhfrcttfl  his  diutfral*  T^ack,-  ^  :  : 

Struck  with  Abhorrence,  flatted  back, 
Stood  not,  as  6nte$  at?  GibeM,  (bill,  : 
But  flew  the  fight  of  mortal  III.  1 

T  a  Sftfut*, 


Spouts,  Hurricanes,  aad  fombent  Fice,.  . 

Storms,  whirling  Winds,  atfd  Thuridtts  dire, 

Air  peftilential,  Meteors  dread, 

O'er  the  Expanfc  their  Fury  fpiread  ;  '  .  . .  j .  • ; 

The  raging  Sea  difdaifi'd  its  B6und, 

And  poisWus  Plants  6  er-ran  the  Grouqd., .;. 

All  Creatures  in  Rebellion  rofey    ,  ■■ j. 

Man's  forereign  Empire;  to  oppofei 

A  State  of  War  they  all  began 

With  oad  anotheft  arid  ^ith  Man,    ,  .  ?m , 

Man,  who  endur'd  iiariumbred  Harms  v  . 

From  or  their  Venom,  or  their  Arms. 

Damn  d'Ghofts  brake  from  their  Dungcoftlflofe* 
Man  to  infult,  defile,  feduce; 
Tyrannick  Death  commenced  its  Reign 
With  Legions  of  Difeafe  and  Pun*,-      ;i ,  V 
And  guilty  Corifeierisc  f  6id  of  Reft 

Made  Hell  in  every  SinherV  Breafc       ;:l  :  \ 

.  ■■  ■        ■  *  «  * 

Luft;  Air;  rke,  Pride,  our  Paffions  fway'd, 
TdGotf'ffiat  Contradiftions  made :      *  ^  s 
Of  Lepers,  the  foul  leprous  Race 
Were  ftripf  of  purd  felvifick  Grade,  ;  .  :  «  . 
Oad.  £aw  them,  td  his  Hate  inclinM,     ■  ■  .  .  :  ■* ' 
And  tutn'd  averfe.  R>  Human  Rind* 

Hell  gap'd  wide  open  to  devour  .  . 
What  Heav'n  furrcndred  to  their  Ptowtf  y  : 
m-  Arigds 


•Ahgtbfi^^Pit/ could  liot'holck   '  ' 
^r.'At^Mti^  fdtUPtftacicondol'a^  '>  !'..<.; 
Griev'dtfoT  ®rt$X*W*k<&  'dyingj>^* 

Each  Angetfiigly  ft»,'  Aid 4eft :   i-«f  c:' 

But  all  ^<X-tptin^  ^tc  to  rue"    :  ■  '  -  T 
The  Sin  of  the  primirVal  tw*,       -  -1 -  :>f: 
And  of  that  two  Mr  Sex  iirft  fell;  '■>  h'SA 
pirft  wounded  £oft£  ttfd  opfen'd  IfcffA"-' 

At  Hying  Love  aflft&tb'tegbit  to  bihl&p  m  -  * 
JDecpIy  they  figh'd,  but^rfc  rite  full  te4^1ti»>'<* 
The  Sifters  tp  Extreitafcy  Were^ifcv^1;  Uuu/-* 
That*  from  thei*  Se*>  IiGWtef  firtt  Stab  WWiV-cf  '; 
fivers  at  laft  ran  ftdth  Kh6W^oto^nfat%^'  v  ■ 
As  if  they  Marfis  T^S-1(^Jd^UaH 
When  ph  th^  Crofs  fhe  faw  dear  Jefus  dead, 
Or  at  his  empty  Grave  ^hen  Tears  fhtltiid  >  -  ' 
The  Death  of  Love  &*y:fcgete  pwfrvbk'd  God's 

The  Uniye^fe  ppiild  not  firfvfte  Lovtfs  Ptoe;  * 
Love  Heav-n  and  Earth,  Wid  all the  various  Kinds 
Of  Creatures,  in  hWmOftiota  Eriendffiip  binds; 
Primeval  Night  and  Chaos  would  re-fpread 
Nature  untun'd,  fhould  Love  continue  dead;'  ' 
May  Love,  they  cry 'd,  Lord,  "re-cnliv?ned  be, 

Twere  better  not  tp  live  than  not  love  thee. 

i         - '     .  •  ■  ■  ;•■    ...    .  :  ■     ■   ^  ■ 


Philothea's  Song,  /which  A  deep,  §<jr«W:  WTOBgM 
In  all  the  Sifters,  /trait  their  troubled  Tbftngto 
From  dead  to  rjifing  Lovg  began  to  rear, 
To  teach  them  AforjV^e,  KWfiM  wT*ar. 

The  Heav'ns  in  SUea^.lfln^erft^d! .  :>,-..'  :  . 
Than  at  the  feyentJ^af  opetyaid, ;.  .  •.. 
The  Angels  trembling  J^p*.  th.eic  Raagp, :  -  ^ 
And  durft  no  W^pfrja^ctytigieV-A  7..: 
Till  filial  Goc|  arjfing,  ferajce  ■.'        :  : 
.The  folema  Silence,  j&d  t;hu$  fpatoij 

Fatcrn.&G.od,.  tfooiigh.  it  i«  jnft     • ;; .[  :, : .  „ 
To(#|>j$f>aie  inffs8e 4:B«ft,        :; :      *t:c  ■■■  < 
Should  thejre  4; Sacrifice  bft  paid,  "V  .  W.iV-  s;?. 

Apd  fat  f  wrs'd  Sia  Aswinvb)?  road?,.;  ? .?<  j  . 

For  tbaf fiquiv'leqj: M«c.y  fttff> 

To  all  wh^  from  fot^.Pawntt^qv^  ■    . , :,  . 

Pf  a,n-5jquj>ralfnt^ohA*r*  '•=■■.•.;•.■..■..■ 

AmaV4.*H.ihc  Ao«ejic;k  Sphere,  ^ 

Afei  what  Equivalent  they  cry'd, 

Can  ofetfl  be .  fa.  Gftd  defy'd  >,  w  ...... 

But  filkl  God  again:  jurpfp, 

Hif  gracious  Purpflfe  fp;#fclpfe.  . 

My  Father,  I'll  Man'*.  Ffcfli  ajfame, 
And  fufer  Vengeance  injiis  room  ; 
Give  mf,  and  I  myfelf  jrcjll  give,  . 
That  the  degen'rate  Race  may  live ; 

\    .  Hell 


liell  of  jt?  feip-be'-aeprifM;"''-*  ;  *  ;7 
And  LoVe^  now  daft,  will  be  reViVd:  1n!  c 

Paterflai  Cbd  Ia|d    himder  by,     I  : 
And  to  God  filial  mad*  reply/    )  c> 
My  Son,  Vo  me  immenfely  -dear,  •'"  c  -  :  n  "' 
<Co-equal  in  this  glorious  Sphere,  r 
We  in  Philanthropy*  delight,    " "  /  \  ^ 
Philanthropy  co-infinite.  '  >|    '    , ! 

Were  not  my^Loye  tt>  Thee*  inimt^y^^ 
This  Aft  would  maiie  if  more  intend :I, 
Qf  Gpdhead  'tls  the  b'fightett  fean>;'"':Hk  ° 
Laps'd  Man  in  Pity  to  redeem,.  ,  .  r 
I  with  that  Pity  fympithj'ze-,";r  '  v  '  *  ;a\ 
Be  Thou  for  Man  the'Sacn^e;  -  .    ifl. 5 

Love,  who  in  Eara4iTe\ lay,  dead,  ' 
Rear'd'  at  that  gracious; 
And  in  new  Hymns  the  Xngeh  praiVd  v 
The  God  of  Lpve^  who, Love  had  ^ 
And  the  original  gui^Pfif^' :  ^'^'^^ 
Ip  Love  when  raisU^fought  g  ^harc^  1    ,  4? 

God,  who  from  font;al  tw^  decreed  /  .  ~V.""r. 
That  Human  Race  flionld  alf  proceed, ,  h 
Would  not  his  firft  In|:ei}t  re-call,  \\' 
But  from  the  Evils  of  the  Fall  .  ' 

With  fuch  tnflatnmatives  Love  fir'd, 
Iq  which  Creation  ne'er  afpir'd. 


Yet  Sin  ftill  free  Pcrmiffion  gainM 

That  hyay'nly  J-ove  might  be  obtained.  • 

Should  pocf  determined  Wills  create, 

Love  had  not  been  Our  Choice,  but  Fate;  < 

Glory  to  God,  who  Sin  permits, 

And  Souls  for  Heav'ri  by  Trials  fits. 

Love  rifen  from  the  Pead,  a4ord 
God  filial,  who  her  Lifc.Jrcftord,  . 
Begg'd  fhe  no  more  might  murderM  be ; 
God  from  that  Fear  to  fet  her  free,  { 
To  the  bJefs'd  Spirit  her  refign'd,    m  ■  » 
To  Temple 'in  each  Lpver$  Mind. 

Till  the  laft  Trumpet  founds  pn  high,     .  ,  r 
Love  may  be  ftorin'd,  but  (hall  not  die ; 
The  Death  of  God  in  every  Age 
Shall  faithful  Souls  to  Love  engage: 
Death  fhoots  his  Darts  at  Love  in.  vain. 
Love  ftall  be  glbrify'd;  not  flain. 

As  fitdgdalen,  wliere  her  deai;  Lord  was  laid* 
A  fupereffluent  Flood  of  Sorfcow  paid. 
Till  Jefus  with  enamouring  Surprize 
Made  ^tzts  of  Love  and  Joy  gufh  from  her  Eyes  { 
Thus  Tears  of  Love  and  Joy  Philothea  drew,     !  i 
Placing  thfe^gfe^t  Inflamitfat^ve  in  view  j  *  \ 
The  Sifter?  all  from  that  affeding  Sight 
J-earn'd  Love  and  Tear,  like  Mary,  to  unite. 
\  ■    '  ■  ■:      '    \.  '  *;  Phihtlw 
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Pbikthea  thinking        might  her  need,  ;  : 
Strait  tQ  ijerCell  made  charitable  Speed  j  ' 
She  left  the  Sifters  full  of  Tears  faf.^w,  • 
That  Love  lhould  from  their  Sex  its  Wpnnd  receive 

The  wife  Sppbronia  (qon  their  Gf  ief  allay'ft.  : 
And  taught  them  hqw  Man  s. Crime  their  Cr*m$* 
^  .  .,■  {put^wei^iy? 

To  wpupd  pur  Love,  $e  faid,  isiar  lefs  Guilt 
''than  what  the  Blood  of  God  incarnate  fpilt  j 
The  Death  of  God  our  tender  Sex  bewail'd* 
Men  only  to  the  Crofs  dear  Jefus  nail'd ; 
Out  Sp ^  with  bleeding  Hearts  faw  God  expire,  > 
They  weeping  kept  tjjeir  IJcavfn-born  Love  oij 

Q  may  we  sever  let  that  Fire  go  out, 
feut  fuel  it  with  Tears  and  Zeal  devout.  .  \  ~  \ 
.One  of  our  Sex,  IJeatbpn,  and  Heathen'?  Wife,  ; 
Conjur'd  the  Judge  to  fave  blefsxj  Jefii's  Life  ;  •  -  ? 
Our  Sex  in  Love  got  then  of  Man  the  Starts, 
They  brought  the  carjieft  OfFrings  of  their  hearts. 
May  we  thofe  Oflfrings  pay  by  Day  repeat,  .  j 
pf  Lqve  and  Tear  with  lify  CelgfliafHeatl 

i  i    1„;    •  '  . '   .  . 

Yet  ^-ove,  dear  Sifters,  in  Exile  below, 
WiH  in- the  beft  of  Lovers  ebb  and  flow, 
One  while  'ttyiU ;be  at  full,  one  while  'twill  w^n^ 
And  then' by  Te,ar$r  renew  its  Fire  again. 
The  God  9f  Love,\wjiil?  it*  the  World,  foretold, 
That  Love,  as  Faitfc.  djecrciafes,  will  grow  cold 
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Not  only  cold,  but  in  its  Gore  will  roul, 
Wounded  toDeith  in  evYy  ferifual  Son!;  :  11 
And  while  in  Death-pangs  it  im pitied  libs, 
In  hardned  Hfearts  die,  in  Defpkir  to  rife ;  * 
But  for  Love's  Sake,  lov'd  Sifters,  we  muft  ftrivc 
In  aft  our  Hearts' to  Iceep  our  Love  tflive;    '  ** 
Tliink  how  in  the  regenerating  Wave 
Tow  Love  entire  you  to  blefs'd  Jefus  gaye ; 
Yon  with'yothr  ^riftian  Name  a  Chrift-Iike  Gra^F 
Receiv'd,  to  run  tff  Love  a  Chfift-lfte  Race;"  . 
You  folemnly  Love's  tjnemieiab;ur<j>  '  >\ 

And  by  your  Vow  borh  Love  and  B'ifs  enfutV;J 
Chrift's  Un&iori  theft  on  your  devoted  Head 
By  God  -co-ciRuertt  was  benignly  fhed ;  " 
You  to  your  Name,  Vow,  Unftion,  fhould 

<  '  :        :  * 
And,  as  a  Chriftian,  ftill  keep  Chrift  in  vkwj  "  \ 
You  11  find  Invigoration  fromtybur  Name, 
To  love  the  God  of  Love  wilt  Be  your  Aim. 

Mean  while  Phitothea  fyt  to  Pfychs  near,  \'\  " 
Waiting  to  fee  her  Spirit  re-appear*  V 
While  Pfyche  panting  lay  for  God,  as  oft 
As  he  perfpir'd,  diflolv'd  in  Languor  foft, 
When  fontal  Godhead  from  hfs  Throne  above. 
Sent  to  her  Aid  the  co-eternal  Dove,  11 
Thfc  Comforter,  with  healing  in  his  Wings, 
Reftoratives  for  her  Deliquiutn  brings ; 
Love-breathing  God,  her  Spirit  overflows 
For  Love  Divine  her  fweetly  to  difpofe, 


While  Jefus  ImtWA.&im  $PW*  MK>  fa* 
Frail  Ffcftusafc  fte&         immorita]  Par**  .  ■ . 
Come,  my       Spwft,  #11  pjths^J^v^leayF,.. -»■ 
To  my  foje  I*OFe  HiWlttf abjy  clears*  . , 
With  that  her  Spirit,  urefefe  Yigor  gain/d,  .. 
While motipftJtfp bfir.mortaj Part  xmm'4i 
Co-effliitnt  God  Afft  J*j}guiltoen^4n/us'4,  ..  t:/ 
The  SquI  taViOPAfo^d  from  ftejh  pnfeostt  V- 
Tofly  aljf^M^ae^fpfttkw  wtoofo'ili  >  ■ 
Reaving  it s  FJefe*  Wid»we  I  behind  j  .  ' 
jilefs'd         to  the  third  Heav'n  was  thus  up 

And  heatfnly  ihjflg*  HfW«e«fcJc  »ughf  j     ,  ;i. 
$He  tp  the  Sgoufc $  0*f 4fi»  fcewft  c»av«y'd, 
To  feek  he;  iwb,  who  lBytotiojK!inW*»    .    •  -  :  . 
She  knew  'twas,  &  fa  *\b  BOfte  but  ffc    t  < 

i?ould  fpeak.w#{i,Gu&  e^deajif^JBamooy: 
tiut  Jefus had  a iwjjfle  hijoM  qaitihdrawn, 
And  of  his  £Jpfj?  Jfift  %ft  trailing  daws;  : 
His  Charge my*  . 
While  Ihe  toeK  BlfSforjfr in  th$  W*U»  GG  Aray*.  .-' 
Ah,  dear  Phylafy?*  faijifte,  caw  yoju  jell 
In  what  fWe.ee  Arbor  We  k  pJejtf'd  £Q  dwell  J> 
See,  th*  Angel  faid.,  Chqrijfa  comes*  who  heft 
Can  you  inform  wtere       wkes  his.  Re£. 

tyaxijfr  walks  unwearied  ore  thefe  Shade* 
And  gives  to  tavery  *U  Saifcieni:  aids, 
Moire,  conftant  She,  and  brighter  than  ten  Suns, 
^iffufing  nobler  rays,  her  Circle  runs, 

&»y* 
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Rays,  which  all  lovers  deviations  «*»ce,     'T  •  w 
Whom  She  recalls  by  Sweet Viftorfctas  gtaete^  "  v: 
Thefirft  prbpenfion  She  to  lov6  i'nfpires, :  J  j 
Before  Soulsa$k>^hif  atifwers  their  defines,      -r  ' 
Illuminates  dark  minds  j  invigVates  weak, 
Strong  Comforts  to  the  lad  is  wont  to  Speak, ' 
Affifts  Souls  progrefs,  quickens  their  delays,  - 
Wont  infant  love  to  its  full  growth  to  raife,  -      -  ^ 
She  from  the  Love  THuhe  frer  l#ve  derives,   t  '  •» « 
And  love  when  dying,  at  her  Voice  revives. 

■  Chariffa,  Pfyche  faid,  I  you  embrace, 
And  kifs  this  fweei:,  ^this  Amiable  face,  *:  : 

We'll  nevtr  pirV  I'll  hold  my  cfeareft  faft,    •  - ; 
Into  what  mould  you  pleafe  my  Spirit  caff*     ^  °J 

0  Lovely  Virgin  td  my  heart  difclole*     -  "  ':  r» ; 
Where  Jefus  my  Befov'd  now  takes  rcpofe  ;  v  ^ :  : 

1  languid]  till  I  kifs  his  feet  'Divine,    •     '  r.;.:*  t  :  l 
More  dear  to  me*  than  to  the  thirfty  Wine/-  ^ 
His  very  name  much  fweeter  Odours  fpreads*  y\ 
Then  the  perfume  Engaid^s  balfom  Sheds,  A    :  • 
Pfyche,  Charijfa  anfwer-d,  follow  me, 

I  lead  you  where 'you  foall  Wv'd  jfc/W  fee, 
A  Quiri  of  Virgins  in  that  grove  fefides/ 
There  Jefa  with  his  fav'rite  Saints'abides, 
There  fweeter  flowers,  Fruits  more  delicious  grptf> 
And  more  perfumes  than  Eaftern  Regions  know*' 
Inftead  of  birds  you'll  there  the  Virgins  hear, 
For  \*hofe  fwcet  Songs,  ev'n  Angels  leave  their 

[Sphear,. 
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Soon  as  they  PJycfje  fa  w* .  jrhey  ccas'd  their  voices 
For  Pfjite  all  began  to  co-rejoyes,,; -  ; 
All  fhewM  Jkind  Zeal,  the  Sjrangef  to  affift, 
Each  in  her  turn  Pfyche  embrae'd,  ajidkifs'd, 
All  Sang  her  wellcorae  to  their  happy  Shade, 
And  fl#  thus  Spake,  foon  a?  her  thinks  She  paid* 

Daughters  of  God,  faw  you  my  Love  to  day  ? 
I  charge  you  tell  me  ,  whpre  He  makes  his  ftay, 
tit  only  can  fAy  fainting  Spirit  cheer, 
Tm  Sick  for  tare,  and  janguiflr  for  my  Dear, 
What  powerful  charms,  faid  they,  your  heart  allure? 
Who  is  your  Love,  that  thus  you  us  adjure  > 
TfyGhe, tetprn  d,;  my  Love,  is  white,  i  and  red, 
Pure  Innocence  vfi^h  drops  of  Blood  befpread; 
For  Love  of  me.He.dy'd,  and.Rofe  again, 
I  long  his  Deateft  p^afenqe  to  obtain  j 
Of  ill  who  ever  yet  Suck'd  Womans  breaft, 
He  is  the  Faireft,  Sweeteft,  and  the  beft  ; 
He  is  Ideal  Lovelinefs,  and  all,   ..  .  . 
Who  Jefus  know,  in  Love  with  Jefm\i$9 
Jeffii)  faid  they,  is  both  your  Love,  and  ouri, 
He's  'thron'4  aiftidft  the  Effluvium*  of .  thofc 

Flowers; 

Love  Jefm  all,  f*id  Sh$,  as  mttch  as  I,. 
Celeftial  Lovers  know  no  jealoufy ; 
O  let  fome  Lover  lead  me  to  the  place, 
Whefe  thefe  glad  arms  may  his  dear  Feet  embrace  ;N 
The  Virgin  ftyl'd  AUthia  then  reiply'd,  4 
Choofe  one,  whom  beft  you  like,  to  be  your  guide  ;i 

And 
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And  bf  the  gfifoidGS  t«fldenc*  Of  ber  Ey«  *  '   "  r 
Shew'd  her  to  whom  She  flkWfcl  fret  ftlf  apply  J  '•■«."; 
IftcJfc  w*frl*&f  SarWy^  the  Vk§toQgjsc*-r-*  i-f  A 
And  for  A£afktSM&  had  Atfft  deHr«  j 
iyourChtfi^tep^,  faid  .»WJ!(Wi  iall, 
In  cfcMfintfciHtt  tfi^Virgi^ctf -dttoft  all  j# '  =  • 
All  colours  are  but  Variegated  light, 
All  GrBcWttdtJut  JTO"iff4ifttott-fitt'i  ,.-  " 
The  Virgkis  0* *U  llcpflWl,  . 
And  on  her  motion*  ZwldiJfly'atMrtd  ?  '  •   ^;;o  J 
From  Fontil  LdVc  Triua*  he*  p affidft  SfwalB*/ 
She  tothertrt  Gdn*n^ki<6##Wt  bcaais.  ■     •'  _ 
■   .  •  .  '  "        •  '       •'  <"  f'"i'-" 

Knowledge  irifpk'd  by  Lot*  enlightens  Bw MMC  • 
Wifdora  HMyy  When  from  fove  it  part*  j  ; 
Lo?c  always- i*  td  tbe  beWd  atrtnt,       •  ■<■'■ 
Faith  gives  to  the  Jfclov'd  entire  afifent  j    ->  ; 
Hope  is  Love,  aftd  LoveV  t^uth  wkh  plelafo# 

And  Truft  is  Love,  which  onLov&poWer;  H&lfSi  ' 
Dcfireis  love,  when  She  in  abfenoe  paftts, 
And  }6y  is  Lov6,  p^fieffingfwhat  She  vr&iiisf  <  • 
Lav*,  for  Gods  honor,  a  warm  Zeal  «cif«$ 
And  Courage  which  no  terror  er'e  affirights  / 
Her  rappts  to  Love  Divine  devotion  owes, 
She  is  Loves  Poet  Am  hems  t&  corapofe  ; 
Fear  terrifys,  anlefs  byldve  allay'd, 
Obedience  bed  by  ductile  Lovdiipaidhj 
Love  fweeteos  patience Grofles  to  endure', 
Love  perfeverance  duly  can  S*c«f*  j 


Iibve RefigturitaaMttfarc  inftilk* 
Makes  lovers  Sacrifice  to  God  their  Wills ; 
Love  lowly  Thoughts  cteates  with  hi£twft  *\mtii 
Humility  which  Heavenly  Glory  cfctHti* 
Levebdt  attetoperates  both  Food,  and  Sleep, 
Immortal  Souls  difpoVd  for  God  to  beep; 
Loire  beft  to  Cftaftrty  can  Soub  inure, 
To  keep  the  Temple*  of  Gods  Spirit  pftre, 
Love  is  alacriout  Migenee  to^JeWeV 
Serene  Contettcedvicis  is  love  at  cafe  ; 
All  Charity  from  Love*  her  rife  autft  take, 
Loves  the  redeem'd,  fbV  the  Redeem***  Said  f ; 
Love  is  foft  ni««kfie&  anger  to  a#vti*gcy 
Love  is  fwcet  peade  ill  tempers  to*  engage ' 
Love  td  Benefitence  the  Lover  toores, 
Love  tenderly  ft  Steur  belbVd  reproves  * '  ■ 
Love  a  tr ue  gratitude'  is  wdnt  to"  raifei 
And  LoVe,  with  Love  reciprocal  repays; 
Love  univcrlal  juftice  keeps  in  view, 
And  loving  all,  gives  all  She  loves  their  due ; 
Thefe  Virgins  tWio  Agafia  ftill  obey, 
With  her,  to  the  Betov'd,  wilt  Ihew  the  way, 

Pfyche  to  dear  iAgapia%  bofom  ran, 
And  an  eternal  Friend&ip  thertce  bt gan ; 
They  mutually  embrae'd,  kifs'd  heart  to  heart* 
And  neither  from  the1  other  would  depart ; 
Their  tenderArinjs  they  round  each  other  twirfd, 
And  as  they  walk'd,  they  never  were  difjoyn'd? 
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Soon  as  they  Jefm  faw,  $hey  Arms  unloosed; 
And  both  theitr  J-qys$  on  Jefm  w&s^diffus'd ; 
Aiqopg  white  LiJyS.He  walk'd  tpandfto, 
.Which  breathing.  Sweets,  towards  Heaven  ftitt* 
,.-...•,,,>:■  -    v  [  higher.  gt&W  J 

fcmblems  of  Love,  whkb  in  this  earthly  Sphear, 
Is  pure,  afpiring, .  bz e athing  tQ,wa*ds,  her  deir ; 
ffycbe,  as  'near  She  to  Iqfd  Jefm  drew, ,    . . 
Was  ravilh'd  with  hi?  SquI  endetfing  view ;  . 
Words  in  her  lips  u  aform'd,  and  crowded  hung, 
Till  Jefm  £y  kind  pays  unloosed  her  Tongue ; 
Adoring  him  She  kiiles  his  blefs'd  Feet, 
Her  lips  her  kiflfes  pr'e  and  or  e  repeat ; 
And  midft  her  kiflfes  Spftly  (he  bewails,. 
In  his  dear  Feet  the  gojring^oj  the  nail  ^;  .... 
My  Love,  my  Love,  Sjie  crys  no  other  name,  . 
My  heart  can  utter  to  expref?  my  flame;  ...  r 
My  Love,  my  Love,  why  would  you  from  me  go, 
And  leave  me  in  Strong  Paroxifm  below. 

You,  Jefm  then  teply'd,  my  love  miftake, 
Oft  I  fr.om  Saints  withdraw,  but  ne'er  forfake^ 
Self  Refignation  is  the  nobleft  tove, 
Which  Saints  on  Earth  can  offer  me  ^bove?  . 
Uucertain  there  your  Comforts  ebbe  and  flow, . 
That  you  the  diff  'rcpce  of  both  lives  may  know} 
My  Crofs  on  earth  my  Lovers beft  adorns^.. 
My  Lovers  there  are  Liljs  midft  the  thorns; 
I  when  below  to  Solitudes  withdrew, 
And  oft  retif'd  from  my  dear  Mothers  View/ 
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But  abfent  I  as  deep  with  lave  was  pierc'd, 
As  when  with  my  Stfeet  Mbther  I  conversed  5 
In  my  afcerifion  I  bad  earth  farewell, 
Yet  ftill  Invifible  with  Lovers  dwell  * 

s  9 

I  prefent  am  when  you  my  lofs  bewail, 
IHy  Love  is  'Strongcft  when  it  feems  to  fail  • 
Your  love  is  Strongeft  when  it  Suffers  pains, 
Mine-  firongeft  when  it  fuff  ring  Souls  fuftains; 
f  your  Beloved  am,  and  you  are  mine, 
We  to  each  other  mutually  incline ; 

Since  you,  firft  tov*d  by  me,  love  me  again, 

You  fhall  in  mc,  and  I  in  you  remain ; 

We  by  this  Union  both  one  Spirit  are, 

My  Friend)  my  Spoofe,  my  Dove,  my  tender  Care. 

JPfyck'ei  while  with  lov'd  Jefus  at  Repoft/  ■ 
All  Joyj  all  amorous  Effluvium -grows,' 
As  Eaftern  Virgins  oh  a  fpicy  Hill 
With  Bundles  of  fweet  Myrrh  their  Bofoms  fill, 
Which  melting  by  the  kind  and  vital  Fire, 
Balfamick  Dew  and  od'rous  Fumes  perfpire; 
Pfyche  at  Jefus  Feet  thus  melting  Ties, 
Where  flie  all-  out  in  fweet  Propen/ion  flies. 

Pfyche,  blefs'd  Jefus  faid,;  I  have  decreed 
fou  to  your  Body  back  again  (hoiild  fpeed  : 
}fyche  reply'd,  tho'  your  dear  Sight  to  leave 
fhe  'hardeft  Trial  is  I  can,  receive, 
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Toiir  Will  is  mine*  I'll  readily  obey; 
And  leave  this  Blife  to  fink  into  my  Clay ; 
The  Virgih-Choit  then  Hallelujah  fings 
While  he  afcends  on  a  bright  Cherub's  Wings, 
And  compafs  d  by  his  Hoft  incafnate  God 
To  Glory  on  his  ffcur-wiftg'd  Cherub  rode ; 
Into  Agapias  Arms  then  Pfyche  rufh'd, 
And  both  their  Hearts  into  each  other  gu&'d  j 
She  kifs'd  the  Choir,  and  bid  them  all  adieu, 
No,  faid  Agapiay  we  muft  dwell  with  you* 
We'll  Conventions  with  you  ftill  maintain 
Invifibly,  till  you  your  Glory  gain. 
Pfjcbe  then  left  the  loyely  Virgin-Choir1* 
Towards  her  abandoned  Organs  to  tetire : 
During  her  Flight  PbHotbea  for  her  pray'd, 
And  from  her  Friend  her  Eyes  fcarce  ever  ft  ray 'd; 
She  kifs'd  her  oft*  Kifles  feem  fpent  in  vain ; 
Then  taking  up  the  Lute  fhe  fang  this  Strain : 
,  You,  my  dear  Pfyche*  in  your  Flight 

Are  traverfing  the  Realm  of  Light, 
You  to  fuperior  Hades  fnount  on  high, 
Or  Paradife  o'er  fly 

Or  through  the  deep  Supernal  fwim 

To  the  bright  Sphere  of  Love  and  Hymn, 
Your  Gains  of  Love,  yet  when  you  higheft  mount^ 
Drein'd  from  the  Saints,  you  eafily  may  count. 

Above  the  bright  Seraph  ick  Choir, 

To  Jefus,  your  Belov'd,  afpire, 
He  all  Capacities  of  Love  can  fill, 


He  terminates  the  Will. 
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tfefcend  wh&i  y&i  fill!  freighted  arei 
"     Let  yow  PbHithea with  you  ihare, 
Wiitfn  Jefiin  (hall  with  Loire  our  Spirits  ftore; 
Wc  may  loV*  ever,  but  ffiall  will  no  mdr&  - 

Mcthitiks  I  no*,  dear  Soul,  difctdfe 

Where  in  your  Voyage  you  repofe, 
O  'tis  among  the  SpoufeVCarden  Sweety 
There,  there  y^a  make  Retreats. 

Ah,  whether  fho&ld  a  Spoufe  Divine 

fiut  to  her  heav'nly  Love  incline  ? 
Should  t  by  iJeav'fi  to  feek  you  be  enjoyn'dj;  * 
Among  the  Lillies  I  fhould  P/ycA*  find. 

I  long  to  fee  my  ghriftly  Friend  N 

Into  my  open  Arms  defeend ; 
Tour  Abfehce  Joy,  ntot  Sorrdw,  ftall  creates 
White  yow  oft  j^s to  wait. 

I  wifh  not  ydu  fhdufd  BHfs  foregc? 
1       To  languid  Ictoger  hef e-  iti  Wder 
tfet  I  your  Voyage,  fliduld  yoo  glad  my  Sigh*, 
Should  hear  with  an  incredible  Delight; 

Should  you  now  teft  where  Heav'n-born  Mind 
Is  moift  at  Freedom  while  Cbnfin'd, 
Ahi  can  yt>u  not  dart  dowri  a  Thought  btlow* 
That  I  ydur  Joys  may  knpiw  j 
feut  if  you  yet  ridt  wear  your  Crown, 
With  Voice,  Lute,  Sdng,  I  court  you  down;  ' 
Life  in  my  Pfycbes  Looks  methinks  appears, 
Hafte,  my  lov'd  Pfyche,  hafte,  and  dry  my  Tears. 

¥  2  Tears!  * 
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Tears  I  Pfycbe  farting,  on  a  fudden  cry'd; 
All  Tears,  dear  Saint,  but  Tears  of  Love,  are  dry'd, 
Give  me  the  Lute,  but  O,  nor  Voice,  nor  Strifig, 
Can  reach  the  boundlefs  Love  which  I  (hould  fing; 
Seraphs  fall  Abort  of  God  as  well  as  I, 
idy  Love  to  emulate  their  Songs  (hall  try  i 

You  bleflfed  Angels  at  .the  Throne 
Sing  when  a  Sinner  makes  his  Moan  ; 
%  Have  you  no  Song  to  fing  above 
When  Penitents  begin  to  love, 
la1  which  you  Wifsful  Love  and  Joy  * 
To  hymn  the  God  of  Love  employ  ? 

0  if  yoii  have,  teach  it  my  Hearty 
That  I  with  you  may  fing  my  Parti  * 

But  when  with  you  my  Part  I've  fung, 

1  yet  fliall  want  a  nobler  Tongue ; 

God's  Love  to  Souls  you  cannot  reach*  # 

Jt  fat?  tranfcends  Angelick  Speech  ; 

The  Seraph*  fing  the  loftieft  Tune, 

And  neareft  are  to  God  triune, 

Yet  never  could  a  Hymn  compofe 

Which  to  the  Height  of  Saints  arofe* 

Can  you  conceive  the  Love  Divine 
Eflential  to  the  Godhead  trine  ? 
The  boundlefs  Love  the  Father  fhews  . 
To  filial  God,  who  from  him  flows  i       '  ' 

The 


The  boun41efs  Love  the  Son  repays  0 
For  his  communicated  Rays, 
*  A  Love  like  this  God  deigns  to  bear 
To  all  who  his  chafte  Lovers  are. 

To  be  belov'd  to  this  degree 
Is  neareft  to  Infinity ; 
c  You  Angels,  though  confirm'd  in  Blift, 
Feel  you  a  Love  fublime  as  this  ? 
Say,  ye  Celeflial  Orders  nine,  7 
Should  your  Poetick  Powers  combine, 
Say,  can  ye  all  &  Hymn  indite 
Of  fncha  Love  to  reach  the  height  ?  . 

YoU  in  the  heavenly  Temple  wait, 
You  hymn  God's  Majeftatick  State,  . 
You  keep  with  God  a  diftance  due, 
And  cannot  bear  too  bright  a  view; 
God  in  his  Lovers  Hearts  appears, 
There  he  his  Throne  and  Temple  rears, 
And  .here  they  blifcfully  unite 
With  God  by  Love,  as  yqu  by  Sight, 
.  Since  Songs  of  Seraphs  fall  too  low 
The  Praifes  which  to  God  I  owfe, 
Teach  ipe,  eternal  Dove,  to  fing, 
Qf  facred  Song  thou  boundleCs  Spring, # 
All  I  derive  from  thy  Iweet  Aid 
Shall  be  in  Hymn  to  thee  re-pay'd ; 
Thus,  Lord,  between  thy  Love  and  ms 
Shall  dear  Reciprocations  be. 


#  I  know,  dear  Saint,  faid  P/M*  >  you  h»ve  JuefsVJ 
Where  I  have  been,  and  you  can  tell  the  reft ; 
At  firft  the  (acred  Virgins  thought  me  you, 
But  faw  tHeip  Errpr  at  a  nearer  view  j 
The  Veft  you  wear  its  native  white  retains, 
Mine  vifibly  is  wafii'd  from  former  $taip$,  , 
Wafli'd  in  ithe  Blood  of  deareft  Jefus  white* 
To  mention  whofe  fweet  Name  is  my  delight, 
And  fing  his  Love,  who  Pity  on  me  took, 
kWhen  I  his  Love  and  my  own  Blifs  forfook. 

Dear  Moment  when  my  Heart  I  felt 
By  Love  Divine  preventing  melt, 
A  fweet,  tranfporting,  mighty  Ray 
At  Midnight  made  Meridian  Day, 
It  carjnot  be  by  Words  expre&'d 
How  tin  a  fudden  I  was  blefs'd. 

The  World  I  by  Experience  found 

Had  for  my  Soul  too  fcanty  bound, 

Yet  what  deceiv'd  me  I  ftill  crav'd. 

To  §enfuality  enflav'd, 

Which  ftrqve  all  Motions  to  erafe  \ 

Of  God's  inflammatory  Grace*  i 

•a 

• 

But  how  I  knpw  not,  on  my.  Mind 
God  on  a  fuddea  brightly  fliin'd, 
My  Confcience  ftarted  broad  awake,  . 
I  griev'd  I  e'er  Ihould  God  forfake, 

Qi 
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Of  Love  triune  one  fhort  fweet  Tafte 
The  Relilh  of  the  World  effae'd. 

Jefu  enthron'd  above  the  Skies, 

While  Conference  here  thy  place  fupplie$, 

When  with  myfelf  X  hold  converfe, 

Gleams  of  thy  Love  ftill  interfpqjfc, 

Love  which  is  never  underftoqd, 

But  by  fweet  Tafte,  that  thou  art  good. 

Philothea  to  the  Hall  then  Pfyche  led, 
le  feem'd  fuft  newly  rifen  from  the  Dead  ; 
he  Sifters,  who  fang  Praifes  at  her  Sight, 
egg'd  that  in  Song  fte  would  impart  her  Light : 
;fters,  faid  Pfyche,  Jefus  taught  to  pray, 
hat  we,  like  Angels,  might  his  Will  obey ; 
ngels,  who  of  no  Sex  the  difFrepce  know, 
b  both  like  Frierid&ip,  like  Example  (hew  jj 
i  all  my  Flights  my  dear  Angelick  Friep4 
ras  ready  cv'ry  Motion  to  attend, 
dearly  love  him,  and  the  "Love  Divine 
>r  ever  will  adore,  which  made  him  mine 
rhat  he  taught  me,  I'll  to'  your  Zeal  fuggeft, 
s  Pradice  will  preferve  yoif  everblefsVl. 

I,  by  m$  lov'd  Redeemer  taught, 
Have  dzUy  God  for  Aid  befought, 
That  I  his  gracious  Will 
iiike  Angel$  might  fulfil ; 
then,  dear  penizon  of  Glory,  fay, 
yaua  blcfstf  Angels,  fpend  eternal  Day. 
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If  I  one  Day  like  you  could  live, 
That  Day  would  a  juft  Model  give, 
And  all  my  Days  behind 
By  that  fhould  be  refin'd  ; 
Below  I,  fhould  the  Joy  Angelick  feel, 
Had  I  throughout  my  Life  Angelick  Zeal 

Angels,  faid  he,  have  Trial  pafe'd, 
Enjoy  that  Blifs  (hall  ever  laft, 
Live  in  Meridian  Light, 
With  them  'tis  never  Night, 
Of  all-fufficient  God  they  are  poffefs'd, 
And  to  their  ftrctch'4  Capacities  are  blefs'd. 

They  feel  no  Tedium,  Damp,  or  Chill, 
God  totally  exh^ufts  their  Will, 

They  ne'er  can  God  difpleafe, 
s     No  Frailties  on  them  feize. 
They  the  united  Force  of  Hell  contemn, 
Curs'd  Satan  (hoots  no  fiery  Darts  at  them. 

Tfhey  k^ep  perpetual  Watch  on  high, 
And  when  to  Saints  below  they  fly, 
They  watchful  them  attend, 
No  Minute  they  mif-fpend, 
They  Watchers  are,  apd  with.pbfequious  Wing 
Leave  Heavn  for  Earth,  Qod's  Meifages  to. bring. 


They  wholly  at  God',s  Glory  aim, 
In  Jieav  o  each  other  co-enflame, 

They, 
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They,  free  from  Clogs  of  Senfe, 
With  conftant  Zeal  inrenfe, 

Love,  joy,  fing  Hymns,  contemplate,  and  obey? 

And  thus  the  Angels  live  in  endlefs  Day. 

*  -  The  odious  Pride  in  mind  they  keep 
Which  opened  the  infernal  Deep, 
And  down  proud  Rebels  caft 
Tq  the  fulphureous  Vaft, 
And  with  Humility  they  God  revere, 
Tfie  Grace  to  God,  and  to  good  Angels  dear. 

You  in  Probation  live  below, 
Feel  Paffions  Angels  never  know, 

Want,  Sorrow,  Sicknefs,  Care, 
Repentance,  Faft,  and  Pray'r, 
Temptations  from  without,  fierce  Strife  within, 
A  dread  of  Judgment,  Death,  and  Plagues  for  Sit}. 

In  Love  and  Hymn  would  you  delight, 
Live  humble,  and  keep  God  in  fight, x 
Off'ring  to  God  your  Will, 
Propending  to  no  111, 
To  Afigels  Likenefs  you'll  your  Life  fublime, 
Arid  antedate  Eternity  in  time. 
'  ft  > 

Pfycbe  then  begg'd  Phtktbea  to  permit  - 
Th*t  the  vain  World  they  might  together  quit* 
Philothea  had  towards  Sion  turn'd  her  Face, 
And  Pfyche  long  d  to  fee  that  facred  Place, 

Where 


Where  Jefu's  Mother  Life  feraphiek  led, 
Ambitious  both  in  her  bright  Track  to  tread, 
With  Sions  Daughters  m  their  Sbiigs  to  join, 

And  Sacrifice  themfelves  tp  Love  Divine. 

» 

The  Sifters  took  of  both  their  folemn  Leave, 
None  at  the  parting  could  forbear  to  grieve; 
Good  Gratian  wept  that  they  two  Saihts  fliould  loft, 
\frhb  by  fweet  Song  could  heavenly  Love  infyfe; 
Both  then  refum'd  the  \tfin£s  they  had  before, 
Eagles  and  Doves,  on  whi$i  aloft  they  foar  j 
Above  the  Air  their  Guardians  fais'd  their  Flight* 
To  give  them  Profpe&s  from  Ethereal  Height; 
The  Saints  fang  Hallelujahs  all  along,  : 
The  Angels  flying  by  join'd  in  their  Song, 

The  Guardians  as  o'er  Paleftike  they  flew 
Gave  them  of  cv'ry  holy  Place  i  view ; 
That's,  fry  they,' Calvrj,  ftain'd  with  Jefui  BWc^ 
And  there  the  Crofs  of  fuff'ring  Jefus  ft<K>d, 
There*  there  the  chief  Inflammative  yt&'fi  find 
Which  boundlefs  God  could  give  to  Human  Kind  ^ 
That's  Olivet*  on  which  btefi'd  Jefite  rofe 
To  Heav'n,  triumphant  o'er  infernal  Foes. 

By  this  they  Bethlem  reach'd,  qf  all  the  Earth  , 
The  happieft  Spot^  where  Jcfus  had  his  Ilirth ;  : 
Their  Angels  them  attended  all'the  way, 
Guiding  to  Betklem^  where  they  chofc  to  ftay* 
And  by  two  Angels  p*ffing  throf  that;  Air, 
Both  to  reftqrc  tbeif  b^rqWd  Wings  tpok  car^ 
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The  Second  Part* 
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BOOK  I. 

Hal.  cxxxvil  3. 
Sing  us  one  of  the  Songs  of  Siori. ' 

UPON  a  pleafant  HilV where  all  around 
Milk,  Honey,  Wine,  and  rural  Sweets  abound. 
Which  thrq*  a  Vale  bedew'd  with  Chryftal  Brooks, 
Shaded  with  Fruit-Trees,  Salem  overlopks, 
Where  Flocks  and  Herds  on  verdant  Plains  are  fed, 
And  the  rich  Soil  with  od'rous  Plants  is  fpread, 
Able  to  make  a  tranfient  Eye  prefumc 
That  Heav'n  had  cancefd  Earth's  primaeval  Doom, 
There  Bethlent  ftands,  where  when  the  Saints  alight 
They  (ing  God's  Praifes  for  their  profp'rous  Flight, 
There  in  a  Stable  tl^e  fwect  humble  Maid 
Brought  forth  God-Man,  and  in  a  Manger  laid, 
In  a  poor  Chappel  it  had  lain  enlhritf'd, 
But  Heav'n  a  Pile  magnificent  defign'd, 

Which 
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Which  by  devout  Imperial  Helen  build,  ; 
Waj  richly  by  her  Son  adorn'd  and  gild; 
She  born  in  Britain  of*  a  Royal  Line, 
Liv'd  conftant  Vot'ry  to  the  Love  Divine ; 
|n  Britain  flie  brought  forth  her  mighty  Son, 
Who  o'er  the  Pagan  World  the  Vi&Vy  won^j 
Conftantine,  Child  of  that  illuflrious  Saipt,      *  . 
AwM  all  the  Powers  of  Hell  into  Reftraint, 
Trod  all  the  perfecuting  Tyrants  down4  . 
And  plac'd  the  Crofs  o'er  the  Imperial  Crdwn : 
Bleft'd  Britain  !  worthy  of  the  nobleft  Fame,. 
With  the  firft  King  you  gracM  the  Chriftian  Name, 
You  the  firft  Emprefs  for  Chriftians  bred, 
You  gave  the  Church  the  firft  Imperial  Head  i 
O  may  that  Faith,"  by  which  your  Offspring 

[reign'd, 

Within  your  Walls  be*  conftant  and  unftaiq'd  { 

Strait  on  their  Knees  tbemfelvcs  the  VotVies 
v>  '  [threw, 

And  on  their  Knees  went  on  the  place  to  view, 
The  Stable,  where  the  Sun  Eternal  rofe, '  '  • 
The  Manger,  where  the  Boundlcfs  took  Repofe, 
The  Spot  on  which  the  humble  Shepherds  trod,  s 
Who  left  their  Flocks  to  fee  the  Lamb  of  God, 
That  where  the  Magi  opened  their  rich  Store,  - 
Who  came  from  far  the  Infant  to  adore; 
Op  all  they  faw  they  meditating  'ftay'd, 
And  of  Lcjve,  Alms,  and  Ifygins.,  their  Off 'rings 

[mad*, 


JgoOk  I;     Stan:  6t,Tbilotbea.  317 


Jaft  whete  the  happy  Shepherds  knecPd  of  Yore 
They  faw  an  ancient  Swain  God's  Grace  implore, 
And  the  beft  Lamb  he  in  his  Flock  could  find  - 
.JTo  feed  the  Poor  he  to  the  Prieft  refign'd, 
Then  riling  entred  on  his  homeward  way, 
But  the  New-comers  inrportun'd  his  Stay, 
And  begg'd  at  their  Repaft  to  be  their  Gueft> 
He  lik'd  their  Mein,  and  granted  their  Requeft  ?  ; 
Their  template  Meal  when  clos'd,  Philothea  cry'd. 
You  happy  in  fwect  Bethlem  Plains  abide, 

.  To  your  Forefathers,  Angels  here  appear'd, 
And  with  the  News  of  God  incarnate  cheer'd, 
The  Grace  of  Song  to  them  the  Angels  taught, 
Tradition  down  to  you  their  PaftYals  broughty 

may  a  lowly  Virgin  you  intreat 
One  ef  their  Songs  primaeval  to  repeat, 

'  Ready  Confent  her  Saint-like  Perfon  gaih'dy 
He  both  with  an  old  Paft'ral  entertain'd. 

It  was  the  happy  Morning  when  bright  Day 
Had  two  full  Honrs  out-ran  the  Solar  Ray, 
Whet*  heav'nly  Hofts  in  the  Expanfe  appear'd, 
And  by  their  Beams  the  Shades  nofiurnal  cleared, 
And  to  the  Shepherds  watching  in  the  Field 
Of  God  incarnate  the  glad  News  reveal'd, 
And  they  to  neighbring  Bethlem  had  repaiYd 
To  fee'  the  Wonder  Heav'n  to  them  declar  d, 
When  Jethro>  who  at  Home  all  Night  had  ftay'd* 
Sought  them  in  vain  o'er  Hill,  Vale,  Plain,  and 

[Glade, 
j  Surpmd 
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9arpriYd  tx>  fee  the  quite  abandon'd  Fol<fc 
Sufpcfting  Hariri  he  their  juft  Number  tOldi 
Three  Lambs  he  mifs'd,  and  yet  ho  Ewes  eoaf- 

[plaint, 

Amaz'd  that  lilent  they  their  Lots  fuftaiti'd* 
But  more  amaz'd  among  the  tender  Lambs 
To  fee  Wolves  playing  with  their  feartefs  Dams, 
Sore  griev'd  that  Shepherds  fhould  the  Fioek  ft*- 

At  their  return  he  warinly  thfcm  bdpake, 
To  Jejfe  chiefly  he  his  Speech  apply'd, 
tWho  o'er  the  reft  was  choffen  to  prefidet 

Jethro.  Ah,  Jeffe,  cah  ybu  Shepherd*  afifl# 
And  leave  your  Flocks  unguarded  for  a  Prey  Y 
Chas'd  ybu  fome  rav'nous  Wolf,  or  crafty  Ftei 
Who  came  to  make  dire  Slaughter  of  cfur  Ftocks' ' 
Or  warm'd  with  a  provok'd  and  Paft'ral  2eal, 
furfu'd  you  fome  rude  Thieves,  who  came  to  ftcal? 
Or  were  you  frighted  by  fome  armed  Band 
Of  Herod's  Soldiers,  who  infeft  the  Land  ? 
Nor  Chafe,  Furfuit,  nor  Fright  drew  you  ataay* 
Your  Looks  no  Fear,  but  wondrous  joy  betray. 

Did  fome  near  neighb'ring  Shepherds  you  invite 
In  rural  Jollities  to  fpend  the  Night  ? 
Or  have  you  forte  fair  Shepherdeffes  feeri, 
Who  have  allur'd  you  to  a  flowry  Greeri, 
Like  Nightingale,  to  charm  you  with  fweet  Air* 
Which  made  you  of  your  Flocks  forget  the  Care  ? 

Trod 
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Trod  you  foft  Meafures  in  fome  pleafingShade^ 
While  to  your1  Dance  an  artful  Shepherd  play'd  ? 
Or  did  ycfu  Cherts  vie  on  Oaten  Reed, 
And  ftrite  who  ftould  in  Harmony  exceed, 
Corifefttifig  that  the  Swains  wli6  beft  could  found* 
Should- by  the  beaetteous  Maids  with  Flowers  be 

[crown'd* 

Say*  deareflr        for  I  long  to  know 

Wbat  toade  you  from  your  Flocks  thui  fcar&cft  go?- 

3^/*.  O  jethroi  you  yoar  blamdefs  $rfenc& 
^  [mifttto, 
And  random  Gueflfes  at  our  Abfence  make, 
Hoc  fair  otic,  Mirth,  Sohg,  Dance,  no?  Piping^ 

[Match, 

Drew  tii  thus  late  from  our  accuftom'd  Watch* 
Yet  fomcthing  like  alt  thefe  we  faw  this  Night, 
Which  ra&'d  our  inexpreffible  Delights 
And  ever  fince  thofe  Pleafurei  rap'd  our  Eyes 
All  rural  Entertainments  we  defpife. 

jnh.   Ah,  Jejfe,  have  you  found  out  Pleafures 

[new, 

Which  our  Forefather  Shepherds  never  knew  ? 
Three  Lambs  I  miffing  find,  and  juftly  fear 
That  you  your  new-found  Pleafures  bought  too 

[dear  * 

Tell  what  thofe  Pleafures  are  for  Friendfeip's  fake, 
That  I  may  in  the  Happinefs  partake. 

Jejfe. 
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Jejfei   You*  Jethro,  have  too  hard  a  Task  im- 

[pos'd* 

Joys  may  be  felt  which  cannot  be  difclos'd; 
Melodious  Mufick,  and  tranfporting  Strains, 
A  Dance  beyond  all  Meafures  of  the  Plains  ; 
Sweet  Concerts  vying  their  harmonious  Power*; 
A  Crown  of  glorious  Rays,  not  fading  Flowers; 
A  Maid,  who  would  our  Beauties  far  out-Urine, 
Should  they  their  Features  in  one  Face  combine; 
A  Shepherd  with  all  Paft'ral  Graces  ftor'd 
A  Lamb,  which  by  all  Shepherds  is  ador'd; 
Thefe  are  the  Charms  which  drew  us  from  the 

[Field/ 

And  to  fuch  Charms  what  Shepherds  would  not: 

[yield? 

Three  goodly  J-ambs  we  on  our  Shoulders  laid, 
And  to  the  Sovereign  Lamb  our  Prefents  made ; 
Our  Ewes  feem'd  by  Inftinfl:  to  co-re/dice, 
Their  Young  they  gladly  offer'd  to  our  Choice; 
Mean  while  we  left  the  Wolves  our  Flocks  to  Jceep<' 
They  all  this  Night  watch'd  Guardians  of  the 

[Sheep. 

Jefhvo.    Ah,  Jejfe,  why  with  fuch  unlikely  News 
Try  you  my  Faith,  and  your  Negleft  excufe  ? 
Our  Paft'ral  Race  their  Pedigree  have  kept 
E'er  fince  his  laft  our  Father  Judab  flept; 
Of  ev'ry  Age  I  rural  Annals  have, 
Which  they  on  Trees  could  artfully  engrave ; 
And  when  they  faw  a  dead-top  Oak  decline, 
On  youthful  Standards  copied  ev'ry  Line ; 

And 
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And  all  atong  the  Story  of  the  Plain 
No  Shepherd  ever  could  fuch  Heights  attain  $ 
Blefs'd  Amos>  who  of  all  the  higheft  climb'd, 
And  to  a  glorious  Prophet  was  fublim'dj 
Such  hright  Communications  never  knew 
As  you  pretend  this  Night  you  had  in  view;  . 
O  for  God's  fake,  who  watches  o'er  our  Flock, 
This  Riddle,  which  amufes  me,  unlock ! 

Jejfe.    O  Jethro,  I  no  longer  can  with-hold, 
To  you  I  will  glad  Myfteries  unfold : 
An  Angel  from  high  Heav'n  proclaimed  this  Morn 
God-man  would  with  his  Birth  the  World  adorn ; 
The  Air  was  all  fuperceleftial  Ray, 
We  heard  whole  Hofts  of  Angels  fing  and  play ; 
O'er  the  Expanfe  on  their  bright  Wings  they 


Our  Voices  we,  like  them,  in  Hymn  advane'd ; 
An  Angel  fent  us  from  our  native  Do^n 
To  venerate  the  Babe  in  Betblem  Town ; 
His  Virgin-Mother  had  Angelick  Grace, 
And  while  (he  held  him  in  her  foft  Embrace 
Celeftial  Beams  around  their  Heads  were  wreath'd, 
Celeftial  Sweets  they  on  each  other  breath'd ; 
Our  Lambs  we  offer'd  to  the  heav'nly  Child, 
Chrift,  Saviour,  Lord,  a  Lamb,  and  Shepherd,  ftif  d. 

Jethro.  O  mighty  Joys,  Ah,  Jeffe,  wo  is  me, 
That  1  with  you  fhould  not  thofe  Wonders  fee  ! 


Jejfe.  You,  jfetbro,  yet  to  Davicfs  Town  may 
And  your  glad  Eyes  with  gracious  Wonders  feed: 


[datie'd* 


[fpeed, 
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Jethro.   Noac  yet  a  Virgin-Mother  ever  knew* 
Or  one  who  fliould  be  Lamb  and  Shepherd  too  § 
Did  ever  Lamb  a  num'rous  Flock  cfer-look  ? 
Did  ever  Lamb  manage  a  Shepherd's  Croek  ? 
And  yet  you  have  a  greater  Wonder  told, 
In  leaving  rav'nous  Wolves  to  watch  the  Fdld. 

Jejfe.   We,  Jetbro,  oft  as  on  the  Plain  we  fi^ 
On  Sabbath-days  perufe  the  facred  Writ, 
That  (hews,  that  of  a  Virgin  uhdefiPd 
Our  long  expefted  Saviour  fliould  be  Child, 
The  Heav'n-taught  Prophets  our  Meffias  there 
Both  to  a  Shepherd  and  a  Lamb  compare. 

He  Shepherd  is  of  the  fupernal  Plain, 
He'll  o'er  his  under  Shepherds  mildly  reign, 
His  Flock  will  all  obey  his  fweet  Command, 
He'll  teeming  Yews  fupport  with  gentle  Handy 
The  new-yean'd  Lambs  he'll  in  his  Bofom  hyy 
He'll  with  endearing  Voice  re-call  the  Stray, 
His  Sheep  to  beatifick  Pafiures  lead, 
And  with  immortal  Food  their  Hunger  feed;  . 
-   He  is  the  Lamb  of  God,  innocuous,  pure, 
He  patient  Jewifi  Outrage  fhall  endure  ; 
He,  Lamb-like  meek,  fhall  be  to  Slaughter  led,7 
Have  Human  Guilt  translated  on  his  Head ; 
He'll  unrepining  on  the  Altar  lier 
For  Shepherds  and  for  Sheep  contented  die ; 
His  Meeknefs  will  Antipathies  erafe, 
The  Wolf  and  Lamb  fhall  feed  in  the  fame  place  j 
A  Lamb  he  will  eternally  remain, 
The  Choir  above  (ball  worfhip  the  Lamb  (lain; 

From 
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,  from  Hclliflj  Wolves,  which  our  dear  flocks  would 

.  [  ren<k 

His  mighty  love,  (hill  Sheep,  and  Lambs  defend : 
He  to  do  good  to  all,  {hall  go  about* 

Jeth.    O  my  dear  Jejfe,  now  my  dream  is  out  j 
I  dream'd  this  Night,  that  Slumbring  in  a  Glade, 
An  Evening  Wolf  approaches  to  me  made  $ 
And  juft  as  be  was  Seizing  on  the  Prey* 
A  New-yean'd  Lamb  drave  the  fierce  Wolf  away. 

[was*  Sen  t^ 

Jejfe.  Jethfo  your  Dream  from  gracious  God 
And  by  the  lamb,  the  Lamb  of  God  is  meant  5 
The  Wolf  paints  out  our  dire  Infernal  Foes, 
Our  danger  this  5  that  our  deliv'rance  Shews. 

Jeth.   I  languifli  Jeffe>  and  Chall  never  reft 
*Till  the  Almighty  Lamb  thefe  Eyes  has  Bleft* 
I'll  hafte  to  Bethlenty  proftratc  at  his  Feet, 
I'll  the  acceptance  of  my  Lamb  entreat  ? 
To  hifh  my  Self,  and  Flock  I'll  freely  give 
We'll  his  devoted  Sacrifices  live. 

£  Child 

Jejfe.    God  Speed  my  Jetbro,  when  the  mighty 
Sweet  as  He  is,  has  on  your  off 'ring  Smil'd  ; 
Return,  and  with  your  fellow-Shepherds  joyn, 
In  Hymning  the  Benignity  Divine  ; 
We  all  our  Paftrals  will  henceforth  accord, 
To  Sing  our  new-born  Saviour,  Chrift  the  Lord. 

[  Dome, 

Both  thank'd  the  Swaifi,  who  in  the  hollow 
Renewed  his  PrayV,  befbre  his  going  Home  ? 

X  *  The 
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The  Pilgrims  then  back  to  the  Chapel  went 
f  rcfli  hymns,  and  vows  to  Jefmy  to  prefent ; 
This  Sung,  the  Votrys  took  the  Sion  way, 
And Stopt  where  ere  they  heard  a Paft'ral  lay ; 
Few  paces  they  had  gone,  when  they  drew  near 
Two  Jiarmlefs  Shepherds,  who  allur'd  their  Ear, 

[  vieifr, 

*  Jo/eft-   I  on  this  hillock,  where  your  flock's  kk 
Htard  Pipe,  and  Song,  yet  faw  no  Swain  but  you; 
And  which  is  Stranger,  though  you  are  alone 
PerceiVd  in  the  fame  breath  more  Pipes  than  One. 
Jacob.   Jefepb  you  did,  Jof.  your  art  kind  Fritnd 

[difclOfe,' 

jac.   Thefe  little  brafen  Pipes,  are  Set  in  rows  ? 
As  on  thefe  Turfs  I  fit,  my  F6ot  at  Will 
The  little  Bellows  can  discharge,  and  fill, 
From  that  Conveyance,  Wind  has  entrance  free 
Into  each  Pipe,  by  putting  down  the  Key* 
The  Inftrument  is  a  fmall  Organ  nam'd 
Old  Jubal  is  for  the  invention  Fam'd  ; 
The  Shepherds  Well  this  Mufick  underftood, 
And  us'd  it  on  the  plain  before  the  Flood. 

Jof.   You  entertain  me  with  a  pleafure  new' 
Till  now,  what  Organ  was,  I  never  knew, 
At  firft  approach,  it  feem'd  a  wondrous  Thing, 
At  once  to  hear  a  Shepherd  pipe,  and  Sing. 

[  ufe 

Jacob.  'Though  flrange  to  you,  it  was 'the  daily 
Of*  the  firft  Age,  from  whom  we  Song  traduce, 

I've 
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I've  heard  old  Book-learn'd  Swains  of  Hymn  Dif- 

[  courfe, 

From  Adam  tracing  its  primeval  Source; 

How  into  life  he  Sprang  with  lively  Senfe 

Of  Gods  Creative  gratious  Effluence, 

Strait  felt  Harmonious  Praife  his  Lips  unclofe, 

And  up  to  Hymn  connaturally  Rofe; 

.How  Abels  hallow'd  fume  to  God  afpir'd, 

When  his  devoted  heart  by  Hymn  was  fir'4  i 

He  Sang  Gods  praife,  when  impious  Cain  was  mute 

*That  Sacrific'd  the  heart,  this  only  Fruit ; 

Hymn  was  deriv'd  to  Seth  s  Religious  line, 

And  Shepherds  daily  then  Sang  Songs  Divine  : 

For  all  were  Shepherds  in  thofe  harrolsfs  Days, 

And  in  the  open  Field  Sang  Heav'nly  lays ; 

All  the  melodious  Denizons  of  air 

Then  liv'd  Secure  from  arrow,  fear,  or  Snare  : 

The  reft  by  Day,  and  Philomel  by  Night, 

In  concerts  with  the  Shepherds  would  ynite  j 

Faftorals  were  Polite,  not  clpwnifli  then, 

And  Shepherds  the  beft  bred,  molt  knowing  Men  ; 

Till  Pagan  Bards  primeval  Verfe  debas'd, 

And  to  lafcivious  love,  perverted  chafte, 

Ap'd  by  foul  Chriftians,  who  their  Paflions  vile 

Strive  to  Tranfcribe,  but  fall  below  their  Style, 

But  fliou'd  it  e're  retrieve  its  firft  renown, 

It  would  have  more  good  Manners,  Ief$  Ojf  Clovyn^ 

Man  from  the  airy  Quire,  was  Singing  taught^ 

The  whittling  winds  Suggefted  pipe  to  Thought ; 

A 

?  3 
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A  Trial  firft  was  made  on  Single  reed, 
Wife  Jubal  Seeing  the  Effay  fucceed  ; 
To  joyn  the  Reeds  together  firft  contriv'd, 
And  'tis  from  Him  the  Organ  is  deriv'd : 
This  little  Tent,  ftou'd  any  Storm  arife 
A  Shelter  to  my  Pipes  and  me  Supply's. 

Jof.    What  the  old  Shepherds  faid  I,  *$acob%  0W0| 
And  our  degen'rate  Poetry  bemoan; 
How  (hall  we  Paftoral,  and  Hymn  reftore 
To  th'  Innocence,  and  Height  they  had  before? 

Jac.   Should  we  to  God  re-confecrate  the  mind 
Our  Verfe  would  now  be,  as  at  firft,  refin'd* 
When  from  Devotion,  or  chaft  love  it  Springs, 
High,  or  Soft  Strains,  it  witfftrue  genius  Sings  j 
Its  Paftorals  are  tender,  eafy,  Sweet, 
Have  delicate,  pure,  pleafing,  gentle  heat; 
Its  Hymns  to  Sweetnefs  add  a  noble  height, 
More  copious  Fancy,  and  a  freer  Flight; 
Thofe  feem  of  level  with  our  native  Thought,' 
Thefe  more  to  Tranfport,  and  heroick  wrought; 
Chafte  conjugal  foft  Love  they  fang  in  thofe, 
But  Hymn  God  for  his  own  Peculiar  chofe.  v 

Jofeph.   Our  Natures  ns  to  Paftoral  incline, 
I  fain  would  learn  to  make  an  Ode  divine. 

[Witt, 

Jacob.  Love  God  with  the  full  Bent  of  Mind  an4 
Of  Hymn  you  then  fliall  gain  the  perfeft  Skill; 
The  Good,  the  Great,  in  God  are  both  imatenfc, 
And  all  true  Hymn  derives  its  Rife  from  thence, 

Both 
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Both  join  d  a  reverential  Love  excite, 

And  Hymn*  grows  our  Ambition  and  Delight  5 

When  in  our  Hymns  we  the  Triune  adore, 

We  have  in  God's  Perfc&ions  boundlefs  Store ; 

Our  Meditation  that  vaft  Store  furveys, 

And  fires  our  Souls  with  God-enamour  d  Praife ; 

When  once  of  Hymn  you  have  the  heav'nly  Tafte, 

Vcrfe  on  the  World  will  never  more  run  wafte. 

Jofepb.  Ah,  Jacob,  I  negled  of  Hymn  bemoan, 
O  that  I  foooer  had  its  Value  known ; 
In  idle  Sonnets  I  my  Hours  have  fpent. 
But  from  this  happy  Minute  I  repent ; 
Sing  to  your  Pipes  a  Hymn  before  I  go, 
And  I  the  fooner  fit  for  Hymn  /hall  grow. 

Jacob.  To  perfect  your  Converfion  now  begun, 
JVhat  you  defire,  dear  Joftfb,  (hall  be  done. 

My  God,  fitice  I  in  E*ile  here. 
Live  from  the  bcatifick  Sphere, 

And  thou  above 
Haft  the  fqle  Title  to  my  Love, , 

I  muft  my  Envoys  fend. 
Who  ftaU  on  thy  dread  Throne  attend, 
And  there  relate 
Pf  my  devoted  Love  the  various  State. 

My  Pray 'rs  I  fend  up  e v'ry  Day, 
They  meet  with  frequent  juft  Delay, 

Yet  oft  Defire 
^ill  in  a  Pulfe  t^HeavVi  afpire, 
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And  in  a  Pulfc  re-fly ; 
But  that  which  fooneft  mounts  on  high, 
I  all  my  Days 
Rave  found  to  be  ejaculated  Praife. 

.  Faft  as  a  Thought  Praife  foars  direft, 
God  his  own  Praife  will  not  rejeft, 

While  Praife  I  fing, 
No  Seraph  has  a  fwifter  Wing, 

When  it  has  made  its  Flights, 
It  brings  a  Tafte  of  Heavns Delights* 
My  Gains  below 
I  more  to  Praife  than  Supplication  owe. 

Since  darted  Praifes  had  fuch  Force, 
And  mounted  with  fo  fwift  a  Courfe, 


To  fend  a  folemn  Embaffy, 

And  while  I  Pray'rs  defign'd, 
For  common  Envoys  of  my  Mind, 


To  chufe  fome  fit  Plenipotentiary. 

Of  facred  Hymn  I  ft  rait  made  choice> 
With  Organ  equipag'd,  and  Voice ; 


Reach'd  the  fupernal  Ocean's  Brim, 

The  Angels,  who  before 
Stood  rsady  on  the  heav'nly  Shore, 


And  its  high  Entrance  with  their  Chariots  grac'd. 


I  thought  to  try 


Turn'd  round  my  Eye 


Soon  as  my  Hymn 


Their  Friend  embrac'd, 


My 


Book  I.'  *  Sion:  or,  Tbilotbeal  319 


My  Hymn  its  publick  Entrance  made  t 
W^h  an  Angelicfe  Cavalcade, 

It  pafs'd  along 
Thro*  ap  immenfe  God-hymning  Throng, 

While  the  Celeftial  Choir 
To  welcome  facred  Hymn  confpirc, 
Which  fung  on  Earth, 
Tet  from  Divine  Extra&ion  took  its  Birth. 

Soon  as  my  Hymn  had  reach'd  the  Throne, 
Adoring  low  the  three  in. one, 
The  glorious  three 
Acceptance  gracious  co-decree, 

Its  Failings  overlook, 
The  well-meant  Song  benignly  took, 
It  brought  rich  Store 
Of  Love,  and  I  ftrait  fent  it  back  for  more. 

Since  that  I  ev  ry  Night  and  Morn 
A  new  Ambaflador  adorn, 

A  Hymn  prepare, 
To  lie  my  daily  Leiger  there, 

It  at  the  Throne  remains, 
Still  facrificing  grateful  Strains, 
With  Languors  ftrong, 
Till  I  in  Heav'n  ihall  perfeft  ev'ry  Song. 

jfoftph.  Farewel  my  Pipe,  you  there  (hall  bro- 

[ken  Jje, 

Celeftial. Hymn  fiutll  now. your  room  fupply ; 

Pipings 
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Piping's  an  idle  thing,  by  Shepherds  us!d, 
Who  never  had  the  Grace  of  Hymn  infiisM  $ 
Since  I  have  learn 'd  to  hymn,  I  will  devote 
My  Breath  to  God,  my  Fingersto  the  Note. 

All  that  the  pious  Jacob  fang  and  play'd 
Lively  Impreffions  on  the  Pilgrims  made; 
Pbilothea,  the  kind  Shepherd  to  repay, 
To  fing  a  Paft'ralLife  made  this  eflay. 

Thrice  happy  Swains,  who  in^tbe  Field  abide, 
Far  from  the  Town,  from  Trouble,  Noife,  at  Pride^ 
Satan  can  rarely  here  a  Vice  inftili 
Your  State  is  a  Preservative  from  HIj 
You  confiantly  your  watchful  Care:purfue> 
Shram'd  with  cold  Nights*  an4  wet  with  Morning 

[Dew, 

You  in  all  things  a  Moderation  kpep^ 
In  Recreations,  Diet,  Clothes,  and  Sleep, 
You  in  an  humble  Competence  at  Reft;; 
Envy  no  great  ones  with  abundance  blefsd, 
You  only  with  your  harmlefs  Flocks  converfe 
You  ne'er  in  the  infidious  World  immerfe,., 
Your  Duty's  eafy,  your  Accounts  are  few, 
You  always  keep  your  God  and  HtyY 'nun  view. 

In  facred  Writ  the  co-eternal  Trine 
To  magnify  the  Paft'ral  Gare  combine, 
From  your  Idea's  the  blefs'd  Spirit  paints 
Paternal,  filial  God,  Rings,  Prelates,  Saints;  . 
God,  Israel's  Shepherd  ftil'd,  his  Flock  infpefts^ 
And  with  Almighty  gracious  Care  prote&s  $ 
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God  filial  when  he  honoured  mortal  Eyes, 
Made  Lamb  and  Shepherd  fweetly  harmonize. 
Endearingly  his  Flock  the  Shepherd  fed. 
The  Lamb,  to  fave  fierce  Wolves  Judaick,  bled ; 
The  great  Arch-Shepherd  fits  in  Glory  crown'd, 
While  Hymns  fupernal  the  Lamb  (lain  refound j 
Kings  muft,  like  you,  benign  and  watchful  be, 
And  learn  to  iheer  their  Subje&s,  not  to  flea  ; 
Prelates,  like  you,  muft  learn  their  Flocks  to  tend. 
And  from  infernal  Wolves  each  Lamb  defend : 
The  Saints,  who  (hall  at  Jefus  Right  appear, 
Took  from  your  Sheep  and  Lambs  Example  here, 
Liv'd  with  an  humble,  meek,  contented  Mind, 
To  their  eternal  Shepherd  s  Will  refign'd. 

To  Shepherds  watching  o'er  their  Flocks  by 

{night- 

An  Hoft  Angelick,  Rob'd  in  Splendor  bright, 
Sang  Jefus  born ;  you  firft  of  Human  Race 
Heard  the  glad  Tidings  of  falvifick  Grace ; 
You,  taught  by  Angels,  as  you  Flocks  attend, 
Hymns  to  the  Throne  for  daily  OfFrings  fend  j 
You  fing  the  Lamb  of  God  like  Saints  in  Light, 
You  are  itofpir  d  by  Faith,  as  they  by  Sight  ; 
May  I,  like  yon,  fing  the  Lamb-Shepherd's  Love, 
And  with  his  Fellow  Lambs  be  rank'd  above. 

Then  to  the  Swains  the  Virgins  bad  adieu, 
But  Gods  preventing  Love  his  Vot'ries  drew 
*to  a  young  Virgin,  who  charmVL  both  their  Eyes 
With  a  devout  and  wonderful  Surprize ; 

s  Tha 
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The  vacant  Sours  flie  from  her  Flock  ehjoy'd 
She  on  a  pleafant  facred  Work  employed ; 
The  Danger  flie  of  Idlenefs  well  weight, 
Of  which  fee  liv'd  as  of  the  Plague  afraid  ; 
From  various  Flowers  which  fhe  together  brought 
In  fweet  Mofaick  ihe  a  Story  wrought ; 
They  begg'd  the  Story  of  th'  ingenious  Maid, 
She  modeftly  the  Motion  thus  obey'd  : 

See  there  a  Jew  from  th'  hallowed  Town 
To  Jericho  is  going  down, 
Unguarded  as  he  goes  thar  way, 
,  To  bloody  Thieves  becomes  a  Prey, 

They  rob,  ftrip,  wound,  and  bruife  him  fore. 

There  he  lies  welt  ring  in  his  Gfyf  $ 

A  Prieft  and  Levite  fee  his  State,  * 

But  fearing  like  difaftrous  Fate, 

Left  him  half  dead,  and  gafping  lie, 

And  pafs  in  hafte  their  Brother  by ; 

But  a  Samaritan,  a  Name 

To  Jews  mod  hateful  and  infarae, 

When  he  fees  where  the  Jew  was  caft, 

Who  bleedingTeeqi'd  to  breath  his  laft* 

Soft  Pity  pierce$  deep  his  Breaft, 

He  there  draws  near  his  Foe  diftrefs'd, 

With  Wine  and  Qil,  which  by  his  Care 

For  his  own  Health  provided  were, 

He  trys  the  Helplefs  to  relieve, 

And  in  the  Hqpelefs  Life  retrieve. 

*  His, 


Book  L     Sm :  or^  Tbilotbea*       33 3 


His  Sores  he  fearches  with  kind  Hand, 
Cleanfts  with  Wine  from  Dirt  and  Sand, 
fours  Oil  to  eafe  and  heal  each  Wound, 
Which  there  is  with  foft  Swathing  bound; 
To  fave  the  Jew  he  freely  chofc 
Himfelf  to  Danger  to  expofe ; 
There  on  the  envious  naked  jfeui 
tie  his  own  upper  Garment  threw, 
On  his  Own  Beaft  the  Wretch  he  lays, 
And  to  a  diftant  Inn  conveys, 
To  walk  a-foot  to  tend  him  deigns, 
And  with  kind  Arms  his  Bulk  fuftains; 
^here  of  the  Inn  defrays  the  Scores, 
Charg'd  them  to  tend  his  painful  Sores1, 
There  promifes  the  reft  to  pay 
Soon  as  he  fliodld  return  that  way. 

From  the  kind  Maid  this  Story  they  imbib'd, 

Who  pointed  to  each  Paflage  flie  defcrib'd , 

This  Parable  by  Jefus  was  defign'd 

By  Pi&ure  to  inform  and  pleafe  the  Mind, 

To  copy  the  Philanthropy  Divine, 

Who  on  the  worft  of  Sinners  deigns  to  fhini  ; 

Each  Saint  the  Story  to  herfelf  applies, 

Bjf  Jefus  taught,  Go,  and  do  thou  likewife. 

Next  with  an  amrous  Song  fet  to  his  Lute 
Satyro  ftepp'd  the  fair  ones  to  falute, 
His  Bows  were  low,  his  Compliments  were  high, 
He  begg'd  they  would  not  pafs  his  Arbor  by; 

Philotheas. 
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Phihtheds  Gem  grew  pale,  and  in  Difdain 
Both  Pilgrims  flew  from  the  lafcivious  SwainL 

They  next  were  by  a  young  fair  Virgin  drawfij 
Who  kept  a  Flock  upon  a  pleafant  Lawn, 
Blefs'd  Rachel  thus  was  wont  the  Day  to  fpcnd* 
Virgins  are  fitteft  harmlefs  Sheep  to  tend, 
Sweetly  Che  fang,  but  ftopt  as  they  drew  near* 
Phtlotbea  faw  her  Gem  moft  bright  appear, 
And  warm  Defire  to  hear  her  fing  cxpreft, 
.Who  modeftly  comply'd  with  her  Requeft. 

With  Nerves  of  Lambs,  Soul,  firing  yctor  Lutct 
They'll  beft  with  Lamb-like  Agnes  futc 
Then  ftrive  to  emulate  the  Strain 
Sung  to  the  Lamb  incarnate  flain, 
With  whom  his  Fellow  Lambs  repofe; 
And  follow  wherefoe'er  he  goes. 

Or  fliould  that  Strain  appear  too  high, 
To  copy  Nathans  Sweetnefs  try, 
When  from  a  murder'd  Lamb  he  drew 
A  Pi&ure  for  King  David's  view  ; 
Then  fing  the  Lamb  of  Jefus  Flock, 
Of  hellifti  Rage  who  flood  the  Shock. 

Sweet  Agnes,  of  the  Virgin  blefs'd, 
The  Image  on  her  Heart  imprefs'd> 
Three  Luftres  Mary  had  attained 
When  Mother  of  God-man  ordain'd  ; 
Agnes  reach'd  Jefu's  Age,  when  fought 
By  Mary,  he  the  Do&ors  taught. 

Sweet 
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Sweet  Mary  by  a  Sword  was  gor'd 
When  her  Son's  Sorrows  fhe  deplor'd; 
On  Jkfus  Crofs  young  Agnes  mus'd, 
With;Zeal  to  bear  his  Crofs  infus'd, 
jfoth  from  the  Womb  to  God  endear'd* 
Both  fiyrm  to :  their  firfk  Love  adhef'd. 

In  Footfteps  of  the  Lamb  of  God 
The  Lamb-like  Virgin-Lover  .trodf;  • 
One  of > the  meekeft  of  the  Fold, 
And  yet,  like  JudaVs  Lion  bold, 
No  Outrages  could  her  provoke; 
She  trembled  at  no  dreadful  Stroke. 

The  Wotld  its  ftrongeft  Charms  difplay'd, 
All  fcorn'd  by  the  fweet  heav'nly  Maid 
Gofeek,  fliefaid,  fome  earthly.  Mind, 
There  Entertainment  you  may  findj 
A  Soul  abforb'd  in  Love  divine 
To  none  but  Jefus  can  incline. 

The  cruel  Judge  with  Threatnings  dirt,  , 
Of  Rack,  wild  Beafts,  Wheel,  Pincers,  Fife, 
With  all  things  which  could  Fear  excite, 
Strove  the  young  Virgin  to  affright, 
Their  very  frames  the  Pagans  fcar'd, 
She  flood  tofuffer  all  prepaid. 

To  Stews,  which  Virgins  chiefly  dready 
He  them  commands  her  to  be  led, 

And 
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And  Spite  infernal  to  compleat, 
Ekpos'd  her  naked  in  the  Street ; 
Sweet  Virgin-Jefus,  cry'd  Ihe,  hafte 
To  guard  thy  Spoufe  from  Eyes  unchafte. 

Heav'n  kept  the  Infidels  in  awe, 

And  made  them  from  her  Sight  withdraw. 

One  only  fhamelefs  brake  Restraint 

To  gaze  upon  the  naked  Saint, 

But  God  an  Angel  ftfait  enjoin'd 

To  ftrike  him  down  half  dead,  and  blind. 

A  torvid  fury  then  appear'd 

His  naked  Sword  aloft  he  rear'd, 

She  *  pointed  to  her  Throat  and  Heart, 

Bid  him  on  either  aft  his  Part ; 

I,  who  Youth's  Courtfliip,  cry'd  fte,  flew, 

To  make  me  happy  now  court  you. 

The  holy  Virgin  kneeling  pray'd, 
Gave  Thanks  to  Jefus  for  his  Aid, 
For  her  Tormentors  God  befought, 
That  they  might  laving  Truth  be  taught ; 
The  Sword  then  wounding  her,  fhe  cry'd, 
Jefu,  my  God,  my  Love,  and  dy'd. 

From  Marfs  open  Box  the  Fume 
Afcending,  fcented  all  the  Room  ; 
Thus  at  the  opening  of  the  Wound 
Her  Soul  to  Blifs  fwift  Palfage  found, 

And 
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And  exemplary  Graces  died* 
.  Whofe  Odours  ftiU  the  Chjureh  p'erfpread. 

The  Saints  were  rap'd  to  hear  the  humble  Maid* 
Who  taught  you  that  fweet  Song  ?  Philothea  laid; 
A  Daughter  of  blefsM  Sion,  flie  reply'd, 
Who,  tir'd  with  walking,  refted  by  my  fide  j 
AJ1  tgodeft  daughters  of  this  fpacipus  Plaia 
With  Sions  Daughters  Amity  maintain, 
Daughters,  whom  virtuous  Shepherds  ftrive  to  wed 
To  heav  nly  Love,  as  well  as  nuptial  bred, 
You'll  know  thjem  by  their  Songs,  the  Daughters 

*'.'/■'  £chaft* 
In  all  they  fing  of  Sion  keep  the  Tafte ; 
Some  on  the  Plain  to  fing  Saints  Lives  incline, 
Some  nuptial  Love,fome  Pfalms,fome  Love  diyjn$i 
My  pious  Mother  at  our  parting  Kite, 
Juft  as  her  Soul  was  ready  wing'd  for  Blife, 
Warn'd  me,  that  while  below  curs'd  Sin  fhail  refgw 
Tares  will  be  always  mix'd  with  wholfome  Grain  j 
That  all  are  not  tjie  Saints  they  feem  to  bp, 
That  none  but  Saints  above  from  Sin  are  free ; 
That  'midft  the  Natives  of  our  Bethlerp  Plain, 
Where  Patriarchal  SaintQnp  fome  retain, 
There  otJtier$  are  falfe,  femfual,  worldly,  rude,  , 
Who  will  a  Maid  pollute  .with  Sonnets  lewd ; 
The  Innocent  from  Ifaacs  Jtace  defcend, 
Their  chafte  Love  Songs  no  mpdeft  Ear  offend  j 
The  Vicious  are  of  Ijbmaers  fpurious  Line, 
They  feoff  at  yirtue,  and  at  things  divi*?; 
yoi..  IV-  x 
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Sion  chaftc  nuptial  Love  Wifh  Honbirt  tfeat$, 
It  peoples  Heav'n,  and  Cools  intemperate  Heats  * 
Luft  they  abhor,  God's  Temples  it  pollutes, 
And  finks  immortal  Souls  below  the  Brutes; 
They  there  engage  no  Virgin  in  a  Vow, 
The  Rules  of  Sion  a<feafle  Love  allow,* 
Chafte  Love  religiidtisT PitrSarchs  fang  of  olct, 
Made  nfodeft  Courtihip  as  thty  watch'd  the  Fold* 
A  Courtihip  which  true  nuptial  Love  defign'd 
For  ifcutual  Help,  and  to  increrffe  their  Kind, 
That  when  they  dy'd  there  might  a  Paft'ral  Race  # 
Succeed,  to  hymn  the  Godhead  in  their  place  ;  ' 
They  who  their  Virgin-Love  to  God  devote 
No  Children  leave  his  Glory  to  promote, 
But  to  Pofterity  traftffflit  his  Rraife 
in  thef'fiqttivalent  of  heav'nly  Lays; 
Hymns  are  the  Virgins  Off-fpring,  *tfs  in  Sdng 
Among  the  Saints  they  Memories  prolong  ; 
You  may  ferve  God,  (he  faid,  in  either  Life, 
Live  a  pure  Virgin,  or  a  virtuous  Wife. 

Since  that  I  never  could  the  Point ^dedde, 
But  daily  pray  to  God  my  Choice  to  guide,  . 
E'er  long  a  Walk  to  Sion  I  intend, 
And  Counfel  take  which  Way  I  fcall  propend  ; 
Some,  faid  Rebekah>  I  now  hear  are  there 
On  their  late  Ties  to  beg  Macarios  Pray'r; 
You'll  go  dircflt,  a  Compafs  I  intend, 
To  vifit  here  and  there  a  rural  Friend, 
And  fome  chafte  Pairs,  whofe  Virtue  I  well  know, 
To  glean  inftrii&ive  Lcflbns  as  I  go. 

The 


The  Saints  theh  taking  leave  tdwarfls  Stint  wreiu* 
Pbihtbeas  Eyes  were  off  therein  intent,  : 
When  e'er  a  Shepherd  finging  they  defcry'd,  > 
If  the  Gem  faded,  ftrkit  they  'turn'd  altde  j 
At  length  they  near  a^epR^riiefe  flood  It  A, 
Who,  Afir/W-Hke,  the  T&brei  toucfi'd  with  Skilly 
She  and  Tier  Cohfdrt  lah^ihe-'ir  fotbrning  ILay, 
It  was  the'Pfalm  appointed. for  the  Day. 

Thrift Jttppy.  Uaii  'wfiofe  3bui  is  ftaid 
t)n  Go^'s  uhfee'n,-  but  Certain  Aid, 
Beneath  his  Sha&W  h¥li  retreat,  : 
And  never  fear  afili&ing  Heat. 

3  M  By  fw«*  t^erJSticc'fure- 
My  <J6d  i  RefUW  ^Tecure,      '?  *' 
He  is  tily  F6rt  ag^mtt'-my  fFdefr,  ■ 
In  God  I  truft  in  all  my  Woes. 

fcty  &*tiiv  h^liftirt'ttee from  the  Snafcs 
Whfctf  Rdliffl  ^ife&^ftee  predates* 
Vttibh  hdifoin  Ffeftaetute  fhall  reign, 
Infe&ion  he'll  from  thee  reftrain. 

His  gracibas  Plumes  (hall  thee  enclofe,' 
tfhy  Truft  fhall  in  his  Wings  repofe, 
His  Truth  fliall  Arms  defenfive  yields 
It  fliall  thy  Buckler  be  and  Shield. 

Thou  flialt  no  Terrors  fear  by  Nighti 
No  Arrows  which  ace1  lhot  in  Light, 
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No  Dangers  which  in  Darknefs  rife, 
Or  at  Noon-day  (hall  thee  furprize. 

#  Amidft  ten  thoufand  round  thee  flam 
Thou  unaflaulted  (halt  remain, 
And  fee  when  Sinners  outrage  God 
The  juft  dire  Vengeance  of  his  Rod. 

• 

My  Soul,  thou  doft  on  God  rely, 
And  haft  thy  Shelter  from  on  high,  , 
No  Evil  (hall  approach  thy  Bed, 
Thou  no  judicial  Plague  (halt  dfeead, 

God  will  Command  on  Angels  lay 
To  guide  and  guard  thee  Night  and  Day/ 
They'll  thee  uphold  in  tender  Arm, 
And  no  rude  Stone  thy  Foot  (hall  harm. 

• 

Thou  (halt  on  fierceft  Lions  tread, 
Shalt  bruife  the  Afp's  and  Dragon's  Head, 
With  the  old  Serpent  doom'd  to  Hell 
Their  Venom  damp,  their  Fury  quell. 

Hear  what  God  utters  from  above, 
Since  he  has  fix'd  on  me  his  Love* 
Has  known,  and  has  obey'd.  my  Will, 
I'll  place  him  out  of  reach  of  III. 

When  e'er  he  prays  his  Pray'rs  I'll  hear, 
I'll  in  his  Trouble  (till  be  near, 

Not. 
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Not  only  him  from  Guilt  redeem] 
But  raife  him  in  the  World's  Efteem. 

He  long  (hall  happy  live  below, 
My  Ble/Cngs  here  (hall  overflow. 
When  languishing  for  Heav'n  he  dies, 
Eternal  Joys  (hall  glad  his  Eyes, 

Thus  rural  Saints,  faid  Pfycbe,  fang  of  old, 
E'er  Luft  grew  (laming,  and  Love-heav'nly  cold; 
Both  lib'ral  Thanks  return'd  to  the  kind  Pair, 
Who  let  them  in  their  Pfalm  and  Mu/ick  (hare  : 
If  Jefus,  faid  Philothea,  condefcends 
Tq  be  thus  gracious  to  his  married  Friends, 
Much  rather  he's  to  Virgip-Vot'ries  kind. 
Who  live  entirely  to  his  Love  refign'd  ; 
The  Heart  by  nuptial  Love  divided  grows, 
Our  Love  no  Mixture,  no  Divifion  know$j 
We  nothing  have  at  Jefus  heavenly  Call 
To  pluck  us  back,  wbp  facrifie'd  our  All. 
Scarce  had  Philothea  thefe  Reflexions  made, 
But  at  the  Entrance  of  a  pleafant  Glade 
They  drew  to  a  virtuous  Paft'ral  Couple  near, 
.Vho  with  their  Converfation  charm'd  their  Ear. 

[this  Shade, 

Mikha.  While  pur  §he$p  gi*a$e,  Zaccheo,  near 
i  my  own  Soul  will  op  ypur  Spiil  unlade : 

Zaccbto.  Begin,  my  deaf^ft  Milcqfi,  of  the  twa 
The  Load  fliould  rather  lie  pn  me  than  you. 

Mil*  In  {«ove,  my  dear,  you  Milcah  firft  alfaiTd^ 
Yqij  over  me,  I  over  you  prevailM, 

¥  3  W* 
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.  We  both  were  conquer'd>  and  both  Conqueft  won; 
I  never  wifliM  the  Knot  I  ty '4  undone- 
To  Love  I  own  I  was  at  firft  inclin'd, 
Yet  I  Mifgivings  in  my  Heart  could  find* 
I  knew  not  how  Mao  would  his  Empire  ufe, 
And  Thoughts  of  Tyrant  would  my  Soul  amufe. 
Yet  what  I  fear'd  I  bad  deftf e  to  try* 
And  thought  I  fafely  might  on  you  rely*' 
You  with  fuch  gentle  Hands  the  Scepter  fway* 
That  I  moft  govern  when  I  mod  obey ; 
Still,  Dear,  my  Love  to  you  frefli  Heights  acquire* 
More  it  -Zaccheo  knows,  the  more  it  fires ; 
Yet  one  fad  Thought  haunts  frequently  my  Mind* 
That  we  one  Day  by  Death  fliall  be  disjoin'd,  . 
That  mournful  Separation  oft  I  fear. 
Ah,  give  me  leave  to  fpfeak  the  reft  in  Tear. 

Zac.  Ah,  Milcah,  I  with  you  fhould  fympathize^ 
But  Love  keeps  Ihut  the  Flood-gates  of  myEycsi 
Both  fliould  at  once,  nor  angry  be,  nor  grieve* 
That  one  the  other  fweetly  may  relieve  j 
What  you,  my  deareft,  Separation  fti'le* 
Is  but  a  parting  only  for  a  while : 
Imagine  I  (hould  a  few  Days  repair 
fo  fome  far  diftant  Town  or  noted  Fair, 
Would  you  fuch  parting  with  fad  Tears  deplore  ? 
And  yet,  believe  me,  Death  is  little  more. 

Mil.  How,  dear  Zaccheo.  can  I  that  conceive  ? 
I  at  our  fhorteft  Separation  grieve. 
When  e'er  we  but  for  a  few  Minutes  part*, 
Away  you  carry  with  you  Milcab's  Heart, 
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I  all  thofe  Minutes  am  but  half  alive,   '  \ 
Till  Milcab  you  with  glad  return  revive ; 
But  fhould  pale  J)eath  work  my  Zaccheo7oiB^ix 
Ah,  I  Zaccheo  ne'er  Ihoiild  fee  again.  ' :    /  r 

Zac.  Fondnefs  in  Love,  dear  Mikabf  is  E*cefs,; 
We  both  fhould  Jove  God  more,  each  other  tefr>, 
•To  G6d  y  deat?  Love  we  (hould  our  Loves  fub«iit, 
And  acquiefce  in  what  God  s  Love  thinks  fit,  ' 
If  God  for  Blifs  of  either  fhould  make  choicei  \ 
A  Lovtr  fhould  in  Lovers  Blifs  rejoice, 
Repos'd  on  God  by  a  Submiffion  fweet 
Till  'us  his  pleafure  tboth  in  Heav'n  fcould  meet. 
tb  iMil.  And  (hall  we  jnecr,  jny  dear  Zw£tf>,.  there?" 
I  bettefr  then  Zaccheo  $  lofp  could  bear. 

[  Sphear, 

Zac.   Heaven,  Milchahy  is  of  love  the  Native 
jDiit  Love  can  never  reach  Eerfe&ion  here. 

Mih   O  but  in  Heaven  fhall  I  Zaccheo  know  > 
And  (hall  we  love  in  Heav'n,  a$  here  below? 

-  =  .  [  hight, 

Zaccheo.   All  joy's* in  Heaven,  are  at  the  utmpft 
And  fince  it  Joy  will  in  us  both  excite ; 
To  know  each  other  is  of  Blift  poffefs'd, 
We-  with  that  Joy  (hall  certainly  be  Blefe'd  J  . 
Love  there,  will  be  Tranfporting,  and  intenfe*  , 
And  purify 'd  from  all  the  Drqfs  of  Senfe ; 
Should  I  be  happy  firft,  and  looking  down. 
See  Milchah  Soaring  to  her  Heav'nly  Crown ; 
l'd-take  my  Milchah  from  her  Guardians.  Wing, 
I'd  ifirft  your  Wellcome  into  ^pry  Singf; 
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Arid  gratious  God  our  Loves  would  not  difjoyn, 
tTo  Loftie  hymns,  our  hearts  to  co-incline. 

Mil.  Forgive  me,  dear  Zaccheo,  if  T  Thirffi 
That  God  would  plcafe  to  make  me  happy1  firft* 
I  dearly  here  fliould  my  Zaccheo  mifs, 
.While  I  congratulated  you,  your  Blifs. 

Zac.   Gods  holy  Will  is  all  that  we  fliould  mind, 
And  to  go  firft  or  laft  fliould  live  refign'd: 
But  fliould  it  be  Gods  Will  I  go  before, 
You  need  not  mifs  me,  or  my  lofs  Deplore j 
You'll  have  a  tender  Husband  in  my  place,  ' 

Mil.  No  Deareft,  I  no  other  will  embrace. 

Zac.  You  will,  dear  Milcah,  let  me  add  you  mufti 
To  his  kind  arms  my  Milchah  I'll  entruft. 

Mil.   You  of  my  heart  Zaccheo  me  bereft* 
I  for  another  have  no  Reliqufe  left  • 

Zac.  You  have,  dear  Milchah,  if  you  will  refleQ; 

Mil.  Ah  are  you  Jealous,  and  my  Love  Sufpcft? 

Zac.  Not  jealous,  I  ftall  give  my  free  Content, 
And  you  in  parting  will  have  full  Content  i 
Our  Babes  will  of  a  Father  feel  no  need. 
He'll  my  Paternal  Tcndernefs  exceed. 

Mil.  Enough,  <Zaccheo9  you  aiHid  my  Ear, 

Zac.  No,  I  your  Spirit  rather  ftrive  to  cheer; 

Mil  To  cheer  my  Spirit,  dear Zaccheoy  how  ? 
To  think  I  can  another  Love  allow  ? 

Zac:  You  can,  and  when  the  Riddle  I  explain 
You'll  at  firft  word  this  Lover  entertain.' 

Mil.  I  fear  to  ask  what  you  incline  to  fpeak, 
As  you  pronounce' his  Name  my  Heart  will  break, 
„>  O 
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Q  add  no  more,  I  can  no  more  endure. 

Zac.  The  Wound  I  gave  my  Milcah  now  Fll  curei 
'Tis  gracious  God.  Afi/.  Since  gracious  God  you 

#  [mean, 
All  Storms  of  Paffion  ceafe,  my  Mind's  ferene  ; 
But  why,  my  Dear,  us'd  you  the  Husband's  Name  ? 
.     •  [Flame. 
Zac.    God  pi&ures  his  own  Love  by  nuptial 
Mil.  Chafte  nuptial  Flame,  my  Dear,  I  know  full 

[well, 

God's  boundlefs  Loves  all  nuptial  far  excel 

[ufc, 

Zac.  'Tis  true,  but  God  that  Pifture  deigns  to 
Thoughts  of  his  Love  the  better  to  infufe ; 
Each  Lover  is  God's  Spoufe,  with  God  unites, 
Of  blifsful  Love  foretafting  the  Delights  ; 
Think  then,  mjr  Dear*,  what  Love  we  two  have  felt, 
How  our  two  Hearts  iftto  bach  other  melt, 
How  to  each  other's  Good  we  co-propend, 
How  both  to  love  each  other  bed  contend, 
How  daily  wc  to  pleafe  each  other  ft  rive, 
How  in  each  btheir  mutually  alive,  ' 
How  fweetly  we  In  all  things  fympathize, 
How  the  full  Blifs  of  both  in  either  lies, 
How  we,  tho'  two,  by  nuptial  Tie  are  one, 
How  we  co-tranfubftantiated  are  grown 
When  you  have  ttipught  the  Love  between  us  two, 
Give  tb  it  then  Purificatibns  dud,  v 
Cleanfe  it  from  all  Indecencies,  Defeds, 
Spots,  Fondncfy  Frailties,  fenfual  Refpc&s, 
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Which  blend  it  here  belcw  with  earthly  Tajntj^ 
Such  is  the  tender  Love  God  bears  to  Saints 
And  ihould  I  firft  b?  c^U'd  my  laft  to  breath* 
1  to  that  Love  m^  Milcah  would  bequeath. 

Mil.  And  Ihould  I  firft  be  calTd  this  Lift?  cp^uk, 
I  to  that  Love  Zaccbeo  would  commit. 

#  [fpire, 

-  Z*c .  Since  then  in  God's  dwr  Love  Ufc  both  con- 

We'll  to  that  Lpve  furrendff  all  Defi?e; 

let  one  Defire  we  muft  continue  ft  ill, 

More  to  inflame  our  Love,  and  damp  our  Wifl,  v 

Both  Pilgrims  God  ador d,  who  on  the  Plaifr 
Made  Patriarchal  Sanftity  remain  • 
'  As  on  they  went  they  on  a  pleafant  Green 
Two  Shepherds  faw  fitting  their  Flocks  between. 
They  feem'd  to  Song  each  other  to  provoke, 
Till  the  Contefi  was  thus  by  Jotbam  brok?  ; 

i 

Oft  have  I  fefcn  a  Lover  griev'd, 
Complaining  Love  had  him  deceiv'd, 

Who  Verfe  and  Years  had  (pent 

In  learning  to  repent. 

Many  a  Song  he  had  compos -d, 
In  fofteft  Lines  his  Love  difclos'd. 

And  yet  his  humbleft  Strain 

Got  nothing  but  Difdain. 

The  Idql  which  his  Love  allur'4 
.  ,  TThe  groffeft  patents  endur'd* 
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And  'twas  her  native  Pridq 
. .  $tjll  to  be  deify'd. 

She  manag'd  in  £hort  time  her  Eyes 
Not  to.difd&in,  but  fyiqpathize, 
The  Lover  from  her  took 
Strait  a  glad  Omeq  took. 

To  nuptial  Tie  (he  then  agreedj 
fle wheii  he  fata  his  Love  fucceed 
Revived  Poetick  Heat, 
And  fang  his  Blifs  compleat. 

His  Blifs  he  had  not  long  enjoy'd, 
JJut  Senfyality  foon  cloy'd, 
'   He  6n  his  Love  refle&s, 
' Sees  its  cohceal'd  Defefts. 

He  by  fond  Inclination  fway'd, 
To  God  for  Guidance  never  pray'd, 
"}       All  always  unblefif d  Joys, 
Have  punitive  AHoys. 

The  kindeft  Intervals  they  had 
Were  interfpers'd  with  Tin&ures  fad, 

That  Death  would  fopn  intrude. 

And  their  fliort  Joys  conclude. 

I  who  had  Iqv'd  as  much  as  they* 
Oft  hear4  ^eir  lamentable  J-ay, 
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The  Beauty  I  admir*d, 

True  Joys  and  Hymn  infpiYd. 

Urania  was  my  lovely  Saint, 

yiho  never  caus'd  me  one  Complaint, 

fcly  Papons  centred  wer? 

In  her  Perfe&ions  rare. 

She  kindly  of  my  Love  allow'd. 
She  nor  difdainful  was,  nor  pi;oud, 
per  Eyes  were  ftill  (incfere, 
And  drooping  Love  would  cheer* 

I  fang  her  Graces  cv'ry  Day, 

And  (he  frcfli  Graces  would  difplay, 

My  Spring  was  ryeve^  dry'4» 

She  ftill  my  Verfe  fupply'd. 

• 

I  no  one  Difappointment  tnevr, 
Love  by  Converfe  ftill  ftronger  grew. 

Our  Love  from  Difcord  free 

Was  pcrfe&  Harmony. 

j 

Death  never  could  our  Loves  divorce, 
Death  to  our  Love  gave  vital  Force, 

Death  would  my  Soul  unloofe, 

And  nobler  Love  infufc. 

My  Love  below  in  Languor  li?s, 
Till  I  with  clear  unclouded  Eyes, 

From 
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From  Imperfe&ion  fyeei 
Shall  my  Urania  fee. 

Secure  J  of  Fruition  reft, 
4With  that  I  ffaall  in  Heav'n  be  bleft, 
And  glorified  above, 
Shall  have  my  Fill  of  Love. 

Laban  with  Jotbam  could  not  well  agree. 
And  for1  his  Choice  in  Song  composed  this  Pleal 

To  love  fair  TLbatnar  I  inclitie, 
But  earthly  Love  with  Love  divine 
I  puzzled  was  for  a  long  while 
To  reconcile. 

Urania  then  to  me  appeared, 
And  with  fweet  Speech  my  Scruple  tiear'd* 
Chafte  Love,  flie  faid,  good  God  defign  d 
For  Souls  refin'd. 

In  Innocence  chafte  Love  began; 
To  comfort,  not  defile  the  Man, 
And  when  chafte  Love  a  Heart  has  feiYd* 
Good  God  is  pleas'd. 

Luft  Surfeit  is,  Love  wholfome  Meat, 
That  Calenture,  this  template  Heat, 
That  is  Difeafe,  and  this  is  Cure, 
•   Health  to  enfure. 

Th*t 


That  eyes  the  Pace,  arid  this  the  Mind* 
That  feeks  falfe  joys  it  rie'er  can  find, 
To  Lovers  this  true  Pkafiires  briqgs*  . 

■    Which  have  no  Stings. 

•  if 

When  Love  cjivine  your  Paffion  fteer*,7 
Well-grounded  Love  is  void  of  Fears* 
*Tis  Luft  all  nuptial  Ills  creates* 
And  joys  abates. 

7%amar  is  zs  devout  as  f*irj 
You  two  niay  prove  a  happy  Pair*  { 
You'll  not  Urania  jealous  make  { 
If  her  you  take; 

I  to  you  both  flball  Lover  be,  5 
You'll  both  one  Lover  be  to  me*     ,  < 
You'll  be  one  Perfon  in  Mankind^ 
By  Marriage  join  d. 

Each  will  in  each  God  s  Love  excit^  \ 
In  heav  nly  Love  will  ro.rdelight, 
And  your  fubmiffive  Loves  refign 
To  Love  divine. 

Soon  as  in  Heav'n  your  Souls  fliall  meet, 
You'll  kindle  Love  more  pure,  more  fweet* 
Eternal  Joys  (hall  fill  each  Heart* 
.You'll  never  pa#.  . 
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The  Saifttfr  bftfh  Shepherds  heard,  and  had 

[Contdfc 

Which  of  the  &mgs  ftoukl  bd  efteem'd  the  beft  ; 
But  their  Contention  fobn  was  at  an  end 
When  drawn  twd  other  Shepherds  to  attehA 

_         B  O  0  K  IL 


Ztor.TF  I  miftake  not,  'tis  no  holy  Day; 

X"  Why,  young  Benaiab,  is  your  Drefs  fo  gay  ? 

Ben.  BarxaSai,  you  in  Paft'ral  Cares  grown  old, 
Moft  pleasure  take  in  teliding  of  your  Fold  •' 
T'a  Wedding  dil'd,  Met  my  Sheep  to  graze, 
And  now  I  am  returned,  caft  fee  no  Strays; 
To  Chtttch  i  went  with  Bridegroom  and  with  Bride, 
And  pray'd  for  Bleffings  on  the  Knot  they  ty'd. 

[youthful  Pair, 

Bar.  Whofe  Wedding  wasY?  Ben.  You  know  tlie 
Young  Caleb  wedded  is  to  Rachel  fair. 

Bar.  *They  virtuous  may  in  happy  Bands  engage, 
Have  equal  Flocks,  and  juft  proportion'^  Age; 
May  our  benign  Arch-Shepherd  on  them  heap 
All  Joys,"  all  Bleffings,  which  chafte  Lovers  reap. 
How  came  the  Match  thus  fuddenly  advanced  ■ 
So  long  depending  ?  Ben.  O  it  one  Day  chane'd 

A* 
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As  Rachel  mflk'd  thd  Ewes,  on  her  Straw  Hat  ; 
A  Swarm  of  Bees  down  on  a,  fudden  fat, 
And  Caleb,  who  that  mbttent  reacb'd  jh$  Vill, 
To  take  his  Dinner,  and  his  Bottle  fill, 
Beholds  the  frighted  Maid  in  that  Surprize, 
And  for  a  Hive  fwift  to  his  Cottage  flies, 
And  all  the  way,  till  he  her  Refcue  brings, 
Feels  in  his  Heart  all  Rachel's  threatned  Stings  j 
Full  fpccd  he  runs,  his  Lpver  tQ  revive, 
And  turns  her  Hat  jover  the  empty  llive, 
And  to  fecure  from  Harm  her  naked  Head, 
His  Shepherd's  Cloke  all  over  her  he  fpread,' 
The  Bees  which  were  the  Borderers  flew  oat, 
And  bover'd  in  the  Region  round  about ; 
Then  from  his  Back  he  took  his  Shepherd's  Lyfc 
And  the  fame  Tunp  play'd  on  his  artfyl  Wyre, 
In  which  the  Bees,  when  ready  tp  changCtSeat, 
For  their  Difmiffion  to  their  Queen  entreat  i 
C.harm'd  Jby  that  Tune,  all  to  their  Man/ion  hafte, 
But  o«e  ijl-natur'd  Stragler  Caleb  fac'd, 
And  as  he  went  to  force  her  to  her  Wing, 
Fix'd  in  the  Shepherd's  Hand  her  angry  Sting. 

The  Maid,  uncovered  when  the  Coaft  was  cleat*, 
Thank'd  the  kind  Swain  fpr  refcuing  her  from  Fear, 
Yet  grieved  his  Harp  Uy  ftill,  bpt  ftrait  beheld 
That  by  fhe  Sting  his»t.uneful  Hand  wa$  fwell'di 
"Into  her  father  s  rural  Hutt  (he  ftept,  . 
To  fetch  the  Ppt  which  Virgih-jJoney  kept. 
Out  of  his  Hand  (he  pluck'd  the  venom'd  part; 
7*  hen  the  Woynd  ointed  to  a^l^y  the  S^art : 
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The  Youth,  who  long  had  courted  her  in  vain, 
Before  flic  knew  to  rate  a  Lover's  Pain, 
A  thoufaad  Thanks  gave  to  the  tender  Maid, 
And  begg'd  her  Stay  to  be  in  Song  repaid  $ 
The  Virgin  grateful  for  his  timely  Care, 
Strait  yields*  and  to  his  Harp  he  fang  this  Air. 

0  cruel  Creature,  thus  unkind 

To  Caleb,  who  your  Good  defign'd; 

1  courted  you  with  Song  and  Lyre, 

To  pleafe  you  made  them  both  confpirpi 
I  fang  and  play'd  the  very  Note 
You  in  your  Kingdom  learn  by  rote, 
All  your  Companions  paffing  by 
Humnx'd  to  my  Strings  harmonioufly* 
No  Verfe;  n6  Chords  can  you  aflfeft, 
You  pay  your  Lover  with  Negleft, 
Negleft!  Ah,  which  is  worfe,  your  Sting 
You  into  your  true  Lover  fling;  , 
Out  with  your  Sting  your  Bowels  gufli, 
On  your  o\vn  Death  you  madly  riifli, 
Fond  Rage,  in  unprovoked  Stri£e 
Wounding  your  Friend  to  lofe  your  Life ! 
Yet  you  who  made,  may  cure  the  Sore, 
One  Drop  from  your  balfamick  Store 
Shed  on  the  Wound,  the  Wound  will  heal/ 
I  /ball  no  future  Anguifli  feci. 

Fair  Rachel,  you,  I  know,  will  blame 
The  Bee  which  thus  to  harm  me  came, 
yW:IV-  Z  You 
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You  little  think  you  arc  that  Bee, 
And  you  thus  cruel  are  to  me  ; 
A  Wound  your  Beauty  gave  me  deep, 
And  you  the  Wound  ftill  bleeding  keep  ? 
I  flrove  the  tendrcft  Chords  to  chufe; 
The  fofteft  Verfe  Love  could  infufe, 
Nor  Verfe  nor  Strings  Acceptance  gain'd, 
My  Love,  Verfe,  Mufick,  you  drfdain'd  j 
My  Song  I  tote,  ray  Strings  I  brake, 
Thefe  will  not  do,  YU  others  take ; 
I  fifty  times  my  Harp  new  ftrung, 
Fifty  new  melting  Songs  I  fung, 
And  when  you  fliould  my  Pain  allay, 
You  dart  a  Sting  and  fly  away ; 
The  Bee  when  flic  her  Sting  had  fhot 
Dy'd  in  few  Minutes  on  the  Spot, 
You  fhall,  unleft  my  Life  you  fave, 
Die  of  the  Wound  you  to  me  gave ; 
Drop  Pity  then,  'twill  cure  my  Hearc* 
Love,  and  we  neither  fhall  feel  Smart;. 

irhis  fung,  the  Maid  began  to  fympathizc, 
She  fpake  it  by  compaflionating  Eyes, 
She  Love  had  never  underftood  before, 
She  Pity  dropt,  and  Caleb  ask'd  no  more  ^ 
Chafte  Love  by  tender  Pity  was  foon  firMy 
And  both  this  Day  in  nuptial  Bands  confpir'd. 

Bar.  This  Match  we  providential  muft  repute, 
Heav'n  to  our  Stations  deigns  Events  to  fate, 

Both 
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Both  prayVL  for  Quida&ce,  and  kind  Heav'n  de- 

[creed 

To  make  ibeir  innocent  chafte  Love  fucceed» 

And  thys  fair  Opportonity  fupply'dj 

Happy's  the  Knot  which  Heav'n  approved  andiy'd. 

The  Saiots  to  the  four  Swains  Attention  gave, 
Yet  thought  the  Virgin^life  fhouid  Pref  rence  have; 
Th'  Experienced,  faid  PhihtheOj  find  it  true> 
'Tis  harder  to  rule  Paffion  than  fubduej 
No  Saints  in  nuptial  Tie  from  Cares  are  freed* 
The  Virgins  Lives  next  to  Angelick  lead ; 
The  TowVs  of  Sion  now  were  in  their  Eye, 
Yet  they  could  pafs  no  finging  Shepherds  by; 
Once  mpre  they  ftopt,  by  a  kind  Pair  detain'd* 
Whofe  Harmony  their  pleas'd  Attention  gain'd  j 
A  Pair,  Jofiab  and  Elifa  ftiPd* 
Both  humble,  peaceful,  charitable,  mild ; 
Belov  d  by  alf,  and  with  their  Lots  concent, 
Who  nothing  toore  defir'd  than  Heaven  had  fent; 
T'wards  them  they  walk,  and  the  kind  Patf  falute* 
Perceiv'd  he  skill'd  the  Harp,  and  (he  the  Lute; 
The  happy  Couple  ftrait  their  Welcome  fpake, 
Defir'd  them  at  their  Bufh  fliort  Reft  to  take  j 
But  e'er  they  could  a  Song  entreat,  they  faw 
A  lovely  Youth  towards  the  dear  Couple  draw ; 
The  Saints  with  Joy  obferv'd  the  Jewel  clear, 
And  knew  no  danger  of  Pollution  near ; 
The  Youth. with  low  Refpefts  entreats  their  \p ave 
Out  of  their  Flock  his  Stragler  to  retrieve  j 
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Ktis  Stray,  he  looking  round,  defcry'd,  and  caught 

And  to  the  Bufh  when  he  the  Stragler  brought. 

Ah  me,  he  faid,  there  is  another  Stray,  '      •  _ 

Which  all  my  Flock  befides  will  much  outweigh, 

If  to  recover  that  you  me  could  aid, 

Your  Love  by  Heav'n  would  richly  be  repaid  j 

Both  at  their  Bufli  invite  him  tof  repofe, 

And  of  the  precious  Stray  the  Marks  difclofe ; 

Alas!  'tis  I  myfelf  he  fighing  cry'd, 

By  Vice  and  Error  lur'd  on  ev'ry  fide  j 

Then,  that  he  fully  might  his  Grief  explain 

He  to  the  Harp  fang  this  affe&ing  Strain  * 

In  what  a  labyrinthal  Maze  ? 

Does  Youth  mif-fpend  its  Days, 
Both  Vice  and  .Error  me  way-lay, 

I  fall,  or  elfe  I  ftray, 
This  my  immortal  Mind  beguiles, 

And  that  my  Will  defiles. 

*  Great  God,  thou  vaifd  in  Clouds,  bekw 
Thy  Lovelinefs  doft  (hew, 
Lufts  and  DelufiOns  in  difguife 
Here  fafcinate  our  Eyes, 
The  thought  of  thee  when  e'er  we  Iofe,- 
Their  Poifons  they  infufe. 

Concupifcence  a  thoufand  ways 
My  Soul  to  Vice  betrays,  . 

Foul  Shepherds  often  me  aflaily 
And  will  I  fear  prevail,. 

Thr* 
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Thro*  a  Fool's  Paradife  they  train 
Souls  to  eternal  Pain. 

Sins  in  each  Age  the  fame  remain, 
Tho*  they  by  turns  may  reign, 

But  daily  up  new  Errors  grow, 
Which  giddy  Spirits  fow, 

And  Heav'n  to  their  peculiar  Lies 
They  all  monopolize. 

My  Soul  oft  to  and  fro  is  %ofk, 

In  danger  to  be  loft, 
In  Errors  the  abfcondcd  Guile 

Ufurps  the  facred  Stile, 
In  Vice  fake  pleafing  Baits  allure, 

To  fwallow  what's  impure. 

O  might  a  Pillar  in  the  Sphere 

Of  Fire  and  Cloud  appear, 
Such  as  God's  Ifrael  kept  in  fight, 

To  lead  them  Day  and  Night, 
,That  in  this  darken'd  World  I  may 

Towards  Blifs  difcern  my  way ! 

Or  from  kind  Heav'n  O  might  there  ftrean* 

On  me  a  moving  Beam, 
Some  perpendicular  clear  Ray, 

Truth-faving  to  difplay, 
Like  that  which  once  the  Magi  dre^f  *■ 

To  their  Redeemer  5  View> 

Z  J  Qut 
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But  what  am  I  that  I  fliould  dare 
To  aim  thi|$  high  in  Pray'r  ? 
Shew,  Lord,  the  plain,  fafe,  narrow  R?ad, 

,  Which  leads  to  thy  Abode, 
Shpuld  Sin  or  Error  draw  me  back  . 
Still  keep  me  in  the  Track. 

•  An  Angel  as  Cornelim  kneel'd 

His  hcay'nly  Guide  reveafd, 
Lord,  may  fome  Pilot  be  aflign'd 
To  fteer  aright  my  Mind, 
In  whom  each  Grace  which  he  enjoios 
In  bright  Example  foines ! 

My  Spirit,  Lord,  with  Light  divine 

Irradiate  and  refine, 
With  Light  may  ardent  Zeal  confpirc 

To  fet  ray  Love  on  lire, 
From  Spirits  lying  and  impure 

Love  only  refts  fecure. 

I  things  then  in  juft  Light  iliall  view* 
On  all  pafs  Judgment  true, 

All  Vanities  which  flatter  Luft 
My  Spirit  will  difguft, 

And  my  illuminated  Eyes 

Will  all  but  Heav  n  dcTpifci 

The  tehdeir'Esir  the  Youth  with  Pity  eyVfc 
Etigeuio  nara'd,  agd  the  kind  Swain  rcply'd  $ 


Shepherds 
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Shepherds  were  wont,  when  doubtful  heretofore, 

A  facred  Seer's  Guidance  tq  implore, 

Arid  we,  who  good  Macarws  Children  are, 

To  Jiimi  as  to  our  Oracle,  repair; 

Oft  as  we  can  we  Viflts  to  hiin  pay, 

And  wifer  than  we  went  we  cime  away ; 

He  is  pur  Paftor,  whom  Heav'n  fets  to  keep 

Like  Watch  o'er  Shephejrds  as  w*  o'er  our  Sheep ^ 

His  Monthly  Round  he  o  er  our  Region  goes, 

That  he  for  Heav'n  the  Shepherds  may  difpofe ; 

He  has  the  hallow'd  Keys,  hard  Truths  qn locks, 

Skills  Human  Souls  as  much  as  we  bur  Flocks ; 

From  Heay'n  he  has  Irradiations  bright, 

He  fires  our  Spirits  while  he  gives  them  Light ; 

He  Jefus  for  his  fole  Idea  chofe, 

And  daily  to  his  Likenefs  nearer  grows ; 

He  Counfel  to  no  Stranger  Swain  denies, 

Who  with  upright  Intentions  to  him  flies ; 

In  pow'rful  Notes  and  Numbers  he  excels, 

And,  David-like,  infernal  Fiends  expels,- 

His  Chords  put  Souls  in  tupe,  who  never  reft 

Till  they,  like  Saul,  with  Grace  of  Hymn  are  bleft ; 

Repentance  he  harmonioufly  inftils, 

And  melts  into  foft  Tears  obdurate  Wills ; 

Then  gently  changes  into  cheerful  Keys, 

To  Joys  of  pardon  riling  by  degrees ; 

On  Sion  Hill,  the  Centre  of  his  Care, 

His  well-ftor'd  Study  joins,  the  Houfe  of  PrayV ; 

And  all  his  Hours  of  ghoftly  Guidance  void, 

Jtetween  theft  two  are  conftantly  employ 'd ; 

1  1  '  v  There 
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There  with  blefs'd  Sions  Daughters  he  abides, 
And  with  a  Tendernefs  Paternal  guides ; 
Hafte  to  that  Saint,  to  him  unload  your  Hearty 
Yet  of  our  Song  accept  before  we  part.    .  * 

Great  God !  to  err  and  to  do  ill 
Are  the  Permiffions  Gf  thy  Will, 
And  thy  Permiffions  arc  defign'd 
•      To  try,  not  to  enfoare  Mankind ; 

Were  Faith  and  Love  by  thee  decreed, 

No  Mortal  for  Reward  could  plead. 

« 

To  fin  and  err  were  I  not  free* 
All  Duty  would  Co-a&ion  be ; 
Force  and  true  Virtue  ne'er  combine* 
From  Freedom  fprings  our  Love  divine, 
Freedom  which  Heav'n  and  Top  bet  fills,  - 
Man  nothing  reaps  but  what  he  wills, 

E'er  fince  our  fontal  Sire  fedue'd, 
The  Deluge  of  all  Woes  unflue'd, 
Dark  Ignorance  o'erfpread  our  Mind, 
Our  Pondm  t\vards  falfe  Joys  inclin'd. 
Error  and  Sin  their  Sway  began, 
Both  are  Ingredients  of  fall'n  Man: 

The  Age  was  dark  and  unrefin'd, 

When  out  the  Sun  Eternal  fhin'd, 

No  Beams  thro'  clouded  Souls  could  dart. 

Or  foftcn  the  obdurate  Heart ; 

If  Sin  and  Error  then  could  reign, 

They  now  with  eafe  may  Conquefts  gain. 
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And  gain  they  will  our  Lord  foretold, 
Their  Ufurpations  fpreadiog>  bold ; 
Our  Lapfe,  our  Freedom,  both  infer, 
Man,  till  reclaim'd,  will  (in  and  err ; 
But  Souls  to  Jefus  who  adhere, 
Safe  front  thofe  Rocks  their  Spirits  fteer. 

Their  Saviour's  Praife  his  Vot'ries  fing, 
Of  Grace  and  Truth  the  boundlefs  Spring; 
Dear  Grace,  dear  Truth,  our  Soul's  Defence 
'Gainft  Error  and  Concupifcence ; 
None  who  to  Jefus  Pity  fly, 
In  damning  Sin  or  Error  diei 

Eugenie  all  that  him  befel  re-thought, 

The  gracious  Train  in  which  his  Cure  was  wrought* 

His  Danger,  Fear,  Pray'r,  the  kind  happy  two,  ' 

With  blefs'd  Macario,  all  he  kept  in  view ; 

With  that  a  Euchariftick  Pfalm  he  fings, 

An4  his  ftray  Sheep  to  the  dear  Couple  brings, 

Which  for  his  Alms-Oblation  he  decreed, 

f  he  neighb'ring  Swains  who  were  in  want  to  feed ; 

Then  to  the  friendly  Couple  bids  farewel, 

And  walks  dired  to  good  Macario's  Cell. 

The  Saints  gave  Thanks  to  the  kind,  humble  Pair, 

Who  tet  them  iA  theif  Song  inftru&ive  fhare. 

And  now  they  Sion  reach'd,  and  gave  God  Praifc* 
Who  brought  them  thither  to  devote  their  Days; 

Bo/h, 
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£oth  to  Macario  for  his  BJc/Tmg  kneel'd, 

To  whom  Ecdefa  had  their  Flight  reveaTd  « 

Macario  both  with  Love  Paternal  treats, 

His  Btef&og  in  the  Name  triune  repeats ; 

Then  to  the  Chappel  bpth  conduced  are* 

And  with  the  Daughters  join  in  Hymn  and  Pray'r. 

Soon  as  the  Faithful  pafs'd  the  faired  Door, 
They  all  fell  humbly  proftrate  on  the  Floor, 
A  Prieft  devoutly  the  Confeffion  read, 
While  all  Eyes  dropt,  all  wounded  Spirits  bled, 
Till  good  Macario  from  bis  Raft  raJ  Throne 
The  Abfolution  gave,  and  eas'd  their  Moan; 
The  Book  of  God,  then  (landing  up,  they  heard* 
Each  faving  Truth  they  ponderd  and  reread* 
Macario  all  dark  Paflages  explain'd, 
From  ev  ry  Sermon  Saints  frefli  Knowledge  gaifl'd; 
They  all  aloud  their  holy  Faith  declar'd, 
To  die  for  that  they  always  Uv'd  prepared ; 
Then  they  all  lowly  kneel'd,  began  warm  Pray  r, 
That  all  in  God's  Philanthropy  might  fliare; 
<  For  the  whole  Church  they  Supplications  made, 
For  all  Degrees  they  begg'd  proportion'd  Aid  j 
They  interceded  for  all  Souls  diftrefs'd, 
And  tend'reft  Pity  for  their  Griefs  exprefs'd } 
fray 'd  God  his  Truth  to  Pagans  to  difclofe, 
And  to  Chew  Mercy  to  their  greateft  Foes. 

When  Pray'rs  were  made  refpefting  Saints  bel(w> . 
Who  live  a  Life  of  Indigence  and  Woe, 
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The  Wor&ip  then  more  heav'nly  they  commence, 
And  fing  their  Hymns  with  Zeal  and  Love  intenfe* 
Harp,  Organ,  Lute,  all  the  fweet  Singer  us'd, 
When  God  the  Grace  of  Pfalmody  infus'd ; 
Play'd  to  the  Hymn  Macario  had  composed, 
Which  with  Doxologies  the  Chorus  clos'd ; 
The  Love  divine  he  chofe  for  that  Day's  Theme, 
Which  Saints  their  chief  Inflammative  efteem. 

From  all  Eternity  when  God  alpne, 

Sat  felf-fufficient  on  his  Throne, 
E'er  Time,  and  Space  from  Chaos  rude, 
Arofe,  tjiis  World  to  meafure  and  include, 
When  all  that  God  defign'd, 
Lay  only  in  Idea's  in  his.  .Mind 

God  out  his  Son  (his  Image)  ftin'd, 
His  Son,  in  whom  all  his  Perfections  joio'd.  * 
And  both.  cp-breatlj'd  th*  Eternal  Dove* 
Which  made  Tri-unity  of  Love, 

God  in  this  World's  Foundations  laid, 
His  Wifdom,  Goodnefe,  Pow'r  difplay'd^ 
|Ie  out  of  nothing  Choirs  Angelick  rais'd, 
Who  as  they  rofe  their  Maker  prais'd, 
AU  thefe  he  into  Being  fpake ; 

But  when  he  Man  would  make, 
The  great  Triune  in  CJounfel  far  above, 
To  form  him  worthy  of  their  Love, 
All  three  co-breath*d  his  God-like  Mind, 
TP  love  jrine  Gofl  incited, 
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Man  a  Propenfion  felt  entire, 
Like  filial  God  to  love  his  boundlefs  Sire, 
Love  finite  thus  frpm  infinite  arofe, 
And  to  its  Source  connat'rally  re-flows, 

9 

Ah,  how  could  fuch  a  Love  as  this 
E  er  grow  remifs, 
By  Lovelinefs  Paternal  fir'd, 

By  Love  co-breath'd  infpir'4, 
By  the  Example  of  Love  filial  fteer'd. 

To  live  to  God  endear'd  ? 
Ah  me,  I  agonize  When  I  re-call^  , 

Of  Heav'n-born  Love  the  Fall, 
Man  by  the  Tempter  lur'd, 
His  Birth- right  Love  abjurd, 
In  vain  the  Wretch  to  Heav'n  for  Pardon  cries* 
Who  dares  th^t  Love  which  pardons  him  defpife. 

Love  Deity  eternally  employed, 

Qod  in  Self-love  himfelf  enjoy'd, 
The  more  the  Soul  the  Love  of  God  attains, 
The' more  it  God-like  ft  ill  remains,  . 

Trine  Love  falPn  Mans  Redemption  co-decreec^ 

Immenfely  Love  creating  to  exceed, 

Paternal  God  for  Sacrifice  defign'd 

God  filial  to  redeem  Mankind, 
Co-effluent  God  with  both  confpirM, 

By  Trine  Inflammative  our  Love  is  fir'd, 

Loft  Man  thus  Iov'd  fliould  Love  for  Love  repay, 
And  God  without  Refetve  obey. 

And 
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And  we,  like  Saints,  who  at  the  Throne  remain* 

Should  love  and  worfhip  the  Lamb  flain, 
All  Praife  to  God,  who  only  Love  requires, 
And  makes  that  Duty,  which  himfelf  infpires. 

Macario  faw  the  holy  Rites  compleat, 
And  gave  the  Bleffing  from  his  Paft'ral  Seat; 
To  the  large  Hall  he  then  the  Strangers  brought, 
[Where  Labours  of  pure  Love  the  Daughters 

[wrought  5 

Clothes  for  the  Poor  they  fpun,  few'd,  wove,  or  knit, 
Each  Age,  each  Sex,  in  ev  ry  Need  to  fit ; 
Some  gather'd  Plants,  which  grew  their  Garden 

[rouiuk 

Salves,  Cordials,  fialfams,  Med'cines  to  compound  $ 
Sick,  Naked,  Maimed,. they  tenderly  relieved, 
And  Virgin-Strarigers  in  kind  Arms  receiv'd  ; 
Endearingly  their  Guefts  they  entertain'd, 
To  Sions  Laws  ambitious  to  be  train'd ; 
All  at  their  Work  of  heav'nly  things  convers'd, 
And  Sioris  Siongs  were  always  interfpers'd ;  • 
Each  fang  the  Song  flie  firft  could  call  to  mind, 
Wont  there  to  no  fet  Rule  themfelves  to  bind ; 
Of  both  the  Saints,  for  Entrance  in  their  Chou* 
*They  a  probationary  Song  defire. 

Pbihthea  the  bright  Ads  in  native  Verfe 
Of  Female  Saints  and  Martyrs  could  rehearfc, 
But  to  blefsd  Marys  Story  moft  inclin'd, 
The  true  Idea  of  all  Woman-kind ; 

,  And 
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And  to  the  Lute  fang  the  blefs'd  Virgin  s  Praife>4 
To  warm  the  Daughters  by  her  lovely  Rays.  . 

O  Jefu,  who  blefs d  Mary  didft  revere, 
Near  thee  enthroned  in  the  celcftial  Sphete,* 
Help  me  to  fing  the  Plenitude  of  Grace* 
Exalting  her  above  all  Female  Race, 
The  mighty  Love  thou  didft  on  her  diffafe; 
Whom  thou  God-man  didft  for  thy  Mother  chdfti 

Great  God,  to  a  religious  marry'd  Pair*   #  * 
tJnited  by  chafte  Love  and  mutual  Ptay'r* 
When  on  the  Womb  he  lays  a  long  Reftrainti 
Oft  gives  the  Bleffing  of  an  Infant  Saint;  ' 
God's  Friend  and  Sarah,  when  no  Hope  appeaftfj 
In  their  Old- Age  were  with  an  Ifaac  cheer'd  J 
Elifa  to  Old  Zacb'ry  brought  an  Heir, 
Who  for  Meffia*  fliould  the  -way  prepare  j 
The  Favour  God  on  other  Saints  beftowty 
In  Joachim  and  Anna  overflow'd, 
God  with  a  Daughter  their  Devotion  bleft'd, 
In  whofe  pure  Womb  incarnate-God  fhould  reft. 

God,  who  is  pleas'd  bright  Angels  dow#  to  fend, 
On  purpofe  little  Children  to  attend ; 
When  blefled  Mary  firft  drew  vital  Air, 
Entrufted  her  to. a  bright  Seraphs  Care ; 
The  Aged  Saints,  who  for  a  Child  had  pray'd, 
Sang  Hymns  to  God  when  joyful  Parents  madej 
Devoted  God's  free  Gift  to  God  alone, 
And  more  God's  Child  efteem'd  her  than  their  owaj 
Her  Seraph  kept  her  in  his  fweet  Embrace,  • 
No  one  foul  Spirit  dyrft  approach  the  place ; 
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The  Holy  Ghoft  his  Temple  in  her  built, 
Cleaned  from  congenial,  kept  from  mortal  Guilt ; 
And  from  the  Moment  that  her  Blood  was  fir'd, 
Into  her  Heart  celcftial  Love  infpiYd 

The  Babe,  when  flie  began  to  fpeak,  was  taught 
To  confecratc  to  God  her  Tongue  and  Thought; 
And,  prompted  by  her  Seraph,  took  delight 
Continual  Hallelujahs  to  recite ; 
Her  Phyla&eries  next  fhe  by  degrees 
Had  learn'd,  and  to  repeat  them  on  her  Knees ; 
Thofe  which  the  Love  of  God  fincere  enjoin'd 
Affe&ed  moft  her  Heav'n-enkindled  Mind : 
When  fhc  began  to  read  God's  holy  Book, 
In  which  fhc  her  Initiation  took, 
Her  Soul  was  with  a  heav'nly  Manna  fed, 
Her  Spirit  tailed  ev'ty  Truth  fhe  read ; 
And  e'er  flic  faw  two  Weeks  of  Years  compleat 
She  the  whole  Pfakcr  could  by  heart  repeat; 
from  Types,  and  what  the  Prophefies  foretold, 
.  Which  (he,  by  Hcav'n  enlighten'd,  could  unfold,- 
She  the  Idea  of  Mejfiat  drew, 
Pray'd  for  his  Advent,  kept  him  ftill  in  view  j 
Seven  times  a -day  fhe  to  her  Clofct  Went, 
Her  fervent  LQve  in  fervent  Pray'r  to  vent; 
And  her  unweary'd  Zeal  was  wont  to  pray 
By  warm  Ejaculations  all  the  day ; 
She  in  t-he  depth  of  her  ferene  Repofe 
At  Midnight  to  her  foleran  Office  rofe : 
As  (he  grew  up  Love  daily  gain'd  new  Hights, 
And  toe  from  them  began  fublimer  Flights; 
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No  Angel  who  e'er  Human  Likenefs  took 
Had  a  more  chafte,  fweet,  charming,  h^av'niy 

[Look, 

A  Look,  which  all  at  the  firft  fight  rever'd, 
And  while-  it  ftruck,  a  facred  Awe  cndear'd ; 
Plain,  cleanly,  and  becoming,  was  her  Drefs* 
Had  nothing  carious,  nothing  of  Excefs ; 
She  Idlenefs,  the  Peft  of  Souls,  to  ftun, 
In  Intervals  of  Pray'r  her  Garments  fpun ; 
Soon  as  herfelf  flie  decently  array'd, 
She  Vcftmcnts  for  the  Poor  and  Naked  made^ 
Charity,  next  to  Heav'n,  abforb'd  her  Care, 
The  Poor,  in  evry  Meal  (he  eat,  had  fhare ; 
"Her  Clofet-Meditations  moft  fublime, 
Where  with  her  God  alone  flie  fpent  her  Timej 
JHer  Languors,  bl6fs*d  Mefliat  to  behold, 
Spring-tides  of  Heav'n,  which  o'er  her  Spirit  rolTd ; 
Humility,  which  all  proud  Thoughts  fupprefe'd, 
As  if  no  one  Perfe&ion  flie  pof&fs'd, 
Her  Will  transfus'd  into  the  Will  divine* 
Accuftom'd  with  Gods  Will  to  co-incline,- 
Her  San&ity  to  God  s  true  Likenefs  grown ,: 
Her  frequent  Vifits  from  the  glorious  Throne 
A  filent  Admiration  may  create, 
None  but  bcr  Guardian  Seraph  can  relate. 

To  Parents,  next  to  God',  flie  Rev'rence  paid> 
They  fweetly  rul'd,  as  fweetly  (he  obey'd ; 
&he  was  the  Subjefl:  of  their  Prajr'r  and  Praifey 
Thdr  tender  Nurfe  in  their  deciding  Days; 

Htavto 
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Heav'n  warn'dthem  their  dear  Daughter  to  com-' 

[mend 

To  Rcrtvetid  Jofeplf  s  Carei  tlieir  ancient  Friend^ 
A  Saint,  who  woiild  her  Purify  proteft, 
And  treat  her  with  Angdicaf  Refpeft  j 
To  her  dear  Parents  Choice  flie  chofe  to  yifelcf , 
And  the  Efpbtifals  folemnly  were  feal'cj ; 
Gabriel  mean  while  from  Blifs  flew  down  full-fpeed> 
To  tell  hfer  as  (he  pray'd  that  Heav'h  decreed 
She  the  'Meftas  in  her  Womb  flbdulcl  bare, 
Whofe  fig&'had  been  the  Subjeft  of  her  Prayr; 
The  boiintilifs  Might  of  fdntal  Love  divine 
The  Lover  co-breath'd,  third  of  the  glorious  Trine,1 
On  thee  defending  flball  thy  Womb  difpofe 
Great  filial  God  incarnate  to  inclofe  • 
8He  ftarcely  could  believe  her  Ears  atid  Eyes, 
The  Meflage  had  fuch  rapturous  Surprize, 
Till  Gabriel  her  aflur'd  it  was  God's  Wilf, 
Which  'twas  her  fole  Airibition  to  fulfil 
And  as*  he  back  to  Heav'n  his  Flight  began 
In  a  Love  Tranfport  fhe  cbnceiv'd  God-man ; 
While  Godhead  templing  in  her  W6mb;rttaain'd>  % 
*   What  Influence  from  God  within  ftVgiaifr'd, 
What  Suavities,  Loves,  Languors,'  Ardours,  Lights, 
Joys,  Jubilatidns,  beatlfick'  Sights* 
What  Rappts  when  flie  Magnificats  compos'd, 
Or  when  t'  Eltfa  Gabriel's  News  difclos'd, 
.fier  Spirit  fill'd,  no  Poetry  can  guefs, 
Herfelf  could  never  what  fhe  felt  exprefs. . 
Vol.  IV.  •    A  a  Jofepk 
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Jofefb  with  jealous  Eye  her  Change  beheld, 
Till  a  bright  Angpl  all  his  Doubts  difpelf  d ; 
Then  both  at  NazSreth  liv'd  a  blifsful  Life, 
Moft  tender  Husband,  moft  fubmiiEv.e  Wife  ; 
Their  Chaftity  was  free  from  fenfual  Taints, 
Their  mutual  Love  pure,  as  in  heafrnly  Saints  ; 
His  Angel  and  her  Seraph  could  not  join 
In  Friendflup  more  endearing,  more  divine. 

When  (he  to  Bet  hi  em  came  that  happy  Mom, 
Her  Virgin-Eyes  faw  God  incarnate  born  ; 
How  high  her  Raptures  then  began  to  f well, 
None  but  her  own  omnifcxent  Son  can  tell; 
God-man,  who  deigns  to  temple  in  pure  Hearts,' 
A  wondrous  Love  to  common  Saints  imparts* 
Gives  them  of  heav'nly  Love  forctafting  fight, 
To  comprehend  its  Length,  Breadth,  Depth,  and 

[Heigfrty 

Much  greater  Love  to  his  dear  Mother  fhcw'd, 
Hcav'n  in  fweet  Deluge  on  her  Spirit  flow'd ; 
As  Eve  when  ihe  her  fontal  Sin  review'd,  • 
Wept  for  herfelf,  and  all  (he  fliould  include  ; 
Blefs'd  Mary,  with  Man's  Saviour  in  Embrace, 
Joy'd  for  herfelf,  and  for  all  Human  Race ; 
All  Saints  are  by  her  Son's  dear  Influence  blefs'dy 
She  kept  the  very  Fountain  at  her  Breaft; 
The  Son  ador'd  and  nurs'd  by  the  fweet  Maid, 
A  thoufand-fold  of  Love  for  Love  repaid  ; 
Saints,  who  of  God  have  beatifick  View, 
Such  mighty  Joys  peculiar  never  knew ; 

They 
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They  to  hyittn  God  as  VotYics  are  employ'4, 
As  Mother  of  the  God,  they  hymn'd,  (he  joyU 

But  yet  to  teniper  rapturous  Excefs, 
Her  Joys  below  were  mingled  with  Diftrefs; 
When  (ht  a  Mother,  jjet  *  Virgin  pufe> 
Purification  legal  would  endure : 
Simeon,  who  httnour'd  was  God-man  to  hbld, 
The  Sword*  which  fljould  the  Mother  pierce,  fore- 

c  ;  [toldi 
Her  Son  Was  born  our  Griefs  to  undergo, 
She  fwietly  fyriipathiafd  in  aH  his  Woe  : 
The  Wound  which  firft  iheck'd  her  ecftatick  joy* 
Was  Herofs  Plot  the  Infant  to  deftroyj 
But  warti'd  by  Heav'n,  to  Egypt  Ihe  took  Flight* 
bod  cur'd  that  Wound  by  baffling  Heroes  Spite ; 
Babe,  Virgin,  Jofeph^  when  the  Storm  was  o'er, 
*  Returned  to  Nat'retb,  whete  they  hVd  before, 
There  humble  and  obfeure  the  Patents  dwek, 
And  of  their  Son,  God-man,  the  Ble&ngs  felt; 
Above  two  Luftres  in  fweet  Peace  they  fpent, 
Then  with  their  wondrbus  Son  td  Salein  went  j 
The  Virgin  there  receiv'd  a  Jecond  Wound, 
Which  f6oii  was  cur  d  when  the  deat  Cfriltf  the? 

£found^ 

All  three  to  pleifaht  Nazareth  theh  retiVd, 
Where  Jofepb  In  the  Virgin's  Arms  expir'd ; 
God-man  himfelf  his  Abfolution  fpake, 
His  Spirit  ldng'd  its  Prifdn  to  forfake ; 
Son  then  and  Mother  liv'd  exempt  from  Noife, 
Reciprocating  hcav  nly  Loves  and  Jo/s. 

A  a  i  Into 
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Into  the  World  foon  as  blefs  d  Jefus  came, 
His  mediatory-Office  to  proclaim, 
Blefs'd  Mary,  who  in  her  reflefting  Soul 
Took  care  all  Jefu's  A&ions  to  enroll 
Who  had  of  Sin  arid  Love  divine  a  fenfe, 
Next  to  her  Son,  melt  lively,  moft  intenfe* 
When  (be  his  Love,  which  finful  Man  redeem'd,* 
Saw  daily  fcorn'd,  infulted,  and  blafphem'd,  • 
•  The  Sword  piere'd  daily  thro*  her  tender  Heart, 
And  (he  of  all  his  Sorrows  felt  the  Smart ; 
But  when  (he  on  the  Crofs  beheld  God-man, 
Up  to  the  Hilt  the  dolrous  Weapon  ran. 

Soon  as  he  left  his  Grave  her  Joy  reviv'd. 
She  from  her  Son  frefh  Springs  of  Joy  derivM ; 
To  Jehifs  dear  Care  flie  by  her  Son  confign'd, 
To  his  fole  Manfion  her  Abode  confin'4  { 
The  Blefs'd  above  adore  their  heav'nly  King, 
Contemplate,  love,  converfe,  rejoice,  and  fing, 
Thofe  were  her  fole  Employments  Day  and  Nigl 
Her  Converfation  darted  heavenly  Light  $ 
To  all  the  Hours  of  Pray'r  (he  daily  came, 
When  any  cool'd,  her  Zeal  reftefli'd  their  Flame  j 
She  to  Devotion  all  her  Time  apply'd,  - 
She  liv'd  as  if  already  glorify'd; 
Her  Love  ftill  languilh'd  for  the  happy  Day, 
When  to  the  Grave  (he  fliould  refign  her  Clay, 
Exulting  when  the  World  (he  was  to  leave,' 
And  her  divine  Viaticum  receive, 
Fell  fick,  and  dy'd  of  an  Excefs  of  Love^ 
Haft'ning  t<5  her  Rcftorstive  abpve ; 

Heav 
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Jleav'n  with  tranfccndent  Joys  her  Entrance  grac'd, 
Next  to  his  Throne  her  Son  his  Mother  plac'ci ; 
And  here  below,  now ihe's  of  Heav'n  poffcfe-d, 
All  Generations  are  to  call  her  blefs'd. 

All  Siorfs  Daughters  Mary  moft  admir'd/ 
With  nobleft  hights  of  Hymn  and  Love  infpir'4> 
Yet  that  (he  but  a  fcreature  was  they  knew, 
And  with  her  Son  ought  to  keep  diftance  due ;  . 
From  Jefus  they,  not  Maryy  Grace  implord, 
Honoured  the  Mother,  but  the  Son  ador'd, ' 
Vow'd  folemnly  to  confecrate  their  Days 
To  copy  Mary's  imitable  Rays  j 
They  all  devout  Exilierrcies  betray'd 
While  dear  Phihtkea  fang  the  heav'nly  Maid. 

In  Pffche  cenrer'd  next  each  Daughter's  Eye,  % 
Expe&ing  that  next  Tuhi  Yhe  fhould  fupply 
6er  penitential  Love  was  miVd  with  Tear 
for  Sins,  from  which  Philotheas  Soul  was  clear; 
Like  Mary  this,  like  Magdalen  that  fung,  ■ 
While  bri  hei  Voice  all  their  Attentions  hung. 

O I  Ufall  ne'er  forget  the' happy  Hour 
When  of  the  gracious  Dove  I  felt  the  PowY; 
I  in  a  Moment  was  no  more, 
The  odious  thing  I  was  before, 
All'  my  Propenfions  HeavVwards  ftream'd* 
I  felt  Enamourments  of  Souls  redeem'd, 
To  my  own  Confcicncc  I  was  reconcil'd, 
I  joy'd  that  glorious  God  would  own  me  for  his 

—  [Child. 
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I  the  perpetual  Motion  learn'd  from  Love, 
I  felt  my  PpwVs  in  Circulatfqns  move> 
Love  from  the  Source  of  Love  defcends, 
My  Love  to.  God,  who  fir  d  it,  tends, 
And  Love,  foon  as  it  mounts  on  high, 
.  Brings  down  of  heay'tily  Love  a  frefli  Supply, 
When  Love  returns,  I  fend  it  back  for  more, 
Infeflantty  I  fpend,  and  yst  increafe  my  Store. 

God  in  all  Lights  moft  amiable  appeared, 
Endearing  moil,  and  moil  to  be  endear'd, 
In  him  alone  my  boundlefs  Mind 
Commenfiirable  BJifs  can  find, 
I  felt  a  Love  my  $oul  poflefj, 
Congratulating  Gpd,  his  Lovelip^fs, 
Love  incommunicable,  and  intenfe> 
Striving  with  all  its  Force  to  ftretch  to  Love  im- 

[menfe. 

To  pleafe  my  Love  was  my  chief  Care  and  Aim? 
My  tender  Zeal  to  honour  his  great  Name, 
To  do  Love's  Will  was  my  delight, 
The  Thought  of  God  would  Love  excite. 
Yet  Love  oft  felt  Damps,  Wandrings*  Col& 
Which,  tho' involuntary,  Lcondol'd,  ' 
And  on  remembrance  of  my  finful  ¥«ars, 
Th$  Joys  of  Pardon  mix  4  with  penitential  Tears. 

Ah,  did  the  World  the  Conizations  know 
Which  from  the  Tears  of  fweet  Contrition  flow, 
•  Vhich 
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With  fervent  Pray r  they'd  Day  and  Night 
lmplbre  from  God  ah  Heart  contrite, 
And  learn  as  the  firff  Tear  diftill'd 
From  thofe  high  Joys  which  then  their  Spirits  filfd, 
What  Joys  there  are  above,  where  Tears  are  dry'd, 
When  Tears  (bed  Jier?  below  fp  rapturoufiy  glide. 

As  the  fair  Trees  which  od?rQu$  Gjlead  crown, 
Secure  from  Harm,  drop  Tears  balfamick  down. 
Perfuming  all  the  Mountains  head, 
And  pleafure  take  their  Sweets  to  filed, 
Thus  when  I  learn'd  of  Loye  to  weep, 
..Though  free  frpm  Dread  my  Tears  no  Bounds 

[would  keep, 
,  Their  tripUing  gave  me  fpft  enam'ring  Eafe, 
O  gracious  Force  of  Love,  whiih  ipakes  our  Sor- 

-    [tows  pleafe ! 
M/ Heart  wa$turn'd,  dilated,  rais'd,  refin'd, 
By  the  foft  fjreathing?  of  an  .heav'nly  Wind, 
t  felt  a  thoufand  Love-Conftraints, 
Yet  my  Free-will  made  nq  Complaints, 
My  Inclination  took  the  part 
Of  Love,  cq^operating  with  my  Heart, 
My  "lendenfcies  ahd  Temper  Love  well  knew, 
4nd  with  foft  Cords  my  Soul  connaturally  drew. 

The  charming  ways  Love  to  inflate  me  us'd, 
Additional  Inflammatives  infus'd, 
As  the  fbft  Wax  abforbs  the  Seal, 
My  Heart  I  could  thus  melting  feel, 

Am  AH> 
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All  Love's  Impreflions  to  receive, 
Love's  lovely  Image  ftriving  to  retrieve, 
God  loves  Kimfelf,  the  more  (jod  fees  in  me 
Of  his  molt  lovely  felf^  the  clearer  liall  I  be. 

I  cannot  W*e,  but'I  iftuft  live  in  Pda, 
till  of  my  Love  I  the-Fruitidn  gain, : 
My  Clofet  I  frequent,  for  there 
I  with  my>T:ove  cdnverfe  by  Pray'r, 
The  facred  Books  my  Spirits  cheer, 
There  I  the  Vbice  of  my  Beloved  hear, 
Lord,  in  thy  Courts  with  Saints  I  thee  adore,' 
There  in  full  Meafurc  Love  cdmmurficates  its 

[Store. 

My  Soul  thy  Altar  with  moft  Zeal  frequents, 
Where  to  our  Love  God-man  himfelf  prefect* 
I,  when  I  thee,  blefs'd  Jefus,  meet; 
In  thy  poor  Brethren  wafh  thy  Feet, 
Where-eer  thy  Love  diffufes  Rays, 
There  I  ambitious  am  to  fpend  my  Days, 
My  Meditation  oft  thy  Love  revolves, 
And  ftays  till  to  high  Sea  it  of  frefli  Love  diffove* 

But,  Lord,  tby  Ami^blenefs  below. 
We  but  obfeurely,  but  remotely  know, 
Your  Wings,  kind  Angel,  to  me  lend, 
To  Heav'n  111  inftantly  afcend, 
The  Sight  of  lovely  God  above 
My  Spirit  will  transform  to  God-like  Love, 
But  God  here  wills  my  Stay,  God's  Will  is  mine; 
Lows  to  theBelov'd  wholly  their  Wijls  refign. 

Should^ 
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Should'ft  thciu,  dear  Lord,  protra&ed  Life  decree 
Indulge  me  Languors  till  my  Soul  is  free,    , ;  • 
They  who  affuming  to  love  mofta 
.  Of  Love  difipterefted  boaft, 
Tmperfe&ly  Love  apprehend,  : 
41I  native  Lovers  to  Fruition  tend      '  r;  ^ 
To  love  God  all-fuffici^nt,  s*i>d  abftraft  ^ 
Propenfio.Pi  is  a  thing  imppfpble  to  fJ3c. 

My  God,  no  Dangers,  ^Difficulties,  Woe?, 
My  Love  fhall  terrify*  t|re,  difcompofe,  * 
#  J  am  %\\  Peart,  ar$;ail  De&e,  - 

In  thee  I  cetxtre,  yet  <afpir.fi 
My  Spirit  fain  would  fally  oat, 
At  Lpves  unbounded -Source  to  quench  my 

[Drought, 

•  \  love,  \fOuld  fain  love  spore,  Q  when  fliailX 
Fall  fick  of  Love  divine,  and  of  th^t  SicVjiefs  diel 

Di? !  O  dear  Lord,  I  lpuft  that  Word  revolt 
Love  never  feels  of  Death  the  . ireful  Strpke, 
Love  may  fhake  off,  this  lumpiQi  Cl*yf  •  . 
Wont  Souls  immortal  down  to  vyeigh, 
But  when  it  into  Freedom  fprings, 
It  mounts  to  Glory  on  exilient  Wings, 
To  fontal  Love  and  Life  it  joyful  flies, 
Enjoys  moil  Life-  when  here  i%  in  appearance  dies. 

It  her  own  Requiem  protf'd  which  Pfyche  fang, 
Qf  which Heav'n  warnfd  her  by  9 fudden  JPang  j 

W  ;  •     ■  -  ^ 
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My  Jealdufy  fhail  guard  each  Senfej 
Asairift  all  111  fecurt  the  Felice, 
Admit  no  Filth  in  Eye  or  Ear, 
Keep  Avenues  for  Duty  clear  ; 
/My  Tongue,  my  moft  unruly  PowV,  1*11  tamej 
Of  thee  k  lhatt  diftchiife,  and  hymn  thy  Name. 

Tho*  Nature  weak  fliaH  of  Perfection  fai^ 
No  wilful  Sin  fhall  over  me  prevail, 

•Involuntary.  SIfpis!I,ll  mend, '  '■'  ■ 
Arid  towards  Perfe&ion  daily  tend* 
Self-love  I  utterly  abjure, 
And  all  Complacencies  impure, 
To  thee  I  of  myfelf  an  OfPriiig  ibake, 
And  Martyrdom  will  fuffer  for  thy  fake: 

Of  Solomon's  warm  Dedicatiori-PrayV 
Great  God  was  pleas'd  Acceptance  to  declare, 
Down  on  the  Temple  in  full  Streams 
Defcended  Majeftatick  Beams, 
Dazling  the  Priefts  and  mortal  Sights 
Too  weak  to  bear  the  glorious  Light, 
And  Fire  ecleftial  on  the  Altar  came, 
Which  fliould  each  future  "Sacrifice  inflame. 

Thus  wJien  my  He^rt  devoted  w'ii  by  Love, 
Down  fo  his  Temple  came  the  gracious  Povft 
Love'-s  Glories  then  my  Spirit  fiird, 
Newhights  of  Love,  fey,  Hymn  ihftiM? 

love 
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Love  on  the  Holocauft  (bed  Fire* 
Whofe  Ardours  never  fhould  expire* 
Love,  till  it  fhall  to  full  Fruition  rife, 
Lives  here  in  ever-fuming  Sacrifice. 

Macario,  when  he  both  the  Hyfnnifts  heard, 
Their  high  Proficiency  in  Love  rever'd ; 
He  faw  their  Loves  both  ardent,  both  fincefe, 
To  Song  Philothea,  Proba  prone  to  Tear  $ 
Philothea  then  he  rank'd  with  Saints  unftain'd, 
Proba  with  thofe  who  Purity  regain  d ; 
Both  had  fweet  Earnefte  of  their  future  Blifs, 
That  Joys  of  Innocence,  of  Pardon  This. 

Pbtlotbea,  little  ill  her  Own  Efteem* 
Love  humbly  proud  made  choice  of  for  her  Theme, 

Love  humbly  proud. 

Of  Creatures  all  which  into  Being  fpring:, 
•        Map  is  the  vile  ft,  yet  the  nobleft  thing, 
Humility  and  Pride 
His  Tendencies  divide, 
Man  laps'd  the  .vileft"  is  efteem'd, 
The  nobleft,  Man  redeem'd, 
Yet,  as  if  both  had  Contradi&ion  vow'd,  ' 
The  nobleft  humble  is,  the  vileft  proud. 

I,  humbly  proud,  the  noble  and  the  vile 
Jn  my  own  Spirit  ftrive  to  reconcile, 
Vol.  IV.  Bb  Jcfui 
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Jefus  for  me  laid  down 
His  Majeftatick  Crown, 
From  Satan's  Pow'r  to  free  a  Slate 
His  Blood  God  filial  gave, 
Count  by  the  Price  ineftiraable  paid, 
And  Man's  the  nobkft  thing  God  ever  made 

Ye  Angels,  who  above  in  radiant  Choirs 
Sing  lofty  Hymns  to  your  celeftial  Lyres, 
.    .         Tho'  of  God's  blifsful  Reft 
Tou  ever  live  poflefl 
•  God  daran'd  all  your  Apoftate  Crew* 
God  flied  no  Blood  for  you, 
Sinners  in  Heav'n  to  Torment  hopelefs  fell, 
Sinners  on  Earth  God  dy'd  to  fave  from  Hell. 

Great  God  was  pleas'd  from  Chaos  to  produce 
In  Heav'n  and  Earth  all  things  for  Human  Ufe, 
Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars  difpenfe 
To  Man  fweet  Influence, 
You  Angels  raiVd  to  glorious  higbc  « 
Of  beatifick  fight, 
#      Are  fent  by  God  from  your  fupernal  State 
With  minifterial  Aids  on  Man  to  wait. 

The  Earth,  the  Heav'ns,  determin'd  Limits  own, 
But  God's  Benignity  to  Man  has  .none, 

Curs'd  Sin  Gods  Vengeance  dares, 

Yet  God  the  Sinner  fpares, 

,'Tis 
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Tis  Sin  God  infinitely  hates, 

For  Sin  he  Hell  creates, 
Yet  God,  in  giving  his.lov'd  Son,  gave  more 
Than  numerous  Worlds,  vile  Sinners  to  reftore. 

My  Sctal  methinks  is  fciz'd  with  humble  Pride, 
SavVT  by  great  God  incarnate  crucify'd, 
My  Heav'n-ere&ed  Eyes, 
You  worldly  things  defpife* 
•You  are  (hort-liv'd,  vexatious,  vain, 
You  lead  to  endlefs  Pain. 
God  me  above  the  Angels  rais'd,  my  View 
Is  too  fablime  to  proftitute  to  you. 

Kind  Guardian,  you  with  artful  Hand  I  fee. 
Would  tune  your  Harp  to  fymbalize  with  me, 
But  you  by  God  lov'd  lefs, 
Cannot  my  Love  exprefs, 
God's  Mercies,  which  laps'd  Mortals  praife, 
Peculiar  Paffions  raife, 
Sweet,  foft,  enam'ring,  complacential,  high* 
Fit  Chords  to  thefe  no  Angels  can  apply. 

Blefe'd  Guardian,  when  in  Hcav'h  you  next  appear, 
Send  down  a  Saint  from  the  celeftial  Sphere, 
She'll  fing  the  ufual  Strain, 
In  hymning  the  Lamb  flain, 
1*11  grateful  Rev'rence  to  her  pay, 
And  liftetl  to  her  Lay, 

£  b  »  i'U 
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I'll  leartifrdmher  the  Harmony  above, 

To  hymn  ia  heav'nly  Chords,  redeeming  Lotc 

Redeeming  Love  afrefli  Phikthea  fir'd, 
With  Zeal  to  imitate  what  flie  admir'd, 
•    True  Chrift-like  Lovie  all  other  Loves  exceeds, 
By  which  to  fave  a  Soul  Chrifts  VotVy  bleeds. 

Chrift-like  Lover 

As  to  myfelf  to  be.  to  others  kind, 
*        Jefu,  is  by  thy  Law  enjoin'd, 
And  how  I  love  myfelf  I  well 
Can  by  my  own  Senfation  tell, ' 
\ti  Grief,  Want*  Danger,  Pain,  1  recolleft 
What  Love  from  Neighbours  I  expeft, 
By  meafuring  myfelf  I  know 
Like  Love  fincere  I  to  all  others  ow,e. 

Thou,  Jefu,  in  the  Evangelick  Pa& 
%  A  Love  muchr  harder  doft  exady  * 
That  all  who  thy  true  Lovers  arer 
Their  Love,  fhew'd  with  thy  own,  compare, 
That  they  fliould  others  love  to  like  degree, 
As  they  themfelves  are  lov'd  by  thee, . 
Thisfeems  of  Love  the  utmoft  hight, 
A  Pitch  tranfeending  far  all  Human  Flight. 

Thou,  mighty  God,  out  of  pure  boundlefs  Lore 
Didft  leave  thy  glorious  Throne  above 

To 
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To  fink  to  Flefli,  and  to  fuftaih 
Succeflive  Want,  Reproach  and  Pain* 
And  after  all  thou  didft  thyfelf  expofe 
To  Crucifixion  for  thy  Foes, 
None  but  God-man  fuch  Love  could  (hew, 
Such  undeferved  Griefs  could  undergo. 

But  fince  thou,  Lord,  haft  made  this  Love  divine 
Of  cordial  Love  to  thee  the  Sign, 
Since  thou  haft  thus  lov'd  me,  I'll  ftrivc 
From  thee  like  Paflion  to  derive, 

Love  will  think  nothing  grievous,  nothing  hard. 
While  to  thy  Love  it  has  regard, 
Love  of  no  SufFrings  is  afraid, 
Which  are  with  beatifick  Love  repaid. 

Lord,  fhouldft  thou  call  me  to  the  Stake  to  die, 
#  To  fave  from  Hell  my  Enemy, 

Q  let  thy  JLove  njy  Spirit  fire, 
I'll  on  the  Crofs  for  Love  expire, 
While  I  my  Soul  for  Love  an  OfFring  make, 
I'll  love  to  fuffer  for  Love's  fake, 
1*11  joy  my  Sufferings  are  like  thine, 
That  I  with  thee  fhall  in  like  Glory  fhine. 

Sweet  Prota,  big  with  Hymn  and  Love,  was  feiz'd  % 
With' loft  Impatience,  till  her  Soul  was  eas?d; 
Put  e'er  fte  could  her  heav'nly  Freight  unlade 
She  ftopt,  not  difagreeably  delay 'd ; 
A  ftrange  Event  fprpriz'd  the  Daughters  all, 
A  Dove  flew  into  and  about  the  Hall, 

Bb  3  A 
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A  filken  Cord  ground  his  Neck  was  hung, 
At  which  unfuperfcrib'd  a  Letter  hung; 
Well  knew  the  pretty  Envoy  to  what  Coaft 
He  was  to  fly  aerial  fpeedy  Poft ; 
The  Letter  to  Phihthea  he  prefents, 
Who  reading  it,  feem'd  pleas'd  with  its  Contents j 
'Twas  from  Eugenio^  who  had  long  maintain'd 
A  Friendfliip  with  her  tender  and  unftain'd; 
Sifters,  (he  cry'd,  tho*  I  have  ftill  declip'd 
The  fenfual  Applications  of  Mankind, 
With  Saints  of  either  Sex  1  Fricndlhipq  make, 
Cod's  Friends  are  mine,  I  love  them  for  God's  fake, 
fLugeniv  is  God's  Friend,  and  Hymns  indites, 
•    111  fing  to  you  the  Letter  which  lie  writes. 

Fond  Love,  the  fenfual  Poets  Theme, 

'  Is  ever  in  extreme 
To  Fever  it  by  Prefence  grows,  • 
In  Abfenqe  cold  as  Polar  Snows. 

But  Love  cnaxnour'd  of  the  Mind, 
Proper  to  Souls  refin'd, 
'  Abfcnt  or  prefent  is  the  fame, 

Enkindled  by  fupernal  Flame, 

Such  Love  blefs'd  Jefus  deign'd  to  fliew 

To  Sifters  here  below, 
He  gracious  Vifits  to  them  made, 
They  all  his  Loves  with  J-pves  repaid. 

Our 
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Our  Lord  fuch  Love  011  John  impreft 

When  leaning  on  his  Breaft, 
Chara&eriftick  to  remain 
Of  all  firft  lov'd  who  lpve  again. 

Lov'd  John  with  fuch  a  Love  was  bleft 

T'wards  his  pure  Virgin  Gueft, 
When  Jefus  as  his  laft  he  breath'd 
His  Mother  to  his  Love  bequeathed. 

The  Saints  below  from  Saints  above 

Derive  this  heav'nly  Love, 
Which  John  and  his  Eletta  fir'd, 
By  like  pure  Paffion  co-infpir'd. 

Such  Love  the  holy  Paul  inflamed 

When  Tecla  he  reclaim'd, 
The  heav'nly  Light  to  her  difclos'd, 
Which  both  to  heav'ply  Love  difpos\J. 

With  Jerome  in  fuch  Love  confpir'd 

Mar  cell  a  j  when  retir'd, 
Tq  Bethlem  fli$  herfelf  confin'd, 
To  keep  a  Heav'n-ere&ed  Mind. 

Such  Love  the  Saint  to  Paula  flbew'4 

It\  their  blefs'd  Co-abode, 
With  young  Eufiochium  both  pofTeft 
Cp-equali^his  facred  Breaft. 

B  1?  4  Had 
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Had  David  felt  fuch  i-ove  as  this  , 

He  ne'er  had  lov'd  amifs, 
Had  found  blefs'd  Wpman  s  Love  tranfcend 
The  Love  of  Jonathan  his  Friend; 

?Tis  in  fuch  Love  that  you  and  I, 
PMlothea^  ftrive  to  vie,  * 
Love  co-harmonious  of  the  Saints; 
Free  from  concupifcential  Taints. 

Our  Bodies  at  wide  diftance  ftay, 

Our  Souls  meet  ev'ry  Day, 
Our  Ardours  at  each  Hour  of  Pray'r" 
Mix,  ?nd  fly  HcavVward  thro*  the  Air. 

Seven  times  a  day  I  to  the  Source 

Of  Bleffings  have  recourfe, 
Still  when  for  any  Grace  I  fue, 
I  beg  an  equal  Share  for  you. 

You  the  like  Charity  I  know 

To  your  Eugenio  ihew* 
Our  Hearts  each  others  Wants  comprize, 
Our  Tongues  and  Spirits  fympathiafe. 

Such  meeting  raifes  more  delight 

Than  if  we  met  by  fight, 
Sight  cannot  more  our  Souls  endear, 
f  J  will  rather  tvnifh  I*ove  tfiap  clcir, 

Wll 
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Wfe'Il  both  referve  our  Kifs  of  Peac$ 

Till  God  gives  borh  Releafe, 
If  you  it  Heav'n  fhall  firft  arrive, 
I  (hall  not  long  your  Lofs  furvive. 

I  fhall  difcern  the  parting  Hour 
By  foft  magnetick  Pow*r, 
four  Love  will  Heav'n-wards  draw  your  Friend, 
And  I  (hall  up  t' wards  you  propend.  5 

Should  I  reach  Blifs  while  here  you  ftay, 

Amidft  my  Hymns  I'll  pray, 
That  of  each  Joy  I  there  obtain, 
Some  Relifh  may  with  you  remain. 

A  Relifh  to  tranfport  your  Soul, 
Till  you  this  Life  condole, 
Which  keeps  you  from  the  Joys  on  high 
In  Languor  till  you  thither  fly. 

.    In  Blifs  when  we  each  other  fee, 
Love  will  ecftatick  be, 
And  tho'  no  Marriages  are  there* 
We  yet  may,  like  the  Cherubs,  pair. 

To.  all  the  Blefs*d  a  Love  intenfe 
*    With  Joy  we  fhall  commence, 
Jet  there  we  Erfcn\Hhip.  may  renew, 
Ahd  Love  peculiar  to  us  two. 
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la  Hymn  we'll  /till  togetto  join 
Before  the  Throne  divine, 
Well  a&  with  co-united  Heart, 
We'U  never  ling  or  joy  apart. 

All  to  congratulate  Phihtheas  Dove* 

And  Happinefs  in  good  Eugmfs  love, 

Juft  ready  were,  when  Probe  took  the  Qjjp 

In  Song  to  turn  their  intelle&ual  View 

From  th*  Envoy  Dove,  the  Dove  divine  to  fing, 

Of  filial  Tears,  Love,  Hymn,  the  boundlefs  Spring, 

Eternal  D^vei  by  Jeftis  fent 
Love  hcav'nly  to  foment, 

Since  we  of  Jefus  are  bereft, 
Thou  Comforter  art  left, 

And  thou  doft  in  thy  Saints  abide, 

Their  Souls  to  ftrengthen,  comfort,  guide, 

I  would  invite  thee  to  my  Heart, 

Thence  never  to  depart, 
Thou  Source  of  Hymn  arid  Love  divine* 
To  both"  doft  Souls  incline, 
*  But  know  thcfl*  never  canft  endure 
To  temple  in  a  Heart  impure. 

My  Heart,  blefs'd  Paraclete^  refine, 
That  it  may  thee  enlhrine, 

Thy  tender  Wings  o'er  me  extend,  . 
Make  me  to  the  propend, 
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From  the  kind  He*t  thpu  wilt  difpenfe,  - 
I  fhall  Spiritual  Life  commence. 

Thou,  boundlefs  Love,  doft  Love  excite 

Where  e'er  thou  tak'ft  thy  Flight, 
To  raife  a  penitential  Showy 
Thou  haft  the  gracious  Pow  r, 
My  Eyes,  when  kifs'd  by  thy  fpft  Wings, 
Will  gu(h  in  never-ceafiog  Springs. 

In  Tears  Til  bathe,  then  bathe  again, 

My  Eyes  I  ne^er  fhall  drain, 
To  Sin  expos'd  while.  I  live  here, 

Sin  will  fuppiy  my  Tear, 
Or  ftould  my  Fountains  chance  to  flop, 
One  gentle  Ray  will  make  them  drop. 

Thou  didft  thy  Plumes  on  Mary  fpread, 

And  glorious  Influence  feed, 
With  Hymn  and  Love  thou  didft  her  ftore, 

E'er  great  God-mari.(he  bore, 
No  mortal  Sin  could  her  invade, 
1  For  Hymn  a,nd  Love  (he  chiefly  pray*d, 

I  Hymn  and  Love  of  thee  implore, 

And  beg  one  Bleffing  more, 
Tears  of  Love  filial,  to  bemoan 

That  I  tq  fin  am  prone, 
9oft  Tears  and  Sih  are  fo  ally'd, 
iThey  nc'et  c^n  fepairate  abide. 
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'When  I  my  Vial  foil  have  wept, 

And  God  (hall  it  accept, 
P  let  thy  Wings  their  Virtue  dart 
From  Eye-lids  to  my  Heart, 

0  Soul-intenerating  Dove, 
Melt  me  entirely  into  Love. 

Love  will  afrefli  my  Eye-lids  fill* 

In  Rivers  to  diftil, 
That  on  the  World  I  love  fhould  fpeqd, 
And  Love  immenfe  offend, 

1  Jefus  in  my  Eye  fliall  keep, 
Love  will  with  Confolation  weep. 

^While  I  diffofve  in  filial  Tear 

Thy  Wings  my  Soul  will  chear, 
Celcftial  Joys  will  me  o'erflow, 
And  make  a  Heav'n  below, 
And  thou,  my  Spirit,  wilt  fubliiqe 
To  love,  joy,  weep,  at  the  fame  time. 

Of  Love  divine  Proba  fcarce  fang  the  Source, 
But  fweet  Philothea  fang  its  gracious  Forced 
She  by  Experience  its  Attraftives  knew, 
And  how  benignly  Jefus  Lovers  drew. 

My  Love  of  Love  diyinp  fhall  fing, 
My  Pow'rs  your  Contributions  bring, 
While  my  Song  co-unites 
Youi  quintefiential  Might?, 
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Ambition  facred  feizes  me  to  try  • 
Ilow  near  I  can  approach  the  Songs  on  high* 

But,  O  my  Love,  where  art  thou  flown, 
Wont  in  my  Heart  to  keep  the  Throne* 
If  thou  from  me  retire, 
I  then  (halt  foon  expire, 
Should  heav'nly  Love  refufe  with  me  to  dwell, 
This  World  would  be  anticipated  ftell. 

Love  now  returns,  O  tell  me  why 
Ypu  would  from  your  dear  Manfion  fly ! 
9  Love  inftantly  rejoined 

Love  from  the  Lover's  Mind, 
To  God  ftill  am'rous  Tranfmigrations  makes, 
Lives  where  i«  loves,  and  where  it  Iiv'd  farfakes. 

Think  on  Attrafiiives  which  combine 
hi  boundlefs  Love  of  Godhead  trine, 
Each  Minute  Love  calls  out 
From  Flefli  the  Soul  devout, 
Pure  Love  at  that  fweet  Call  fpreadsiout  her  Wings, 
And  t'wards  the  God  of  Love  takes  vig'rous  Springs. 

By  Nature's  Voice  Love  ev'ry  day 
Is  call'd  all  Creatures  to  furvey, 
On  all  the  various  Kinds 
She  Love-Impreffions  finds, 
Had  all  the  mute  Creation  pow'r  to  fpeak, 
Into  God's  Love  and  Pfaifes  they  would  break/ 
1  Love 
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Love  is  call'd  out  to  mount  on  high, 
All  Gods  Perfe&ions  to  defcry, 
Love  ftretches  Human  Mind, 
To  grafp  Love  unconfin'd, 
And  where  the  Mirid  falls  ftort,  Love  taking  8ighf,- 
Obtains  of  God  a  more  unclouded  fight. 

Love  by  the  Lapfe  enfeebled  grew, 
And  had  of  God  but  twilight  view, 
We  now  the  Medium  change, 
And  Love  has  boundlefs  Range, 
Thro'  Jefus  now  the  Godhead  we  beholdj 
There  all  his  Attributes  their  Loves  unfold: 

All  Love  thro*  Jefus  is  deriv'd, 
Our  Blifs  in  Jefus  is  contfiVd, 

Thro'  Jefus  God  difplays 

Propitious  lovely  Rays, 
And  when  I  God  thro'  the  lov'd  Jefus  eyej 
I  lov'd,  re-love,  and  could  for  Jefus  die. 

,  Thro'  Jefus  while  I  Views  prolong, 
I  could  endite  eternal  Song, 

All  Bleflings  Love  receives, 

While  it  to  Jefus  cleaves, 
Thro'  Jefus  all  Gods  Dearneffes  defcend, 
Of  Father,.  Saviourr  Comforter,  and-Friend. 

I  in  all  Loves  thro'  Jefus  fhare, 
Which  in  great  God  concentcr'd  are, 

•  In 
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In  him  God  Love  is  ftil'd, 

Laps'd  Man  is  reconciled, 
Our  God  is  Love  eternal  and  immetife, 
Add  all-fufficient  all  things  to  difpenfe* 

As  Godhead  Love  thro1  Jefus  (hews* 
•       Our  Guilt  i*  apt  to  ittterpofe, 
God  angry  then  appears, 
Hfc  View  then  raifes  Feats, 
But  Love  fuggefts,  thro*  Blood  of  Jefus  fhcd 
God's  Anger  is  aton'd,  and  calms  our  Dread. 

Since  the  atJ-gracious  Trine  decreed 
All  Loves  thro'  Jefus  fhould  proceed, 

Love  made  a  ftrong  effay 

On  Jefus  Lcfve  to  ftay, 
Was  ifrcflftibly  yet  fweetly  dratirn, 
To  gain  of  Jefus  Love  fomc  happy  Dawn; 

With  that  Love  to  contemplate  try'd 
The  Love  of  Jefus  crucify'd, 

Love  ft  rove  to  take  its  Hight,  * 
View'd  it  in  ev'ry  Light, 
Love,  which  no  Hymn  could,  to  fuch  Love  adapt* 
Wept,  joy'd,  admir'd,  and  highten'd  into  Rapt. 

Charm'd  with  the  Love  of  Jefus  Proba  rofe, 
Her  Prayer  for  Love  in  Song  to  interpofe/ 

Prayer 
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Prayer  for  Love. 

My  Pray'rs  for  Love  to  Heav'n  direfily  fly, 
The  God  of  Love  cannot  thefe  Pray  rs  deny, 
The  God  of  Love  thefe  Pray'rs  infpir^s, 
He  firft  the  Incenfe  fires, 
Which,  as  it  Heav'n-ward  burns,  • 
What  Love  fent  down,  to  Love  returns, 
God  is  both  Lovelinefs  and  Love  immenfe, 
*  And  loves  to  be  re~lov'd  with  Love  the  mod 

[intenfe. 

AU-gracious  God,  I  cry'd,  make  no  delay, 
Vouchfafe  me  one  inflammatory  Ray, 
And  ftrait  a  Ray  of  Love  divine 
Deign'd  on  my  Soul  to  (bine, 
I  knew  from  whence  it  came, 
It  kindled  in  me  heav'nly  Flame, 
I  felt  it  gently  over-lhine  my  Breaft, 
j$ut  its  f Greet  mighty  Force  can  never  be  expreft. 

Down  on  my  Spirit  flew  the  fpotlefs  Dove, 
Pluck'd  from  his  fplendid  Wings  a  Beam  of  Love, 
My  Heart  with  that  bright  Beam  he  fill'd, 
Which  heav'nly  Love  inftiH'd, 
My  Heart  was  at  one  Stroke 
Of  that  foft  Beam  in  pieces  broke, 
,   I  long  for  its  Obduratenefs  was  griev'd,. 
And  wonder'd  how  the  Rock  could  by  a  Beam  be 

[cleavU 


When 
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When  his  all-glorious  Wing?  the  Spirit  fprcad 
O'er.  Chaos,  and  enlivning  Influence  flied, 
As  he  defcended  his  bright  Rays 
Made  ante-folar  Days, 
Light  on  the  Mafs  appear'd 
E'er  intp  Creatures  it  was  rear'dj 
Thus  on  my  Heart  when  down  the  Spirit  fieW* 
,  Light  heav'nly  on  it  fell  e'er  'twas  a  Creature  new- 

When  Jefus  to  the  Man  born  blind  gave  Eyes, 
He  all  the  Creatures  faw  with  ft  range  Surprize  j 
Thus  Love  s  diffus'd  enam'ring  Light 
Gave  an  amazing  Sight 
I  clearly  faw  my  Heart, 
Pry'd  nicely  into  ev'ry  Part, 
Concupifcence  had  made  it  fo  impure, 
jfcJnfpotted  Love  divine  could  not  its  fight  endurcf. 

Sin  now  in  a  true  Light  itlelf  difplays, 
And  diabolick  Uglinefs  betrays; 

G  I  have  liv'd  till  now  ftark  blind* 
Stranger  to  my  own  Mind> 
Ah,  I  too  late  begin 
To  fee  the  Sinfulness  of  Siti, 
inty  deepcft  Wound  is,  that  I  fliould  tinf-fperid 
$Ay  Strength  fo  much,  fo  long,  Love  boundlefs  to 

[offend. 

When  I  confront  my  Sins,  and  Love  divine, 
The  infinite  free  Love  of  Godhead  trine, 
Vol*  IV,  Cc  Ha* 
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Has  fuch  fweet  Force,  that  it  eiidears 
The  bittercft  of  my  Tear$i 
Hearts  humble  add  cofitrite 
In  Lamentations  feel  delight, 
Each  Tear  alleviates  their  affli&ing  Moan, 
And  glad  Advances  makes  Love  orutrag'd  to  atofie; 

All  worldly  Lufts  I  from  my  Heart  expell'd* 
And  the  lov'd  Sin  which  furioufly  rebell'd, 
I  then  implor'd  Love's  gracious  Might* 
Love  ardent  to  excite ; 
Soon  as  my  Heart  was  clear  d, 
Love  in  his  Temple  re-appear'd, 
My  broken  feeart  Ldte  fill'd,  and  Love  re-tlbs'di 
And  in  his  Temple  there  Love  infinite  repijs'd. 

Philothea  felt  Love's  Tra&ions  fweet  and  ftrong,' 
And  Love  attra&ed  prompted  her  t6  Song. 

When  Love  divine  ray  Love  excites, 
And  to  the  Tafte  of  Love  invites, 
O  all  the  World  would  ftrive  in  vairt 
My  vigorous  Paflion  to  reftrain ; 
Love  all  her  ghdftly  Sails  expands, 
Till  fte  on  Love  celeftial  lands. 

Propenfion  ftrong,  like  the  Trade- wiric^ 
t)irefts  her  to  the  Port  defign'd, 
And  foon  as  fhe  has  reach'd  the  Shore 
She  humbly  difembogues  her  Store, 

flcr 


look  10.   Sion :  or,  fbihiheA.  463 


Her  little  Cargo  to  unlade, 

With  tottndlefs  Freight  of  Love  repaid. 

Love  cannot  long  at  Home  remain 
But  makes  to  the  fame  Port  again, 
There  the  vaft  Tteafure  Love  furveyS 
Which  God  up  for  his  Lovers  laysi 
Love  Meditation  there  employs 
To  take  account  of  boundlefs  Joys* 

Fix  d  Meditation  fills  the  Mind 
With  Thoughts  of  Goodnefs  uacoofinVi 
Love  in  that  Goodfids  takes  delight, 
Longs  to  pirotraft  that  bliftful  fight, 
She  leels  herfetf  coaipleatiy  Weft, 
And  there  eternally  would  reft. 

Ldve  to  the  Love  jmmenfe  adhered, 
Nought  more  than  Separation  fears, 
To  nearer  Union  Love  afpires, 
Appropriation  (he  defires, 
Itf y  Love,  my  Love,  my  L6ve,  fhe  fcries^ 
And  ftrive*  to  nobleft  Hymn  t6  rife. 

When  Love  from  Thought  fdblime  defe'ends* 
Still  ftc  to  Cod,  her  Ceritre,  tehds, 
Love  all  things  wortblefs  fees  below, 
Vain  Joys,  with  real  Sin  and  Woe, 
God  in  her  Heart  bears  fov'raign  Sway,  • 
Love  makes  her  PowVs  God's  Laws  obey. 

G  e  a  Love, 
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Love,  while  at  diftance  (he  remains* 
The  Image  of  her  Love  retains, 
She  all  the  Graces  calls  to  mind 
Which  in  God's  Son  beloved  fliin'd, 
He  Love  divine  familiarized, 
Deigning  in  Flelh  to  be  compriz'd. 

Love,  while  in  Abfence  here  fhe  ftays, 

Feels  the  fweet  Force  of  Jefus  Rays, 

She  melts  all  o'er  at  Jefus  Name, 

Her  Tears  of  Love  foment  her  Flame, 

She  lives  in  Languor  to  lafy  by 

Her  FleU,  which  vails  him  from  her  Eye: 

But  that  which  mod  of  all  Love  grieves, 
From  which  fbc  daily  Wounds  receives, 
Is  Wandring,  Tedium,  Damp,  and  Chilly 
Which  oft  in  Duty  check  her  Will, 
Her  Will,  which  never  gives  Contents, 
Remiffions  of  her  Zeal  laments. 

Love  well  her  Heart  moft  treach'rous  knows, 

And  Malice  of  her  ghoftly  Foes, 

And  the  Out-pofl  which  guards  the  Lines 

She  to  Self- Jealoufy  affigns, 

She  lives  in  conftant  Watch  and  Pray'r 

Againft  all  111,  Surprize,  or  Snare. 

Herfelf  an  Holocauft  &e  gives 

To  God,  by  whom  Ihe  loves  and  lives; 

Thus 
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Thus  lodg'd  in  God,  flic  dries  her  Tears, 
She  no  Affault  infernal  Fears, 
God  will  be  fare  to  guard  his  own 
Till  Love  is  to  its  Sphere  reflowti: 

Proba  to  fing  her  Turn  in  vain  effay'd, 
Her  Strength  was  by  her  Love-efforts  decay'd, 
She  long'd  to  utter  what  her  Love  conc^iv'd, 
But  fat  down  rather  lihguiflring  than  griev'd, 
With  Will  reiign'd  flie  gave  Philothea  place, 
And  gave  God  Thanks  for  her  more  vjgrous  Gracei 
Philothea,  till  fweet  Proba  Strength  regain'd, 
The  Daughters  with  Love's  Union  enterjaia'd. 

Union  of  Love. 

When  firft  by  Jefus  lov'd,  my  Mind 
To  love  my  deareft  Lord  inclined, 
I  felt  the  mighty  Joys  bejpw, 
Which  none  but  Jejus  Lovers  know, 
To<o  great  for  Lovers  to  relate, 
Freludiums  of  the  blifsful  State,  . 
Methought  my  Spirit  livM  abovf, 
Was  tr^fubftantiatecj  to  Lpve. 

My  Love?  my  Love,  niy  Love,.  T  cry 
Who  wouldft  for  me  be  crucify 'd, 
No  mortal  Love  can  reach  a  Hight 
Proportioned  to  Lpve  infinite, 
Til  yet  thy  Love  to  copy  try, ' 
^hou  art  all  Love,  and  fo  am  I, 
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Thou  art  all  Lpvc  tp  wprthldf  me, 
J  am  all  Love  to  lovely  thee. 

By  Love  my  God  and  I  unite, 
We  in  each  other  co-delight, 
We  fweetly  in  each  ottar  dwttt, 
j^terpofitfofes  alt  fcpel, 

0  wotidr ot»  PoKe  of  Love  diving 
Finite  am}  infinite  tp*join> 

1  nothing  can  to  God  difppvfe* 
And  God  to  Ae  is  Lote  hnmtmCtl 

A  Drop  is  more,  compar'd  toSca^ 
Than  Finite  to  Infinity, 
A  Drop  is  in  the  Ocean  loft. 
But  boundlefs  Oceans  I  exhauft, 
I  VotYy  am  qf  Godhead  trine, 
The  co-eternal  Three  are  mint, 
My  Love,  while  I  in  God  abrdt, 
By  fontat  Love  is  ftiH  flipped. 

My  L0ve  to  Love  immenfe  adhere*, 
And  Lover?  Abfence  never  feafS, 
God  ftill  is  near,  I  in  each  place 
His  gracious  Effluences  trace, 
Were  I  cpnfin'd  to  live  alpne 
In  th'  Ar&iclf  pr  the  Torrid  Zone, 
Nor  Cold  nor  Heat  could  *ne  annoy ^ 
While  my  Beloy'4 1  there  enjoy. 
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Were  I  from  Humaa  View  extt'd. 
To  live  in  the  Arabia*  wild, 
In  JEtaas  Golf  to  make  my  Bed, 
With  dire  Eruptions  rouu4  my  Head, 
Or  up  in  Babel's  Rubbifli  pent,  * 
Or  to  the  Land  of  Anguilh  fent, 
•   To  herd  with  Serpent,  Dragon,  Owl, 
kWith  various  Monfters  fierce  and  foy). 

.   No  Solitude  my  Heart  could  grieve 
While  I  to  my  Beloved  cleave, 
I'd  midft  loud  Thunders  fweetly  reft, 
With  Loves  benign  oer-lhadowing  hleft, 
No  pois'nous  Brute  could  hurt  or  fright 
While  my  Belov'd  is  in  my  fight, 
My  Soul  no  horrid  Monfters  knows. 
But  Sins,  which  Love  divine  oppofip. 

Wire  I  cpndemn'd  throughout  to  tread 
The  Water  of  the  Ocean  dead, 
While  I  the  noifom  Fluid  trod, 
Upheld  by  all-fufficient  God,  n 
Who  ftretch'd  his  mighty  Hand  to  fave 
His  Yot'ry  finking  in  the  Wave, 
The  Love  divine  my  Soul  would  chear, 
Stanch,  Danger,  and  Fatigue,  endear. 

Were  I  within  a  ctazy  Bark 
Tofs'd  on  thfe  Occap  in  the  dark, 
■  •  pr  in  an  airy  Vortex  twirl'd 
jfcfweea  {he  low  and  upper  World, 
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'Midft  Waves  which  high  as  Mountains  toll, 
Serene  would  be  a  Lovers  Soul, 
Centred  in  God,  would  perfevere 
Unmov'd  amidft  the  whirling  Sphere. 

Were  I  into  the  Furpace  thrown 
Where  hopelefs  Souls  make  hideous  ^o*n. 
Of  Love  divine  one  pow  rful  £eajn  ; 
Wou'd  there  perfume  the  fulph'rous  Steam, 
The  Fiends  would  from  the  Splendors  fly, 
I  fhould  unfing'd  and  painlefs  lie, 
'Midft  Horrors  of  the  dark  Abyfs 
I  fhould  have  heav'nly  Light  and  Blifs. 

My  God,  thou  all-fufficient  art, 
The  more  thou  doft  thyfelf  impart  • 
The  higher  ftill  my  Love  will  rife, 
Thy  Gift  (hall  be  my  Sacrifice, 
Ah  if,  fad  if!  Love  fhould  decay  ! 
Chaftiae  me  when  propehfc  to  ftray! 
And  for  my  Purgatory  Pain 
The  Joys  of  Love  a  while  reftrain. 

The  Angels  reft  not  Pay  or  Night, . 
They  Hymns  eternally  indite, 
?  lov'd  by  thee,  Lqrd,  more  thaft  they, 
Should  fing  a  more  exalted  Lay, 
Thy  Beauties  more  and  more  difclofe, 
For  nobler  Love  my  Soul  difpofe, 
.Love,  which  ftill  climbing  new  Degrees, 
Py  never  refting  lives  at  cafe     -  :- 
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Probct  mean  white  fat  filept,  in  her  Eye 
Struggles  of  Death  and  Love  one  might  defcry, 
One  while  it  finking,  fell,  and  dim  appear'd, 
Strait  then  it  lively  grew,  and  ileav'n-ward  rear'd, 
At  laft  it  lively  and  ere&  remained, 
Love,  ftrong  as  Death,  the  Vidory  had  gain'd, 
Speech  next  return'd,  and  with  a  Voice  yet  faint, 
She  made  Requeft  to  the  harmonious  Saint, 
Hot  to  defift  from  God-enam'ring  Song, 
Which,  more  than  Cordials,  would  her  Life  prolong. 
The  Saint  then  Pfychehng,  whdfe  Nameflie  guefs'd, 
Since  to  all  Sion  dear,  would  pieafe  her  beft. 

A  Squadron  of  Hell  Pow'rs  combin'd 
TQ  make  Aflaults  on  Pfyches  Mind, 
She  for  Affift^nce  pray'd. 
To  conquer  or  evade, 
And  as  the  Furies  near  her  drew; 
His  dovmy  Wiflg?  her  Guardian  oer  her  threw. 

While  flic  was  in  h|s  Wings  inclos'd, 
^he  Rays  of  which  they  were  compos'd, 

Thro'  her  fqft  Jleart  confpir'd, 

And  ev*ry  Atom  fir'd, 
They  both  in  {-ove  harmonious  join'd, 
'  And  to  but-love  each  other  co-inclin'd. 

My  Dear,  dear  Angel,  Pfyche  cry'd, 
I'll  thine  unchangeably  abide, 
'      Should  a  high  Siera>li  dretfd 
lp  his  moft  ridiaht  Veft,J  %  < ' 
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Down  from  his  Blift  to  court  me  fly*.  - 
I  for  thy  Soke  that  Seraph  would  deny. 

O  dear  Embraces  of  fweet  Plume*, 
vWhich  breath  reftorativc  Perfumes, 
O  kind  Aogelick  Bceaft, 
Safe  Shelter,  and  foft  Reft, 
Q  Hcav'n  below  within  thefc  Wing% 
-Where  my  Soul  lore*  and  joys*  and  God?ww4 

[fp«»8* 

And  God-ward  fprings  for  God  atone, 

y/c  both  a  Love  fuperior  own, 
And  if  I  love  not  thee 
Next  to  the  blefled  Three, 

Let  my  dear  Guardian  not  be  mine, 
And  from  my  Heart  be  torn  by  Wrath  divine. 

In  thy  Embrace  O  may  I  dwell 
Secure  from  the  Affaults  of  Hell, 

Shouldft  thoii  thy  Wings  unclofe, 

And  me  to  Sin  expofe, 
The  World  will  damp  this  facred  Flame, 
I  thy  Negle&  of  Guardian  Care  fl^ll  blame- 

•    Pfycbe,  the  Angel  mildly  (pake, 

Thou  daft  my  Guardian  Care  miftakc. 
The  Love  I  have  fpr  thee 
Exceeds  thy  Love  to  me, 
God  from  my  Manfion  me  dtftyik'd, 
Thy  Choice  not  to  determine,  but  affifh 
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The  glorious  Seraph,  who  had  flown 
From  his  high  StatiQn  near  the  Throne,- 
To  vifit  the  blefs'd  Maid,  * 
Lodg'd  in  the  blifsfbl  Shade, 
Of  his  bright  Wings  his  Duty  skill'd, 
Concurring  always  with  the  Good  £he  wilfd. 

Whefi  Hell's  Attacks  thy  Strength  ttanfcend. 
My  Wings  (hall  thee  from  Harms  defend, 
But  for  the  fiery  Darts 
Shot  daily  at  good  Hearts, 
The  Shield  of  Faith  wiH  quench  them  all, 
Kept  wet  with  Tescs  of  Love,  which  on  it  fall- 
Infernal  Ghofts  are  fled  away, 
Love  God,  and  thou  wilt  watch  and  pray, 
Love  never  takes  Repofe 
When  jealous  of  its  Foes, 
Thr*'  from  this  Shade  I  thee  difmifs, 
HI  be  thy  Help,  Guard,  Guide,  Support,  to  Blifa 

See,  Pfycbt,  how  my  Wings  unite, 
|Iqw  both  contribute  to  my  Flight, 
This,  if  I  that  expand, 
Will  not  contra&ed  ftand, 
Thus  on  your  Love  my  Love  (hall  wait. 
And  fweetly  with  your  Love  co-operate. 

Proka  then  rofe  tre|tiylous,  weak,  and  wan, 
Snitain'4  by  Lore     the  next  Song  began  ; 
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Saints  by  fweet  Violence,  force  to  Heav'n  their 
And  with  like  Violence  force  Death's  delay. 

0  Jefus,  thou  moft  welcome  art, 

1  feel  thee  templing  in  my  Heart, 
I  into  Hymn  and  Love  diflqlve, 

.  When  I  thy  boundlefs  Love  revolve,  \ 
Like  Hymn,  like  Lovfe,  blefs'd  Mary  (iiz'4 
When  God  to  fill  her  Womb  was  pleas'd, 

Her  Womb  hot  long  could  God  enfold, 
HI  faft  my  God  for  ever  hold, 
I  love  thee,  Lord,  with  all  my  Might, 
My  Love  thou  folely  doft  excite,  v' 
No  Age  can  any  Inftance  fliew 
That  thou  didft  from  a  t-over  go. 

Since,  Lord,  within  this  mortal  Shell 
.   Thy  Deity  vouchfafes  to  dwell, 
Let  no  Remains  of  111  profane 
The  Temple  where  thou  doft  remaib, 
Som^  Sacrifice  1  muft  invent 
To  thee  here  templing  to  prefent. 

■Tis  not  my  Lqve  will  ferve  the  turfy 
Love's  Flames  already  God-ward  burn, 
But  a  new  Hymn  I  muft  compofe, 
Which  fqme  f?e(h  Ardours  may  difclofej 
That  I  muft  to  the  Akar  bring^ 
And  fccrifice  it  while  I  fing. 
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Next  I  fome  Prieflefs  muft  ordain 
To  offer  my  devoted  Strain, 
For  Pirieftefs  I  my  Love  will  chute* 
Love  (hall  the  Sacrifice  perufe, 
Which,  if  ho  Blemifh  Love  can  find, 
Shall  to  the  Altar  be  configtvd. 

But  who  of  ali  Eves  guilty  Race 
Of  Hymn  could  reach  fuch  perfe&  Graces 
That  it  no  Tin&ure  fhould  retain 
0f  Frailties,  which  our  Nature  fiain  ? 
The  Saints  in  Blifs  could  never  frame 
An  Hymn  that's  worthy  of  God's  Name; 

Ifet  fince  'twas:  love  the  OfFring  made, 
And  humbly  for  Acceptance  pray'd, 
Love  will  for  its  Defers  atone, 
Love  gains  Admittance  to  the  Throne, 
Love,  which  has  Heav'n  within  its  Breaff 
When  God  there  condefcehds  to  reft. 

Love,  take  the  Scepter  of  my  Soul, 
All  Springs  of  Paffion  to  controuli 
May  no  Defire,  Hope,  Joy,  Grief,  tear, 
Without  Love's  Order  there  appear, 
Lord,  all  the  PoWrs  of  Love  enlarge, 
Its  Fundions  better  to  difcharge. 

But  when  thy  Temple  Walls  of  Clay 
Shall  moulder  by  degrees  away, 

Of 
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Of  all  its  diffipatcd  Duft 

Thou  wilt  be  an  Accomptant  juft, 

And  when  the  Trump  the  Dead  fflall  touie} 

Thou  wilt  my  Body  re-tfpdufe, 

Tho'  Death  thefc  niortal  Wails  deface, 
Thou  wilt  not  lofe  thy  Dwelling-place; 
My  Soul  and  Love  immortal  are] 
Methinks  they  now  for  Flight  prepare; 
They  my  lov'd  Jefus  fhall  enihrine* 
And  plead  him  at  the  Throne  difrine, 

^his  fung,  die  to  her  (Sell  was  ftrait  convey^; 
Where  (he  for  happy  Diflblution  pray'd, 
And'  ftrengthen'd  with  the  Euchariftxck  ttz&i 
Jefus  her  Spirit  from  her  Flefh  releai'd ; 
As  two  fwcet  Philomels  in  neighboring  Nefti 
ttaife  and  continue  emulous  Contefts, 
And  with  an  innocent  Ambition  ftrivc 
Which  fhall  the  other's  final  Song  furvive, 
Till  one  of  them  amjdft  her  Song  expires, 
And  has  her  Requiem  fung  by  th*  airy  Choidf,1 
fahile'the  Survivrefs  in  foft  mournful  Tone* 
^the  Death  of  Sifter  Philomel  bemoans; 
Thus  Proba  and  Philotkea,  that  dear  Pair, 
In  Love  celeftial  co-harmonious  were, 
Till  tender  Proba  felt  her  Strength  decline; 
And  (he  expir'd  in  hymning  Love  divine; 
ExpirM,  but  then  her  Soul  more  vig'rous  grew,' 
And  all  her  way  to  Heav'n  fie  hymning  flew; 

Philotbea 


Philothea  fittg  heir 'Fligfct  to  Mifsfal  R#, 
Longing  to  fin£  with  'her  among  the  Bled ; 
She  of  the  two  more  vig?roii$  ycrbetray'd, 
By  her  fttft  Voice,  her  Sprightlinefs  decay'd, 
Yet  ftill  in  fweet  inflammatory  Ode 
HerLdve,  t'ehflame  the  XXaughtefs,  riverflowtt 

Love  EtiflamU 

When  e'er  God's  Loves  I  recoiled. 
Which  Sitfners,  woe  is  me,  negleft, 
Tears  up  to  a  full  Flood  arife, 

that  Souls  ftoufd  God,  the  Source  of  &li(s,  defpiTe; 

God,  in  whom  all  Inflammatives  unite, 
Which  can  our  Love  excite^ 

God,  whom  no  Mortal  ever  truly  knew, 

But  irtefiftibly  his  Lover  grew. 

When  Souls  to  God  ate  recon&f  dy 
God  calls  *ach  Penitent  his  Child, 
She  is  God's  dear  Paternal  Care, 
His  Attributes  to  her  pirfrpitious  are* 
She  to  what  Hights  Love  bdundlefs  overflowsr 

By  fweet  Experience  knows, 
She  calls  God  Father,  and  in  that  dear  Name 
Lays  to  Paternal  Bleffcngs  rightful  Clairii. 

A  Love  all-wife  my  Soul  infif u&s; 
4    And  all  my  Life  to  Heav  n  cOndufts, 
A  Love  almighty  me  fupports 
Againft  all  Hell's  impetuous  Efforts, 
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A  Love  beneficent  hears  all  riiy  Cries. 

And  cv  ry  Want  fuppliee, 
A  Love  infallible  my  Faith  allures, 
A  Love  long-fufPring  my  Defe&s  endure* 

From  boundlefs  Love  all  Bleffings  flow, 
Love  all  has  promis'd  to  bellow, 
Love  to  that  Promife  is  moft  juft, 
Hone  ever  can  Love  infinite  diftruft^ 
Love  at  all  times  is  prefent  in  my  Nted, 

When  I  for  Pity  plead,  . 
When  Guilt,  Diftrefs,  Grief,  Frailty,  Soute  invadejj 
Love  then  brings  Pardon,  Comfort,  Succour*  Aid; 

Love  gives  to  all  a  free  Accefci 
Delighps  its  Votaries  to  blefs, 
Love  all  liifcouragements  allays* 
Love  tenderly  re-calls  backfliding  Strays, 
In  doing  Good  Love  feels  the  moft  Repofe, 

And  never  weary  grows, 
Love  when  moft  importun'd  takes  moft  Delight* 
Prone  to  diffufe  its  Goodnefs  infinite. 

Love  in  Chaftizements  Beams  difplays, 
Which  Love  in  the  Chaftiz  d  (hould  raife, 
Mis  Mercy  tempers  all  their  Ills 
Blunts  his  keen  Arrows,  and  his  Thunder  ftills, 
for  Med'cines  Love  all  his  Corre&ions  fends, 

Love  only  Love  intends, 
They  are  the  Strokes  of  Love  divine,  not  Ire, 
And  fweetly  in  his  Childrens  Good  confpire. 

God's 
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God's  deareft  Loves .  my  Life  fuftain;  , 
ftbt  to  remove  would  be  Hell  Pain,      '  I, 
No  Love  divine  can  be  in  Hell, 
Tho'  all  Go.4 X  toves  aire  there  remembred  well*  ■ 
God  not  to  have  rc-lov'd  is  the  chief  \froe, 

Whicfi  the  damn'd,  Spirits  know, 
Juftly  are  they  eternally  chaftii'd 
Wfco  infinite,  preventing  Love  defpis'd. 

*  *  . 

Love  the  Whole  Uhiverfe  defign'd 

To  minifter  to  Human  Kind,  • 
f       Love  Pardon,  Glory,  Grace,  ordain'dj 
Love  fontal  boundlefs  never  can  be  dtain'di 
Love  infinite  imtft  4ll*(hfficietit-b'eJ  - 

God  ffifews  that  Iibvfc  to  mci 
In  God  1  acquiefce,  Gbd  fills'  Dcfirc,    •  ■  'A      •  • 
O  when  fliall  I  tb  God,  my  LoVe*  afj>ite:! '     *  ■ 

As  Philomel  zlonb  in  tuneful  Songs 
Her  Voice  finks,  raifes,  fhortens,  or  prolongs, :  - 
And  thro*  the  Scale's  whole  Cottopafs.  charms  the 
:  ,  #  [Ears, 

And  with  variety  her  Song  endears, 
With  grave,  acute,  fweet,  mi*'d,  or  double  Note, 
Sweetning  her  Air  with  Trillo's  in  her  Throat,. 
As  if  file  could  into  Mens  Paffions  dive, 

•  And  Tunes  agreeable  to  all  contrive, 

That  the  harmonious  Art  of  Pipes  or  Strings  • 
Reach  not  the  native  Mufick  which  fte  fings, 
And  while  the  old  one  fings,  the  lift'ning  young 
L?arn  all  the  Modulations  of  her  Tongue, 
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And  then  their  LefliStas  on  their  Boughs  repeat, 
While  flifc  tes  fingihg  in  her  high  Retffcat, 
And  finging  Day  and  Night  till  Voice  Ts  IfpttH, 
And  her  own  Neft  becomes  her  Mohutfieht; 
Thus'bfcfs'd  Thilothea  fang  the  Love  divide, 
And  to  I6ve.  Gr6d  the  Daughters  to  incline, 
She  fang  it,  as  it  dunes,  in  various  Lights 
She  fang  it  as  fublim'd  to  rapt'rbiis  toghtt, 
She  fang  it  as  it  various  Graces  fires*  1 
Of  faith,  Hope,  Joy,  Truft,  PrayV,  Zeal,  'Hymfy 
.  r  {Defircsj 
All,  while  ffie  fang,  in  Silence  Would  remain, 
And  pra&ife  in  their  Ceils  each  heavenly  Strain;  : 
She  fang  till  her  fweet  Voice,  not  Love  grew  faint, 
The  Mortal  was  quite  tir'd,  but  not  the  Saints  - 
Her  Soul  was  vigrous,  ready  out  tb  fly,  . 
And  with  unweary'd  Zeal  hymn  God  on  high; 
With  jefus  in  her  Lips  (he  ftrait  fank  down, 
And  HeavVward  feem'd  to  fly  to  gain  herjCrotfai 

Macarh  and  the  Daughters  Rivers  Ihed 
When  they° beheld  the  fweet  Philothea  dead, 
All  proftrate  fell,  and  with  ftrong  Ardours  (fray'd 
That  her  Celeftial  Blifs  might  be  delayed  ; 
Paul  lotfg'd  to  die,  yet  at  the  Saints  Rcqueft 
God  his  Life  lengthen'd,  and  deferr'd  his  Reft  t 
Sweet  Sions  Songs  would  fink  fliould  her  they  lofo* 
As  once  they  fank  among  the  Captive  Jews; 
With  ftrong  fweet  Violence  they  ftormM  God's  Ea*, 
Till  in  the  Saint  Life  feera'd  to  re-appear; 


§he  on  a  fu^e  ig«w  »!fi^W  ??^t* ; ,  ,.  , 
And  ftopt  her.^ojai,  .jftft  ^i^^^ep^t,;    ^  .'. 

0  criwnRtfty'r;  ibe  eq^joffQitt;  jtf  h^y  " 

My  Soiil  was  getting  (%><>fs, ,jfld^;mj^h^ /^  .  V 
The  Joys,  the  Glories,)  inrtft  l^m-of  JLighjt,. ,  , 
Ifavriblefs'd  Sonlp  ;nfi»rifrfftdi!|if>  Ether,  {wip^.  . 

1  heard  t)«rm  Jefi»>  ^  {hpyvmouBted^^jrjpjn^, .  .' 
Tkeir  Aofcfls.  were  like  Arigalick,  ;fyll    turij^  . 
Not  wqll  to  lie  diftingMifc'd  :3t  jirft £ght,    . ; , :  ■•  • 
The  Angels  flow.o*<i^d4i*g  Wings, jbue,^'^ 
Unwing'd,  utrfittty&ew  tfa.fasfoysYrzfy,  ..."  , 
By  their  ,amripttfll  <onnst'r^i  f  ^r^e, 

To  their  Triune,  j^atttfatye  Stwrce, 
Their  Guflpdiarcfflawibefafle,  «o  §leai:  the  Co*ft$ 
Fronl jfeAlGdts.©f  .the  4*m$i&  jigy G^sj  V 
My  Swl^ufti^kiog  jtfas  a^igVflHsl^ng,, 
T«(fUle*^.fcWt  jftjr  Gwir^wnifXHichr'd.hii Wjqgr 
And  told  me  I  in  Flew  muft  ftill  abide, 
With  Gbd?s  tGannnwd;  lm<ii\y  ^reply'd* 
But  hard  £ommatoiii  sif(Go4?bjci>ign  <«F  4aidj 

0  it  was  the  Command  I  theft.^ey'd  j 

But  fince  'tisiGorfk  Wgb>WiU,r  God's  Will  be  done, 

My  Days  refiduowsJ^  fQflfcnfedrun ; 

But  fince  my  jEyes  a  Glimpfe  pf  Heav'n  have  fech, 

1  can  no  Relifih  take  in  Things  terrene, 

Hymn, Joy,  and. Love,  th?Employments  are  on  high, 

To  them  my  Soul  entirely  I'll  apply, 

And  if  I  by  my  fupplemental  Days 

Mia  heav'nly  Ra/Iions  jn  the  Daughters  raife, 

D  d  a  One 
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One  blifsful  MomehtripHly  will  repay  .  1 

All  Joys  I  l6ft  bjr  toy;«eiteflfiaiStay.    i  :  . 

forgive  fee,  toroV  tio  Joys  I  loft,  but  (ft  ill .  . 
My  HeavV  poflefc'd  whife  I  obey'd  thy  Will ; 
The  Atigeils  never  heiv-'nly  Blifs  forego 
Wh«n  fliey  ate  fcnt  toi-do  God's  Will  below; 
There*s  but  one1  Witfin  Heav'n,  the  Will  divine/ 
To  that  all  Saintsy  all  Angels,  co-iriclihe;; 
Shotffcf !  wt  by  that  fble  Will  our  Courfes  fteer, 
This  Earth  would  turn  a?beatifick  Sphere* 
Deif&iftefcs,'  by  ^afrH^s- pious  Aid 
Our  caftffly  ^'hdaW^ly  «kilj  be  made,. 
Macario  and-the  Dfcaghttrs XJod  adoridi  -iv..'; 
.Who  the  lovy5aInt  4y*,'5»«*adjeftorvd.  irM;  i 

zto8&hea\  who  t6  G&&  -6ft  made  requeft  • 
With  Hytan  and  L«w<e;iikcr  Mary,  to  be  Weft/ 
Could  not  forbear,1  befbte  the  Daughters  rofe,  ' 
*TBeffr  Meeting  with  the  heav'nly  Maid  to  elofc. 

Of  ailwKo»e'efw;ith  fteart  Oflreign'd 
<Kept  Virgih-LcVe  for  God  unftaih'd, 

Propehding  to  no  III; 

With  full  Gonfent  of  Will, 

Blefs'd  Mary  far  excell'd, 
Who  all  rebellious  Paffions  quell'd, 

She ' Jefus  in  her  Womb  inclos'd, 
There  thrice  three  Mofiths  the  Babe  repos'd, 
Then  from  his  Prifon  loos'd, 
•    His  Morning  Beams  diffus'd,  .  J 

But 


God-titan  for  eve*Wldm(brioU  . .  1 1  * 

God-man  his  Kloth^t^tircjftfVer'd, 
And  with  axhoofand;Lorcs  etodearM, 
She  form'd  bins  in  her  Brefcft,;  :  r 
By  that  more  nobly  bleft, 
Then  while  her  Womb  hiiji,  bqre>,\ 
As  Saint,  than  Mother,  honpu^jngTip. 

She  fupcr-efflucmly  grae'd, 
Away  the  Po^rsanfiarnalichas'd, 

Her  Heart  with  God  was  fill?di  .  • 
•     No  Thought  could  be  inftill'd. 

He*  Innocence  to  foilj      y  :  :    T  ^ 

But  liw  chafte^rtifcivbuldrecQiV  i. 

»  *  ■»  t 

In  Reading,  Meditfctiorii  Praifes, . 

Frajr'rj  Charily,  «&e  (pent  her  Days, 
l4e>er  in  the;  Wocld  ipimers  d, 
With  her  dear  Son  convers'd, 
* '*  :Ris  Beams  to  riccolleft, :•  .  ti  ; 

And  in  Lovc-Liriguors  to  refle#. . .  ■'  > 

«  >    •  \  .        ■    V-  t,  ■ 

Her  H«attf  blcl^dijcfus  Ark 
Where  he  his  Lovelinefs  difplay'd, 

Where  Love  and  Hymn  fhould  wait 

On  Majeftatick  State, 
•  'They  like  the  Cherub$  plac'd. 

The  gracious  Shechinah  embrae'd. 

£4 1  *to 


Her  ardtet  liar*?  her  Hy*it>  f«p£y<I* 
Hymn  Fuef  #o*td  for  Lave  ip*Q¥i4$s  - 

Alternately  both  6r'& 

Alternately  jDlfcrirVl*  :. 

Alternately  ibcetias^j* 
Their  Alternations  riefvet  ftfs'fU 

All  Satat*,  like  Marjr*  ate  et>jsitf4 
To  form  God-mwf  hi  Hearts  refifvc^  . 
Each  imitable  Grace 
Muft  there  |to&&  i^s  place, 
•  Way  I  to  Jfiftis  cleave,      . . 
And  Jetti*  in  toy  Hfeart  conceive . 

When  Jefus  ih  rtiy  Heart is  fdrntfdj 
.1  (hall  no  more  by  Hell  be  fto^x^d, :  1 
His  Graces  He'll  infufe, 
I  nfe'dr  ftaD  Jeftis  toqfej 
My  Lave  can  iefrr  gr^yr  colder 
While  the  Ipflammatirs  J  hpkt- 

•         •;  .  -  -  fV    -  • 
This  Tung,  the  Daughters  J*ard  therEr'ning  Ol\\ 
To  PrayVs,  rind  brafce  the  Mefettng  in  flic^all ; 
Philothea*  Mary  like,  in  Jefus  jpy'd* 
And  in  Magnificats  her  JHp  toplpyU  k\ 
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The  SpoufeV  Garden. 
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l*t  the  JYokA  if  GM  fatoH  in  ym  richly,  in  all 
fVifdcim,  teaching  and adwowfaing  one  another 
in  Pfalms,  Ofid  Hymns,  and  fpiritedkiBongf, 
Col.  iv.  i6. 


\  U  *  A  M  I 

YOU  a$k  $ugenio\  that  dear,  Name, 
Which  fets  iyctfir:  Th$opbil  on  flame, 
If  is  Urania  fair* 
6fa*  is  ahare  cqjmpave, 
Np  Metaphors  her  Loveliriefs  can  paint, 
Os  hour  I  lovo  the  Saint.-  . , 

On  Flow'r?,  Cfeqis,  Saq?  Mo#n,  Stars,  I  g*ze, 
{jroqa  them  Expfefliops  ^pi^e  to  rp ife, 

Byt  fojd  po  Hfgto?  pf  &>ee$|i 

gpr^cellepce^^h, 

Atf 


Vtmia :  or;  the  Sfoufes  Garde*: 

Afl4  do  Poetick  Rapture  can  declare, 
The  Love  to  her  I  . bear.;' 

.  *  -  • 

Should  you  a  Female  Seraph  fee, 
You  at  firf}  Glance  wpuld  fay 'twas  fhe, 
Yet  to  your  filler  Sight  *  1 
Urania  is  pore  bright, 
She  the  Idea  feems  of  Woman-kind 
v   in  the  Eternal  ^fiqd. 

>  »  • 

There  is  a  Glory  on  her  Face, 
~Each  Motion  has  celeftial  Grace,  " 
Her  Eyes  dart  Love  divine* . 
And  wherefoe'er  they  flune 
No  Heart  is  able  to  refill  the  Rays  . 

Which  fweetly  (he  difplays. 

The  Sun  has  Spots,  but  (he  is  clear, 
His  Beams  decline  and  difappear, 
Hebury'dlie^inNighiii: 
She  is  eternal  Light, 
A  beatifick  Splendor  fhe  retains, 

Splendor  which  never  wanes. 

When  'tis  her  Pleafure  to  difcourfe, 
,  Each  Word  has  fuch  fweet  mighty  FQrcea 
That  Saints  her  Lips  revere,     ;  ( ' 
RapY  when  her  Voice  they  hear, 
jyil  Joys  to  Which  a  boundiefs  Soul  propends 
"  She  only  epmprehends.' 


To  her  ©  may-  your  Lbitt  afcend,  • 
May  ihf  be  ^ver  my  Friend 's  Frifodg-. 
* '"  You  ftiali  my  Rival  Be,  \  1 
Have  equal  l!ove  with  qpe, 
Urmia's  Lovers  never  jealcpis  jure,    .  ;  ,f;«. 
V         All  the  like  Favours  fhare.*  '  ' ' 

Jhe  Wodd  will  tp  alluj^yqu  ftfiye* ; 
And  feqfual  Loves  for  ypu  contrive, 

.  Strong  Philtrums  it^  diftils,   .  •  , .  * ' 
•  Intoxicating  Wills, 
A  whole  l^fcivious  Legion  it  will  trait*  * 
Tp  court  us    qur  Bane.. 

On  foix  Urania  foe  ypur  Eyes, 
You  11  then  all  earthiy  toves  defpifc, 
Contemplate  Day  and  Night; 
Her  dear  tranfporting  Sight* 
Her  Joys  no  pimi^ution  have,  no  End, 
And  mortal  Thought  tranfeend, 
• 

Since  you  requgft  me  tp  difclofe 
Inflampaativps  which  me  djfpofe 
'  *  ' '    -  Urania  to  admufe, 

Ckatijf*  light :"f he  Fire, 
Ypur  fheofhil  his  Paffion  (hall  reveal, 
*  ■ T  •  *       Th«  you  like  I*ove  may  fccl  # 


The  5f  QAM*  *.¥r  t 

rj  Drc*n>  or  Rapture  dn  3  Day 
Metlought  I  carried  w^away, 
My  Guardian  me  up  caught*  ,  . 
^nd  gently  to  the  Sjipufc's  Q'appo brought 

There  7%eo*F*pbeJ$  Beauty  fiiines, 
She,  Jefos  Spohfe*  gilds  all  thfe'Lrnc^, 
Tlfere  Jelfcs  oft  <Jefcerids,'u 
And  there  the  Choir  Angelifk  ftiift  attends, 

There  I  the  Spoufe's  Virgins  faw; 
Attending  hef  with  fweeteft  Awe, 
And  on  a  fudden  grew 
In  Love  with  all  the  Virgins  atiir$  ti?w. 

Chariffas  there -the  heavenly  Mufe, 

Wont  Love  celeftia!  to  iniFUfe, L 

She  could  afliftme  bcft/ i-:  :1  >  ;  / 

And  worthy  Befog*  of  things  divine  fuggeft. 

• 

I  for  CkaritfJ*  grtekw  AH  . 
Addrcfe  t<y  1%kobymphe  made,  ;  _ 
She  Aral  Chariffn  fen t 
Song  facr&l  to  infpfre,  and  Love  foment. 

.With  that  again  I  JoOk'd  about 
To  fingle  a  fair  Virgin  out, 
:  But  in  no  one  could  re^l, 

They  all  had  equally  my  He.art  poifefk 


I  then  of  Theqqymphe  crave 
I  univerfal  Love  might  have, 
She  mildly  gives  Ctafefit,'  ' 
And  then  my  Love  had  its  defo'd  Extent  • 

Yet  I  UraniA  moft  admir'd, 
She  moft  my  Love  and  Number*  firVJ, 
She  Conftellation  feem'd 
Of  ev'iy  Grace  whiqh  from  the  other?  beamU 

Charijfa  on  a  fudderi  flown. 
Left  me  difconfblate  alone, 
My  Spring  I  felt  was  dry, 
Charijfa  had  withdrawn  divine  Supply; 

I  tun'd  my  Lyre,  I  chofe  a  Key 
Which  beft  .might  with  my  Love  ^grec, 
r  ,r.'\      But  ^hen  I  try'd  to  fiog^ 
Jloarfc  was  i^y  Voice,  Love  chill,  do^yn  fell  my, 
V  ■         .        r  [Stringy 

Stark  cold  n*y  Heat  Poetick,  grew, 
With  thofe  Inflammatives  in  view, 
I  dear  Char  iff*  mifs'd, 
My  LOV*,  String,  Voice,  ja^Gcnios*  to  affifh 

For  the  fair  Saint  to  aid  my  Song 
*  I  fought  among  theiorely  Throng, 
-   :     Could  TO  Charijfa  find,  ■■ . 
4nd  to  the  Virgins  opep'd  thus  my  Mind. 

CHA-! 


>  < 

'  Ch  a  r  5 is  a.  '   r  •  1  * 

Savrye  my  Friend  ::\bk  way, 
.     O-AlTifefcftiai  Virgigs,,  fay,  j  . 

For  Jefus  Sake  my  wandring  Spirit  guide 
Where  flic  maybe  defcry'd,;.   „  ( 
ftar.fince  (he  from  my  Ey«  withdraw 
No  Hymn  1  £wg,  no  happy  Hour;  I  knew. 

The- Virgins  anfwer'd  meek,  " 
Who  is  that  Lover  whqm  you  feek  J, 
See.  if  your  Friend,  whofe  Pi-eftnce  you  defire, 
.  Is  in  oaf  Y^S?1*  Choir,'/  " "  1 
Qr  paint  her  Beauty  to  our  Eye,  . 
That  we  may  know  her  as  (he  paiTes  Dy. 

Ate!  flic  is  not  fierfc;  7       :  * 
And  yet  in  evVy  Virgin -dear  1    ;  ' 
I  fome  bright  Feature  icaittef'dof  her  find, 
WWch  are  in  •  - 

In  Love  with  you  (he  made  me  fall, 
But  made  nie'  love  i}ratha;bkk69z&r^ 

She  charmingly  toe.drajws 
To  hkc^aad ^  chufe^God'siliOty.Liws*  ^ 
She  graves  in  Moments  opportune 
*  The;  Low  qf  X3cqd  triune*  ;  .* 
And  mildly  me  upbraids,  Ah,:  friend, 
||ow  can  .you  fuch  LomP  infinite  offend? 

She,  as  flhe  fweetfy  fpeaks, '  * 
> .    '   With  Love  my  Heart  obdurate  breaks, 


Wfyca it Jie&  broken,  weeping,,t$nd  in  ftin* 
-  o  >f  Sbc  i^akcs.jt  whol^e  ,aga^ 
God's  Mercy  (he  to  me  reVeais^ 
Who  for  4$»rJ«ftt5:Sake  my  Pardon  feals. 

. :  ■  To  God  when  reconcil'd,  x<"  , 
She  forms  pi*  into  God's  own  Child, 
frefh ; Jyfotives  of  Vxania.s  Lpve  infpires* 

My  Mind  illumines,  Aeers  my  Willj 
Crcatfi*  a  firm  Antipathy  to.  111. 

'the.  more  flie  Love  excites, 
%  The  more  my  Duties  grow;  Delights* 
Celeftial  Suavity  my  Soul  oerflbws, 
No*greater  Blife  it  knows 
Than  to  love  God,  and  God  obey,' 
And  languifh  ibr  his  beatifick  Ray. 

;  :.  ,  &ly  Steps  flbe  gently  guides* 
.SXtt  $\\  my  Anions  flie  prefides, 
Prevents,,  co-operates,  to  Perte&ion  brings,* 
She  opens  all  my  Springs, 
The  Streams  (he  up  to  God  dire&s, 
And  my  Propenfipns  from-.thc  World  deflefts. 

My  charitable  Saint 
Invig'rates  me  when  e'er  I  faint, 
When  I  am  finking  fee  my  Spirit  rears, 
And  when  afflifted,  chears, 


4^6  Vrtm*:  <jr,  tie  Spufis  GMikii. 

1 

Prom  Sin  and  banger  mereftrtifts, 
And  when  I  fan,  my  Standing  ft*  regaihs; 

In  all  lap?d  Hrnfeib  Rtci 
She  fows  the  Seeds  of  ev'ry  Grate* 
She  Sotfls  to  the  Stmflimde  divine 
Strives  tweedy  to  refine, 
t  nothing  am  withorit  lict  Aid, 
Ah,  if  Sht  leaves  lije,  HeH  wifl  me  Invad*. 

SiiCh  is  my  gracious  *Frfcad>  - 
Ah,  if  you  faw  her  this  way  tend, 
£or  toy?  bTJefris  her  Abode  dif&bfe* 
And  fet  me  *t  Ftepofe* 
I  cannot  live  from  her  -apiifi 
She  left  the  Shell,  and  took  attfey  my  Heart. 

The  Virgins  theft  reply'd, 
There  is  no  need  we  you  fhoiild  guide, 
Chdrijfa  'tis  you  feekj  we  fee  her  ftand 
Uext  you,  at  your  Right  Hand, 
Wheri  flie  fweet  Influence  fufpctids 
She  carefully  her  Lovers  ftill  attends. 

With  (fiat  I  looked  *bout, 
And  my  glad  Eyes  foOn  found  her  out, 
t)ear  Saint,  faid  I,  for  bright  Urania  s  Sake, 

Care  of  her  Lover  take* 
Should  you  withdraw  yout  Prefence  tiear, 
Urania^  Love  cotfls  when  you  difappear. 

Thio- 


fcoon  afc  my  Sight  CAdrr/fa  Mefs'4, 
She  Bite  re~4aa<Hed  in  my  iircaft, 
My  Strings  in  Chords  combin'd, 
In  eafy  Hambrccs  I  couW  Aig  nty  Mind. 

Since  ^  that  oh  aH  the  VtrginhGhoir 

When  I  my  Number  fill, 
Their  Beautitttfwfli  •Poetfck^fc*  teM 
•'-  -•">       ■  ■  •  ■  ■ 

I  tht^MS«he*  -Rdun4  begun, 
'        & R^tthd  when  that  v*a$ 

My  Verfe  could  ne'er  be  draia'd, 
Each  timfc  I  view'd  ttitm  I'bew  Matter  gain'd; 

I  bright  <UtoiUs  moft  *ev*r'di, 
Silt  fo  fotfphick  4he  ^>p«*r\l, 
My  humble  Love  forbore 
#  Tdfucfc  ah  hight  bf  Excellence  to  foafc ' 

My  htitfble  Lo^  VrJmia  faw, 
And  with*  Look  forbidding  AW 
Kind  Intimations  gave, 
'that  I  to  her  Addrefles  thould  not  wave; 

Then  flumVdus'Sorigs  of  her  I  made, 
tly  Songs  Ihe  with  kind  Looks  repay'd^ 
I  rap't  was  at  her  figfrt, 
She  *was  fo  *fupereffluenriy:  bright.  ,v 

When 


4)V  Z/rama:  or^tbe  S^JciG 

When  I  of  other  Virgins  fuhg, 
Urania  fo  poffefs'  d  my  Tongue, 
■  Y  TBat  oft  befideS  my  Aim 
I  for  that  Virgin  fing  Ur4nitt\  Nimc. , 

Tifc  Virgins  all  high  JoyS  >e*preft . 
To  fee  me  love  Urania  beft. 

Add  ftrovt  with  Motives'  fweet: 
My  Love  to  fix,  to  heightened  Cttb£le2ft 

•    i  .     '         -   .        i  .....  .* 

.  . .  .  i '  :n.».. 

Yet  thoM  tov'd  Urania  taofti  ^ 
Damn'd  Spirits  from  the  envious  Coaft 
Me  to  ftrartge  Loves  t>cttf y'd, : 
.When  for  a  while  I  left  the  haJkfcw'd  Shfcte 

Oft  I  the  mild  Umnfa  griev  d, 
She  gently  me  as  oft  retriev'd, 
Till  Love,  when  growti  mature, 
tyould  no  infiduous  Riyal  Luft  endujfe. 

Let  othet  Poets  unrefin'd  . 
Squander  on  wanton  Love  the  Xlind, 
Should  they  Urania  fee, 
.    Tfcey'd  of  Urania  fing,  and  love  like  me, 

F I  d  e  1 1  A. 

O  my  Pidelia,  fweet  as  fair, 
My  Love  no  longer  can  forbear, 
'Tis  time  that  you  fhould  know 
ttovt  your  Attra&ives  all  my  Soul  o'erflow, 
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fcto  ili-e my  Heart's  Delight, 
On  Earth  1  live*,  I  love  by  faith,  and  not  by  Sight 

,  All  Jovely  God  his  Beauties  flirowds  < 
In  diftant  majcftarick  Clouds, 
.■  ...  *  And  our  tcrreftial  Race 
.  In  his  feeh  Works  his  unfefcn  Godhead  trace; 

Ypu,  ro  our  Knowledge  dim, 
Teach  an  enlightened  Faith,  and  glorious  God  to 

;,  s       .  [hymn. 
Blej(^d:wcre  thofe  Human  %es  of  old 
Who  God  incarnate,  could  behold* 
-  What  they  aU  clearly  faw 
>.    :  We  only  from  traduc'd  Senfation  drawi 

It  is  your  fteddy  Eye 
Which  chri  by  ghoftly  viifw  the  ocular  fhpply; 

All  jritar  lifting  Mdtive4  recoiled, 
•  Affift  nie  while  1  a_H  itifpeft,    ■  '  ■  ' 

.  An  ftophciies  tard, 

Into  the  ancient  Pi-ophets  pre-iiiftifPdf  * 
Thofe  chiefly  of  God-man, 
Who  on  the  do'l'roui  Crbfs  his  Viftory  began. 

The  pooir  ineari  Perfbns  jefus  chofe 
Truth  Evingelitk  trt  difclofe, 

With  Ldve  celeftial  fir'd, 
With  fdper-hurtian  Myfteries  infpir'd, 
\^hat  Miracles  they  wrought, 
What  worthy  Truths  of  God  with  Gbd^Iike  Force 

[they  taught. 

Vox..  IV.  £  e  Ho* 


4}4  Vrm*;  <X)d$  SpufesGtoietu 

How  though  Hell  Pdw'rs  their  Swifts  aflaiTdi 
Dfl^ritcof  Ac  Crdft  prevjflVl, 
And  Heav'ri,  which  lay  conccal'd, 
Was  dearly  *6  the         Wertd  reveaTd, 
What  Torwres  they  fuftaift  <*> 
By  Martyrdoms  fever*,  what  wondrous  Conquefts 

feimU 

The  Gift,  the  Graces,  Aey  pdffe&'d, 
lii  tieavV>ly-minded  lives  exprefs'd, 
How  they  themfelvcs  deny'd,  ^ 
AH  Gbod  ctictraragVJ,  and  all  Hi  dfcfyM, 
Inveterate  Vice  redaiitt'd,' 
How  they  not  at  their  own,  but  0od's  fbjg  Ckrif 

•:'>  '"t«ia'* 
fmprefi  aD  thefe,  and  me  advance,  . 
Of  bright  Urania  to  one  Glance, 
Then  fweet  Experience  join, .  j.  . 
That  I  may  reel  the  PowVs  of  Truth  "divinty 
And  TU  for  Jefus  dje, 
As  niuch  atiur'd  as  tho'  I  faw  him  with  my.  Eye. 

SpeHanza. 

Fair,  fweet  Speranta,  caft  your  Anchor  hefty 
Lend  me  a  gentle  Ear ; 
To  Lovers  you  give  Hopes  of  Blifc, 
None  in  Defpondence  you  difmifs, 
On  your  kind  Anchor  I'll  recline, 

And  to  your  Guidance  all  I  am  refigri. 


t 


I  Ike  all* in  Igaorante  below. 

Of  Hcavn  I  little  know, 
Supernal  Joys,  thaf  I  believe* 
I  cannot  full/  them  conceive, 
?  Remote  they  from  my  Profped  lie, 
JKfy  mortal  Sight  can  ntvet  teach  fo  high'. 

Go,  and  on  ill  the  Pf Otnifes  refie^ 
(3od!  mates  to  his 
Infufe  iliiui  all  into  my :tte"ar# 
Shew  me  in  alt  my  fitti  ,., 
,  Tfta£  whtit  to  God  t  have  ,&coWfc^;  , , 
I  #i)£  .4  Proniife  iriiy  niy  Prayer  cnfokS.' 

fotir  ikst&f Anchor  'tff  thy  Sphft  gfrt", 
;  *  ftay'd  off  that  mHH  Kijf, 
iPhat  itiacft  my,  imrn'rotts  \^atife  ffif>$y, 
6ri  that  in  Dangti^  fli  rcfjr,, 
When  I  to  God  for  PJ^doir  pjea<J,  . 

A  Prontifie  will  ma&  aff  my  Teari  fikf<!ec# 

You  tiittft  in  Sorrow*  wit*  2  kind  Elfort 
.  My  d«K>pitt|*Sofll  fiipJKttt, 
My  Spirit  in  all  Failings  chear, 
With  huiftble  Hope  I  am  fincere, 
y  And  when  to  God  I  breath  my  laft* 
Hf  in  iriy  my  Qrave  my  Apchor  caft. 

Tho'  then  my  Duft  fball  long  Vacation  keep, 
My  Death  will  be  but  Steeps  • 

E  c  i  My 
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My  fcattcr'd  Dull:  ia  Hope  lhall.Tcft,  l 
To  jom*  aid  be  fdr  ever  bQefs'd, 
And  when  I  pot  off  Fleflr,  W  you  .i  : 
I  with  Urania  rapt  fliall  bid  adieu.'  , 

..    Phji^thbav        .  ** 

Faircft  Phihthea*  I  this  Day  ,m 
Devote,  %o  jovji  my  Lbverficjc  Layi 
You  are  the  pwpae  Heal  (jracp 
Which  in  fvz^t^it^difc  had  pl^se,,,, 
You. Mao,  wfcen  innocent,  pofle^i 
E'er  fyiyift\i^&1fi\  &?$oujr  in  "his  Break 

Ypp.  iway^t^p  Sent  of  Human  Kind, 
.You  Mjm  to^central  God  inclin'd, 
Taught  how  his  PalEons  fhould  conipire 
Great  G04  to:  lpve  and  to  admire, 
HisJBepe^j^or  to  adore9. 
Whq?l^d  ennctfd him  with  fuah  wealthy  Store. 

But  M*n :  fbr.fqok  his  God  and  you, 
From  your.fweec  Conduft  madly  flew, 
Laps'd Hujnan  Race  feel  to  their  Coft 
What  with  their  Innocence  they  loft, 
You  ftill  are  Love,  and  Loves  your  Name,; 
O  kindle  in  me  that  primeval  Flame ! 

Shew  me  Urania  in  her  Sphere, 
All  Motives,  which  her  Sight  endear, 
*  :  ^  She* 


Shew  me  fw*et  Jdfarcifrtfie  Treei  ■'  \ 
Pain'd,  Weeding,  gafpirtg,  deid  for  me, 

All  VbuFlnflamnfatives  combine 
To  fet  w  iHoh  fire  with  Lore  divine.-  -  -  <'  * 

■    :My  Heart  next  help  me  to  furt^y, !i  4  fJ 
And  how  I  boundlefs  Love  repay, 
How  f ;on  Sin  my  Spirit  fyend*  -  1 
How  oft  the  God  of  Love  oflend, 
Thejre  a  fad  Profpeft  will  appear, 
Fit  Sabjeft  for  Grief,  Shame;  ConfuffoB,-Fear. 

Give  my  hard  Heart  a  tender  Stroke, 
The  Heart  by  Love  is  fooneft  broke, 
My  Heart  when  foften'd  will  fupply 
With  a  whble  Rivtir  either  Eye, 
I'll  P fifth  Grief  for  Sin  exceed, 
And'whilc  njy  Eyes  run  down  my  Heart  -fliall  bleed. 

When  I  for  all  the  Wounds  have  grfcv'd 
Dear  Jefus  from  iby  Sins  receivM, 
With  his  foft  Love'my  Soul  reflfore, 
1  His  Love  can  only  heal  the  Sore, 
.  When  you  my  drooping  Spirit  raife,  * 
1*11  love  him|  and  I'll  hymn  him  all  my  Days. 

Desidek:ia. 

Caft  pn  nje,  Pejtderia,  a  foft  Eye, 
l-eft  my  Heart  die, 

Ee  j  With 


4j9  Vrma:  ot^  tfofyrfn  Gtfa 

With  you  in  N*tt*rf  I  confpjrt,  > 
Like  yon,  an  afl  Dctfip,  .  : 
Should  you  from  iw  retreat  / 
$f y  Hear*  would  tpfc  al)  vital       %  Ifcat  . 

When  Faith's  obta,  and  Hope  has  1#  ^Hotd, 
And       g?pw? col&.V       '  "  ' 

Then  I  ntf  .Bfefu gc/  have ,  lju*  yo)i|  «• 
BUCs  endfefs  to  pwrfuc,  ' 
I  to  Defirc  mvift  fly, 

No  ftthcr  Qrace  ?beir  Virtue?  can  tyflply.  . 

When  daily  Frailties,  which  I  oif  bfvyil,  . 
Q'errae  prevail,' '  .t 
.When  my  ^rhftught,  Meditat^n, ,  |?ray>, 
Difturb'd  and  wandrjng 
Nought  can  Relief  impact, 
Bat  in  Defires  to  eafe  my  languid  Heart. 

My  Conftancy  you  never  need  fu{pe$< 
Whenlrefleft  : 
On  all  Things  with  impartial  Eye? 
Which  Heav'n  and  Earth  comprize, 
Nothing  but  God  I  find 
Fit  to  attracV  an  Heav'n-born  boundfcft  Mipd. 

Of  Love  and  of  Fruition  Heav'ns  the  Sphere, 
'       Defire  reigns  here, 
Love  longs  to  native  Heav'n  to  get 
'  *  In  %vlt  here  belo^r 

Can- 


Cannot  tteaA  afpire, 
But     e/acntered  warm  Dtft* 

Witt  ray  dear  Wvw/rf  and  m« 
Shall  Entoy  be, 
My  thfUktia  Day  and  Night 

Shall  take  an- IJeav'n- ward  Flight, 
I  031  hare  ftifincfs  there, 
Of  Lore  dWne  you'll  manage  my  A&ie. 

Swifter  than  Morning  Rays  you'll  take  yotitf  Flight 
to  blififal  Sight, 
When  Death  my  Spirit  ftalf  unfheath, 
And  1  my  laft  mall  breath, 
V9  to  Vraaia  foar, 
4*4  toring-  Face  to  Rk^  dedrc  no  mp*e. 

8«W  yog,  Onhfa  my  Abode, 
V^WQ  I  of  Gcirf  have  daily  Load  ? 
'TfcinthaVaJeofTear, 

Whc**Ey«  and  Ear  ' 
Can  Witnefs  be 
oft  1  gwei^uj  pod  olfcndTcd  fro, 

Buttbat  which  mofc  agti$s  my  Mind, 
I«  to  fienoM  mjfftf  indin'd 
Wafca*  a^*'d  a  Will  . 
'  Toflhojlvll^  ' 


And  chat  fed  View 
Pierces  my  Hear?  yfith  Sqixqw  thro'  and  t^uo*. 

Youj:  Jlelp,  fweet  dear  Cordelia,  give, 
ThoMn  the  Vale  of  Tear  liivc, 
Ah,  loqk/on  either  %e, 
.  '^y  Springs^  dry, 

I  much  offend,' 
Yet  on  my  Sins  have  force  one  Prop  to  fpend. 

.  From  your  Repofitory  pour 
Tears  into  met  .  for  you  have  ftore 
My  Tsars  Xball  thep  arife 
.  Andfwell  my  Eyes, 
Which  (hall  diftil 
Till  you  (hall  fay  that  I  have  wept  my  Fill. 

Yet  do  not  then  my  Spirit  leave, 
I  Tears  (hall  want  afreih  to  grieve, 
My  Ey(s  I  ftill  mufl  drains 
Muft  weep  again  1 
When  I  well  weigh 
How  boundlefs  Love  is  outrag'd  ev*ry  day. 

Still,  fair  one,  with  my  Soul  abide, 
So  conftantly  my  Eyes  fupply'd* 
'  Sweet  Jefus  witf  endear  - 
My  bittereft  Tear, 
For  Blifs  when  ripe 
Urania  from  my  Eyes  all  Tears  will  wipe. 
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Hi  t  Aft  x  a. 

O  'tis  a  long,  a  tedious  Yeai;, 

Since  laft  I  faw  my  Dear,        .  . 

For  while  you  with  me  ftay, 
Thov  a  whole  Year,,  feems  but  a  Day, 

Yet  in  true  Love's  Efteem 
One  Day  bf  Atyence  a  whole  Year  will  feem. 

My  Hours  I  ever  fince  you  went 
In  Lamentation  fpent, 
I  Troubles  feel  within, 
•Still  guflung  from  the  World  and  Sin, 
And  the  fwc$t  Tafte  I  lofe 
f  Heav'n  and  Grace,  which  you  alone  infufe. 

On  bright  Urania*  fix  you?;  Eyes, 
Hilaria  then  replies, 
She'll  be  your  conftant  Joy, 

Which  no  one  Trouble  can  deftrqy, 

v'         No  fublunary  Woes 
Uranias  fa^hfj^l  Lovers  difcompofe. 

Her  Lovers  liv$  in  joyful  fenfe 
That  6o*d  is  Love  immerjfe, 
Mod  mighty,  and  moil:  wife, 
In  Condtift,  Aid,  Support,  Supplies, 
*'  That  Love  immenfe  and  he 

In  blifsful  Friendfliip  ftoqld  united  be. 

}    •  v".  \         \  •  i  »v  'i  i 

His  Dangers,  Sorrows,  Slanders,  Pains, 
*  !  ' '  Love  tampers  and  ^reftrflinSj 
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He  fees  tho  Friend  in  all 
The  Miferics  which  turn  befall* 
M&$$  to  hi*  Friend  Addrefij, 
^nd  never  huh  of  Succour  in  Biftrcfc 

Jcfus  a  cpnftant  Crof?  endur'd, 
Yet  cooftant  Joy  fecur'd,  t 
Joy  always  in  his  Mind, 

HisF*|pral!  h»  Wow  dtOgrib 
f}is  fctfor s  Love  ht  knew, 
And  in  his  Agony  lp£c  liQVc  in  view. 

None  who  in  Jofu$  Footfcpft  gead 
Can  feel  «iie  Grief  w  Bttril  ?\ 
But  keeping  God  in  fight, 

In  Love  immenfe  may  take  delights 
Their  Woes  are  fliore  *hich  Joys 
Sternal  infinitely  overpoife. 

You'll  ne'er  have  real  Trouble  more 
If  yo»  your  Sins  deplete* 
From  cv'ry  Tear  you  weep  . 

You  will  the  Joys  qtf  Pardon .  reap, 
And  Toy  will  firm  abide*  " 


Yob 


r . 


t  w$ly  xw  *way* .  • 
A  fodden  Paffion  me  aijkjl'd, 
^Thfch.  by  my  yifildmg  owr  me.  jtf  eyajl'4. 

My  God,  prww,  and  myftif  ? 

Wi&¥i$tePtTemptatiqn  tofs'd, 
:     .  tyfefiQpgJit  op  this  World's  Wpq 
T'wa«k  Recks  my  Veflel  drajqj 
No  Ifelm  I  had  to  rule  my  Bark, 
4q4  ?  t'wvds  Sjifkw«s  hurry'd.  in  &c  J^rk* 

Panger  a?  Jail  my  drowfy  Scml  jflpokc, 
And  Wdfi  me  graeipqs  Q<&  invoke, 
To       Pija^wUn'^  :  . 
Se*t  #fbVfW<J  juro/p^  Vind«j 
I  by  his  Mercy  reach'd  the  Shore, 
And  vow'd  to  truft  Sclf-CQn&dence  no  more. 

Safe  landed  I  gawe  God  hi*  Praifea  due, 
RefoJf  tag  to  fly  baek  ta  yau, 

My  Cpnfcteace  to  me  taught 
What  had  my  Dapgw  wrought, 
Ah,  leading  you  I  Jaft  God's  Fear, 
Aad  wasted  Light,  Skin,  Helm,  my  £oat  to  ftetf, 

£pbfa  for  $'  adapting  Spici^  nra/d, 
Whjcb,  foon  my  Soul  hi*  Tejaj^le  made, 
O  then  my  Heart  I  Felt 
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I  caird  God  Father,  antf  could  frame 
My  Tongue. to.call  him  by  no  o^er  Njune. 

I^vcbeav'nly,4  which  allfervite  Feir  exceft? 
Congenial  wif h  the  filial  dwells, 
'  In  Sin  God's  Sons  kifcijdm 
Th?  Turpitude  atid  Shkihe, 
'  They,  fhould  no  Torment  Sin  attend, 
Would  grWye  To 'good  a  F^rh^tb  pljfcnd., 

r  .  [witjiin 
God,  our  great  Judge,  Tees  Hearts,  and  views 
The  Rife,  Growth,  Strength,  Referyes  pf  Sim 
p  may  I  #ay  and  Hight '  *  '  " 
God  s  Prefeiice  keep  In  fight, 
I  (Jiall  no  wilful  Evil  do'  ' 
5Vhilc  my  tremendous  Judge*  f$  lii  my  view. 

#       4       Fiducia.  ' 

Since,  fair  Fiducia,  I  lov'd  you, 
I  qo  one  Trouble  knew,  ' 
O  happy  Pay 
When  yoii  taught  me  the  way 
My  God  to  pieafc, 
And  (laid  on  God  my  refUcfs  Sou|  to  eafc, 

I  in  the  World  long  fought  Repofc, 
-  And  nothing  got  but  Woes, 
*  Could  nothing  6t\d 
To  fill  a  boundlefs  Mind, 

>  '    '  '  *   '  ;  Tis 


>  i  'Tis  a,  vain  tfiiog,  a  { 
Of  Difappoint.ments  the  cmppifoa'd  Spring. 

£  cn  my  ow\  fcfeart  i  could  not  ttu&. 

In  its  Approach  deftroy,d,<  * ' '  *  ^ 
A|l  that^I  gain'd.  , 
Was  but  by  frcflx  VexationVto  be  pWd. 


,  r 


Tgu  taught  that  I  IKoul^  Qod  Atone 
penitential  Mtiin, 


1  pn  God  to,  reft, .  % 
Confiding  to     trtefe'd,. :    : ' :  ^ 
r     i.O  it  was  you 
taught  me  5fty  ^ow  baptiftn^l  to  rtritetor, 

Soon  as  .v?ithrGdd  t  dov'nyit  made, 
Cod  was  my  Qpd  you  faid, 
'LcalPdGbd  mine, 
v'  ;'fcdyMW  LoW  diViiii; ' 
And  from  that  Hour 
£in,  Luft,  the  World,  had  Wer  me  no  PpwV. 

14y  God  I  <?ry'd,  by  thatch  Name 
I  laid,  to  God  a  Claim, 
•  ■    .  My  Squl  was  BlVd% 

Urania  Joys  infltilfd, 
Ql  had  Store, 
.   I  had  unfathom'd  Ocean  void  of  Sho?e. 


> 


In  Gof*  fctftQions  M  I  fhard, 
1*6  call  them  mint  I  dar*fl; 

I  all  could  fee 
Propitious  then  td  me!, 

Wantj  tfcngej,  Grief,  ,  , 
braving  bcfoVe,  in  them  found  full  Relict. 

To  my  Gcxft  Wifdtfm  1  fubmit, 
To'  chuft  what  he  thinks  fit, 
...        Iji  my  God's  Might  1 
Mjf  Soul  is  ftec  from  Fright,' 
(  .  :  And  I  am  fure 
That  my  God'*  tfiitfh  his  Promifc  will  feeorfc 

O  TU  my  God  my  Refuge  make,' 
He'll  never  me  forfake; 

Q  the  Abyfs 
Of  the  ecftatick  Blifs* 
Tranfcending  Sehfe 
in  the  appropriating  of  Love  immenfef 


S  E  B  I  A. 


You,'  fair  Eufetta,  God  adore. 
You  all  his*  Saints  with  Fervour  ftore",  . 
n  With  ThanWtb  God  I  gratefully  remind 
The  lerfony  wh&hyou  taught  to  confecrate  Man- 
kind. 

The  Thoughts' 6*  God  in  Wifdoro,  Might, 
&ohiittidiv  ^oVdnefi'  Jtffitaiw/ 

tit 


Of  all  Source,  our  Souls  indittt 

fe  worfyp,  hymn,  admire,  the  Majefty  Divine; 

Gd<fs  glorious  Excellence  fuprcme 
;  :E*ciWsa  foifcabk  Efteem* 
Bfteem  And  Adoration,  which  t<>  none 
^tota  wvkabte  fc,  feat  beundlcft  God  alone. 

Frail  Human  Rate  on  God  depend*, 
God  us  Mains,  fuppbm,  dfefcnds> 
A&tt  *mr  Depfcndance  on  his  gtadtous  Care, 
ShcaUtf  td  depending  Soals  Recflmbtftce  tcack  and 

[Pkyv. 

Had  &ah  continued  frill  uftftain'd, 
He  ftili  God's  Debtor  had  remaiVd, 
Oar  Hyittni  had  infinitely  felPn  below 
immeofe  Philanthrbpy,  td  which  our  Alt  tte'dwef.' 

Since,  6  my  Gdd,  my  All  is  thine,' 
r li  in  the  World  ftile  nothing  mine, 
Tis  Sacrilege  to  alienate  ohe  Thought 
From  what  God-man  by  Price  ineftiraabfe  bought. 

. I'll  like  Urania  $  Lover  live, 
To  God  my  felf  entirely  £tfe9? 
Raife  all  my  PoVrs,  your  Vigcmr  moft  iotenfe,' 
TTo  render  Homage  dtte  to  Majefty  immenft. 

ThyGoodnefs,  Lord,  in  evVy  Light 
I>evout  AfFedtiohs  will  fexcite, 
•  Thdiry 
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Thou>Lord,  (halt  have  my  Tot*gue,HandsJCnees, 

With  my  eham&ur'd  Heart  they  all  fhall  fympathize. 

To  all  that's  thine  1*41  Rev'wqce  pay, 
To  Pri^ft,  Revenue,  TempW,  Day,  k< 
WordrWo?{hip,  Inftitutions,  JUws,  and  Nam*, 
Due  Honour  for  thy  Sake  they  all  moft  juftjy  claim- 

■  r 

But  that  in  which  I  moft  fliall  joy, 
Whk^  raoft  fhall  all  my  Pow'ts  empty* 
Shall  be  in  hymning  thee  to  fpeod  my  Pay& 
And  to  begin  in  Trine  Eternity  of  Prai/e. 

...  »  :  i 

Primeval  Worfhip;  Lord,  refrieve, 
For  whofe  Decays  the  Faithful  griev^ 

...  For  as  thy  Temple-OffVings  fall  or  rife,  ;*. 

Hymnody  chills  or  fires,  Religion  lives  or  dieS. 

May  I,  as  David  wifh'd,  abide 
.  Where  thou  art  always  glorify'd, 
Nochingiiefembles  Heav  n  fo  lively  here;. 
As  when  God-hymning  Saintoin  God  s  own  Houfc 

[appoar. 

HuMiia, 

Yoii,  fweet  tiumitia,  the  mote  lovely  are 
The  Ifcf$  you  know  you  re  fair, 
You  ftrive  to  vail  your  Face, 
Yet  evVy  fingle  Graee 

Its 
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Its  Lovelinefs  betrays, 
You'll  never  find  a  Cloud  which  can  eclipfc  your 

[Rays. 

O  itay  with  me  till  in  my  Hearr,  fair  Saint* 
I  your  Idea  paint, 
I  having  that  in  view 
Shall  huifablfe  be,  like  you, 
Shall  ugly  Pridfe  deteft, 
Wlieu  your  all-diarmihg  Form  is  on  my  Soul  int- 

[preft. 

All  thai:  is  gbod  in  Mali,  e'en  good  Defires, 
'Tis  gracious  God  infpires, 
Vile  Men  can  nothing  claim 
But  felf-confbtinding  Shame, 
That  Good  by  God  infus'd 
^he^have  with  Frailty  foil'd,  or  tb  ill  Ends  mif- 

[usU 

Pride,  Lord;  would  of  thy  Glory  the*  diveft* 
And  thou  doil  Prifle  deteft, 
Urania  it  forfakes, . 
Self-fove  its  Iddl' makes* 
Thoui  jealous  of  thy  Name, 
&*xt  Lucifei  in  Hell  for  Pride  haft  kept  the  FUipc- 

When  thy  juft  Vengeanct  (halt  the  Proud  bring 

[down, 

Thdu  wilt  the  Humble  croWn, 
In  Jefus  they  confide,  ' '  -  ■ 

the  humble  Soul's  befft  Guide, 
Vol,  iV.  F  f  They 
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f  hey aif  Setf-love"  deny, 
All  Merit  they  renounce,  an*  6n  thy  <& 4fc<*  Aftf. 

[know, 

Their  Dillancc  they,  and  their  own  Vileneft 
And  what  to'  thee  they  <*wc, 
Thy  Cjlory  they  intend, 
Stijl  fearful  to  dtfend, 
AllPraife  on  them  betttfw'd, 
They  thankfully  refund  on  thee,  &om  whom  it 

O  n*y  I  flwdy  »y fcif  w ita*nj 

My  Vilenefs  to  difcerav 
Permit  no  Fancies  vara 
Urania  $  Love  to  fkin* 
Still  willing  to  be  taught 
By  other,  what  I  an!  tout  fceh  1  thing  of  tmghtl 

My  God,  \M  I  unworthy  am  to  pt*y* 
My  Jcfiis  makes  tee  ways- 
More  vild  I  am,  the  more 
Thy  Mcrty  Til  adore, 
Ih  thirtc  and  my  own  Eyes 
Th^tofeer  I  fiftkUotai,  the  highe*  I  thaU  rift. 

lOBs  V  OTA.  . 

t  I  thought  her  Angel  at  firft  fight 
Her  Look  was  like  Urania's,  heav'nly  bright* 
But  at,  leis  diilant  view 
My  Saint  I  knew. 


It  was  Drotta  to  a  Shade  retir'dV 
TJtelnceiife  of  her  ha.fr  was  newly  fit'<di 

r     My  Soul  I  fclt  gfre  Tig'rous  fpring 
To  burft  its  Union,  and  to  get  on  Wiag; 
Fain  it  tt  her  would  fly. 
Her  Soul  to  eye, 

0  her  Devdeion  had  moft  charming"  Grace, 

0 1  imparicht  was  her  Flight  to  tract] 

At  left  ay  Soul  iti  Paflage  fore'd, 
.  Atttf  ftom  my  Body  fecmVi  a  while  divorfcM* 
In  Rapture  as  (be  ptay'd  • 
I  her  furvey'd, 
Au*#h»ft  rty  Soot  Its  Mimfidn  rfr-aflihh'd, 
ktftfctttglft  all  ofer  *wirii  ttff  fatahfc  dim.'*. 

■   ■  ■   ^      •  « 

Hit  Heart  ift  Hea^  enkindled  Love, 
Burn*  ebttfkrtc  Holoottltto  Owd  abovei > 
And  with  virtciom  Might 

To  Heav'n  takes  Flight, 
AfaWity  Angfllid*  ft*  betfltys 
'•    itt  her  Db*di*ni*,  Lave,  Bevdtiotb  Frail* 

She  from  the  World  ©ft  makes  Retreats, 
She  there  Urania  and  dear  Jefos  meets, 
Jcfus  with  beav'nly  Strains 
She  entertains, 
\Vith  Hymns  abd  Pray'rs  ue  eourts  his  blifcful  Stay, 
And  lifts  in  Languor  when  he  goes  away. 

F  f  a  When 
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When  Jcfus  for  xatfeite  withdraws*  .w 
Sht  thcp  will  beat  hiitf  in  his  fmcrcdfLawS, 
His  holy  Book  will  read 
:      .  -With  jterifcnd  Heed;  . 
She  knows,  ihe  lora»  her  beft  BelortdT3  Voice, 
And  makes  his  Crofs>  to  tfWch  he'caHs,  her  Choice 

r  ,  o  .  » 

BSfJ  Meditation  fi*d  arid  deep  :p 
She  Saf-her  Rcading!flrit cs  the  Crop  to  tcif, 
With  Judgment  unperplex'd 
- .  ?  HUvfcw*  the  T<xt* 
.bftttrciires*  xepetfs*  Applies,  infer*  (amperes, 

Till  fhdtaall  Affeftioos  gives  their  Shares. 

*        *.  * 

,  L  (Hctr  Mind  melt*  T*uth  Into  her  Will, 
Faith*  Hope*,  Love,  Jo$,  Contrition,  toinflil, 
She  cv'ry  Truth  can  tafte, 
-  :, T . "    '  ■  .And  ptinc  runs  wafte* 
Of  irhst  fte  tafte*  the  Rcltfb  flie  retains,  ; 
And  hoiy  Life  emicbeft  with  her.Qains. 

She  more  to.  Gf ace  than  Gifts  inclin'd, 
tivis  with  Urutea  iix  &ti&  Friendfcip  joind,. 
To  love  God  lhe  afpires. 
More  not  defires, 
And  when  with  Love  divine  ihe  brighteft  flames, 
More  at  Sincerity  than  Rapture  aims. 

The  Days  to  G6d  devoted  ftre  rev'dres*  ' 

Her  Life  ihe  by  the  Saints'  Memorials  fleet* 

Attend- 
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Attending  wkh  due  Care  :  * 
,    ■  1  :Tbc  Hours  of  Pray'r, 

ShsC  ftcsed  Faft$  and  Stations  ftri&ly  keeps, 
Aqd  for  the  publick  Provocations  ^reeps, 

God's  Hoafe  her  Paradifc  fhe  ftilcs, 
Lores  thofe  Souls  moft  whom  the  World  leaft  tfefiles. 
.  v  Thpir  Ardours  to  excite 
Is  hpr  Delight, 
'Tisfeer  chief  Joy  the  Altar  to  frequent, 
With  Love  on  Jefus  crucify 'd  intent. ' 

.  A  Chri/t-Iike  Zeal  her  Soul  o'erpower'd, 
,   By  tjiap-flie  wholly  feem'd  to  b$  deyour'd, 
,  ■  ■ .        Could  not  herfelf  contain 
At  A#s  profane, 
Affii&.ed  and  incetas'd  when  e'er  flie  faw 
Bojd  Deflorations  of  God's  Houfe  or  Law; 

May  I  by  her  my  Paffions  frame,  , 
Enkindle  at  her  Fervours  facred  Flajntf, 
When  e'er  my  Ardour*  #nk, 
.  Hfjf  2Jeal  re-think, 

And  from  the  Daiqps  wjhich  here  my  Soul  moleft, 
Hife  t^the  en<jlef$  Raptures  of  the  ^leftj 

Anqchia. 

Revil'd,  OpprefsM-with  cauflefs  Hate, 
Ar4  pcrfecuted  by  fitlfe  Friends  ingrate, 

'       '■     f  (  1    [   "       '  .  M 
4 


494 


An  Hurricane  iqfc  in  •  jp  flreaft, 

Which  give  my  Soul  no  Reft^ 
From  Wave  to  Wave  my  Birk  wastefifti^ 
My  Vainly  Freight  in  danger  to  be  loC 

While  meditating  Wrath  I  Bay  d, 
Jmcbia  mild  a  Vifit  to  me  made, 

Herfofr,  devout,  endearing  Eye, 

Soon  made  the  Fury  fly,  "  * 
My  Blood  enflam'd  (be  gently  chillti ; 
To  regular  from  rapid  Motion  ftilfd. 

Ah,  Friend,  Ae  faid,  with  Accent  foect, 
Did  yon  from  foffring  Jcfus  learn  this  Heat  ? 
The N|me  of  Jefus piere'd  me  thro, 
She  faw  it,  and  withdrew, 
Q  to  add  more  (he  had  no  need. 
At  Jefus  Name  my  Heart  began  to  bleed. 

O  cruel  Wrath,  when  nncontrouPd, 
In  Human  Gore  how  often  have  you  rolM  ? 

The  Hearts  which  lodge^you,  you  difturb, 
Tqu  drive  to  break  all  Cnrb> 

To  angry  Souls  create  more  Wo$ 
Than  all  the  Wrongs  of  an  invetYafe  Foe. 

No  Low'rings  are  in  Glpry  fcen, 
}Ay  dear  Urania  always  is  ferenc, 
God's  Will  to  fuffer  or  to  dq, 
Jefus  I  learn  from  you, 


No  frp^fltipn*  foufcl  yo«r  total  *te$e. 

Yqvx  GfQfc  y$»  to  fte  $Hnts  traduc'd» 
Their  Wr*&.  ?hey  !)S??r>  w!*en  prp^Pt'd,  i^fluc'4, 
Tp  reenter  Qppd  for  Evil  taught, 

And  damp  revengeful  Thought, 
They  for  their  Foe s  i»a4fi  ChrifMike  PrayV, 
That  they  with  them  might  in  pod's  Mercy  lhare? 

0  grapious  Father^  ev'ry  Day 
Sinners  thy  Lpvp  with  Outrages  repay, 

Yet  thou  Ipng-fujFring  art,  and  flo^ 
Tp  bend  thy  Vengpfol  Bow, 

1  in  thy  Patience  long  have  fhar'd, 
Whip h  met  iQ  <ny  fyg kfljd  jn$?  xgildly  fp*r'dr 

Whet}  I  4m  in/up'd  pr  reyifd?* 
Hty  I      ljke  the  ^amb  Sterpal,  mild, 
M$y  l  tf??  JSpft  Qbtfurat?  br^k 
By  Tepaper  fpft  and  metfc, 
Heap  Coals  pf  Love  upon  his  Head, 

Ti"  noting,  fe&  rating  T*m  ft»n  fl*4 ! 

The  hply  Spurfe  pf  Love, 

Tfe?  J-ifeweft  cboff  pf  ?  ncek>  harmlcfs  Dove, 
IJe  4wells  |n  fiqtrts  fr$gi  Rancour  cle^n, 

$yect,  tender,  aq4  ferene. 
And  when  revengeful  Tempefts  rife, 
yfifh  beay'oly  kove  and  Joy  away  he  flies,  . 

f  ^  Ftth«> 
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Father,  Lamb,  Dove,  the  blefled  tj^re^ 
A  Temper  teach  from  all  Revenges  fret, 
Father,  may  I  for  Jefu$  Sake 

Of  thy  fwect  Dove  partake. 
With  Lanjb-iike  Mcekncls  to  fuftain  *' 
All  fhou  art  pleas'd  for  Trial  to  Ordain. 

Thbotropi^ 

1,  l%eotrofia9  learn'd  from  you 
God'f  wife  Qifpofals  to  review, 

And  to  the  Will  divinp  * 

Entirely  to  give  mine. 
And  ever  £nce  your  fweeteft  Voice  I  heard. 
Too  have  my  troubled  Spirit  ctopatfd. 

Tour  Eyes  to  God  exalted  are, 
You  know  his  Providential  Care, 
All  Things  on  him  depend, 
In  their  Rife,  Growth,  and  End, 
Deriv'd  from  his  Pcrmiffion  or  Decree,  . 
Of  all  you  the  Alotments  fee. 

God  pow'rful,  gracious,  wife  and  juft, 
Cannot  to  Chance  Events  entruft, 
And  all  that  Man  betides 
God  bounds,  proportions,  guides, 
We  fhould,  as  coming  from  God's  Hand,  receive 
All  things  in  which  we  joy  or  grieve. 


On  God's  Almighty  Fow'r  we  reft, 
^j*  Wijfdom  (jhufes  what  is  beft, 
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His  Gopdnefs  Pify  take$, 
And  ne'er  a  Saint  forfakes, 
pis  Juftice  will  no  caufelef$  Trouble  givc? 
Kecumbipg  on  all  three  we  live. 

From  hence  Faith,  Hope,  Joy,  Fear, 
Qn  thefe  four  Wing$  my  Soul  I'll  rear? 
She'll  ftrive  to  (bar  as  high 
As  four  wingM  Seraphs  fly, 
When.  t'wards  Urania  dear  foe  fpreads  her  Wing; 
£he'll  of  God's  Love  and  Wifdom  fin$. 

She  f?es  what  gracious  God  ordains. 
She  follows  l}is  myfterious  Trains^ 

All  merciful  Intents, 

All  wonderful  Events, 
AU  Evils,  from  their  Ranges  and  Reftraints, 
Concentring  in  the  Gock}  of  Saints. 

ifry  Will  to  thee,  Lprd,  I  commit, 
pp  with  it 'what  thy  Love  thinks  fit, 
#      Secure  Ihe'll.reft  with  thee, 
In  Danger  ftill  with  me, 
Lord,  keep  her  fitfe,  the  World,  if  bacfc  flip  flies, 
"  To  feize  her  in  ftrong  Ambufh  lies,  , 

•  Ah,  (hould  (he  'fcape  that  furious  Strife, 
Yet  paffing  thro*  the  Waves  of  Life 
She'd  from  her  Polar  Line 
Inward*  Vanities  decline,"  1 


P  (he  would  drive  we  <%\  fo.in»  tyegum  Shore, 
Q  neyer  i*uft  w?  vttfr  fee?  W>rc. 

God,  whfl  frft  loyfag,  korse^psfts, 
A  Lover's  Offering  ne'er  rejects, 

Tp^myMreflow-'d, 
And  ev$r  face  my  0^  n^y  Will  pjflefs'd, 
The  Wprl4  cojM4  ngvermjt  WPleft? 

tVhen  ftwidotce  a,  J-pyer  tt^cf, 
Or  will  his  Ovcrfights  chaftize, 
PatanaJ  Lpv$  in  Goi  . 
Bevgplv  guides  the  Roj}, 
It  heals  where'er  it  wbund$>  ajid  its  Defigi^ 
Is  not  a  §aint  to,  grieye*  bint  to  refine. 

Man  cannot  his  D$pen4ance  qujt, 
Muft  to  God's  Sor'raignty  fubmit, 

God's  Rqjq  mi$  undergo 

Whether  he  wijl  or  noj 
They  only  happy  are  who  pod's.  &»gh  Will, 
Not  put  of  Force,  jjpt  Cjipifle  fulfil 

While  my  own  Will  wirh  Qpd  ftall  flofe, 
I  challenge  all  infernal  Foes 

To.  raifc  4  wublows  ^toxnv 
Or,  Pcriecution  form, 
JJranias  Love,  to,  cqoI,  or  da>PP  »y  Joy, 
9r  my  fwect  Peace  in  Qq4  <feftr°y- 


if  p«4  if»4s  ftity  J  mn  w.faf*  " 
If  God  feqjte  P^th,  ccfi  Uwfo  .tf&fleafr,' 

Fr«s  w«  ff?pn»  Pre *d  w$<wh 
]Love  immensely  good,  juft,  ppw'rfuU  wifcf  * 
/  My  tyjty  JM1 fiWf  (fttett**  :  :  ;i 

Cp^STANTI  A, 

Twas  in  {ha  qanrew  Way 
That  leads  to  cveriafliijg  Day 
I  often  flack'd  my  Pkgc 
A$  I  ijiy  fair  One  ftrove  to  trace, 

And  finding  my  w*afc  Spirje  iarnt, 
|  to  my  dear  Qonfta#tip  made  Comp^jnt. 

How  M  ?  t*Ms  fctffitf  »W4c? 
Tta  P*«MMp  and  the  Uijgft 

fn  this  long  Journey  waftc  my  Strength, 
Terrw  Wd  T?diwm$  ihey  <?f*at?, 
J*9?*  tpo  ^c|Uc  i?  tf>  tyaj:  tlje  Wfifihfc 

Qonfiantia  fweet  repjy'd, 
Take  Cpqra^e,  and  in  (Jpd  cpnfide. 

View  with  a  Jlcddy  Ejrc 
Vranja  calling,  from  on  high, 
Nothing  is  tedipus,  nothing  hard, 
hen  God  jg  your  Support,  and  He^iv'n  Upward. 

All  piouf  Souls  below 
tike  F«ur*  fike  Frailty  undergo  ' 
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f  *  Ycrtione  cfi  fiumb^  pray'd  ;  1^ 
•     TdCodforVigoui-; -^t.^:Ai^  1 11 

But  both  from  gra^otis  dbd  received, 
^bifi  felt  his  Courage  ancf'  W  Strength  rctrjcvU 

How  can  yon  Lfeirijth  lamtnt,  -  * 
When  Lif$  is  of  b^t  £bort  Extedt  ? 

To  Saints  moft  lifting  Woes 
Death  pats  a  peremptory  Clofc,  V\ 
No  Tedium  can  a  Soul  mo  left  j.^T 
wWbo  gains  by  flwrt  Fatigue  eternal  Reft. 

Go  an,  each  Seep  you  tread 
fcWiH  gain  frdh  Strength,  and  damp  yootftcad, 
Heav'n  brighter  will  appear, ' 
Urania's  Sight  will  damp  your  Fear,' 
The  BliTs  you  purchafe  would  be  cheap* 
Should  you  fweat  Blood  while  you  the  Harveft 

1 1  The  all-wife  God  ordain'd  - 
Heavn  ibould  by  Gonflift  be  obtainM, 
And  a  victorious  Might 
Gq4  gives  to  Saints  engag'd  in  Fijjhf, 
Vfc  various  Graced  ne  er  had  known, 
JIad  they  not  Been  by 'Oppofition  fljewq, 

'Po  not  yourfelf  ampre 
Tho'  dear  Urania's  Sight  you  IoR* 

Griefs  interwoven  here 
&tffe  ^wgupr?  ftr  Urania**  Sphere,  . 


.Keep  Jefus  on  %h$  Crofs  in  J$ht*.  . 
A$4  nothing  can  your  §oul  affli&  or  ifrgfc  ■ 

Her  Speech  was  pow  rful  fweet, 
\ And  kindled  in  me  ,heav*nly.Hoatb ,  • 
?         On  .thee,  Lord*  t  rely,  J  1;>J  '  .  ■  . 
?]pre(h  Love,  frelh  Vigbur,  to  fuj^fy, 
.  ^  by  thy  mighty  Aid  made  firoqg,  ^ 
Shall  fear  no  Foes,  flhall  think  no  Duty  long. 

,  So, P  H  RON i a.  ^  ^ 

,  .  v    In  the  bewild'ring  Wiyi  ; 
'  ' '  '  ;  Of  the  World's  labyriAth«  M&i; 
Where  Vice  and1  Error  intricate  the;  Mind* 
'  \  1     And  make  it  hard  true  Blifstb  find, 
1  f :  faw  the  farther'  Progrefi  ftill  4  4nade* 
The  more  irrecoverably  I  ftray'd. 

To  Gofd'  I  humbly  crytt,  v- 
For  Jeftjs  Sake  my  Steps  to  gt&M>  — 
My  Pray'r  featfee  chded  was,  when  toy  £lad  Eye 
Sawldcar  'Styhronia  paffirig  by>'A 
To  me  at  firft  ffie  feem'd  b/chanc^lrrivy, 
But  her  Approach  all-gracious  God  contrivU 

I  beggfd  the  Saint 'would  jpfcafe  ■ 
L*  My  fad  Perplexities  to  eafe? 
She  fent  by  God  to  fctihy  Soul  ^Ireft, 
-    Sweetly  coiifply'd  with  my  Rcqueft, 

'  .  ^  :  .  .    .  Into 


Into  ol>^(bvffe  ^  ^gtritf&g  C»c, 
TOt  i'rt^ht  ftfe  pals Bft'i  Htttt^H^ 

fo^A  t6dt  LirVtofcrjnwVrytftkd^ 

God  his  afW  Oioiy  ifid  <Jtft  Blifi  dcfigns, 
l&iktt  h6  oht  wile;  d«#*ito 
GodY  ©fifty  li  is  ffiucn  oar  fcuflnefir  lierq 
Jb  ©rdiT  Slfitftt    tht  ftipeftstl  Spfctrt;  ' 

To  c61!$a&  Iteit  gfeat  Aim 
ton  iqn^  aU  ftnfutl  End  dftkimV 
ftif£apk  oj<^  yoac  eon&mt  &»muft  be* 

From  l^ing  GboiU  to  keep  Jon  fiee* 
ThieGface  and  Troth  in  lively  Colours  flbew^ 
This  Vjtf  and  Error  will  to  Hate  eipoft 

In  graeidus  God  confide, 
Pray  for  h>dh  Aids  leaft jjron  backflide, 
Pride  Man  to  Sin,  Vice*  Merely,  betrays, 

Tfee-ftttly  Humble  rarely  ftrays* 
His  fyalltymay  t'wards  venial  Errors  fcen<t* 
God  wiU  tmfath  front  damnable  defcad. 

All  Rocks  ydu'il  fee  and  {nun* 
Ton  into  no  Excremei  will  run, 
Ton  to  your  heav'nly  AM  will  Mean*  ad/afti 

Ijurfelf  into  no  Dangers  thrufe, 
Tou'll  your  Behaviour  form  by  Rules  exa&y 
And  duly  circumftantiate  evVy  Aft. 


IWtt 


And  all  ittfeHlai  Wilis  dttd*, 
iTempfcattohsv  tfto'  dA^ala'di  ytoi'll  ftxJh'defcry, 

OF  tihmng  all  Oocifidnfc  fly, 
Of  Good  all  Opportunities  embrace, 
Arid  bfigttett  by  AfeicHoft  fctfty  Gifaefc 

Ydtt'li  with  enli^»nVJ  Miftd 
GWd  Counftls  give  to  till  Mihkind, 
ifotic  WiWort  frtH  bc^laihi  benign*  am}  piirft 
WiH  no  Chicaneries  icnduc^ 
Man's  Life  would  be  of  all  Embroilments  clear, 
Vapid  be  the  Wifddni  learn  to  be  finedft 

.  Wifdom  keeps  Peace  wkhin, 

And  ne'er  extenuates  a  $in> 
Alt  Anions  with  Cottiideration  weighs* 
Of  Confidence  often  takes  Surveys, 
Time  well  employs,  refigns  to  dod  its  Cares, 
Laves  to  Urania  chafte,  for  Death  prepares. 

lh  ttiiYgA6ttt-<ltt^s  the  Itfifc 

dift}tiifetirig  ,5ttp^       *  1 ' 
AU-gttcicrtiS  Gfatf  thdy  fcttoW  ihk  tyorjd  corjtrouls, 

Thdy  to  !ws*C6ndua  -fetid  thtiv  Sfttifc;  ~ 
They,  evei-  wife  for  ttdavVl,  to  Hdafn  propend, 
And  welcome  Death;  by  which  they  Heav'n  afcend. 

Just's  l  la. 

* 

Steer'd  l>y  Urania  s  pointing  Hand, 
JuJieBti,  lead  me  to  a  Stand, 

Where 
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Where  my  free  Eyes  might  Human  Race  infpeft 

My  Soul  thence  to  dire£, 
-  To  all  Degrees  (be  Lines  6f  Juftice  drew*  - 
That  I  might  render  all  tfacir  Due. 

In  rat  Command*  (he  faid,  God  joi&Vd 
The  various  Duties  of  Mankind, 
Each  Soul  Lore  filial  and  paternal  knows, 
They  High  and  Low  enctofe? 
And  .due  Regards  all  Adam's  Offspring  elaiita 
Under  tfaofe  toft  endearing  Nfcrties. 

The  King  who  with  Juft  Tide  reigns* 
The  Magiftrates  whom  he  ordains* 
All  Fathers,  Mother  Mafteft,  t6  Whofe  Care 
Others  fub/eded  arc, 
AH  Paftbrs  who  the  Flocks  of  Jefus  feed; 
Td  be  6ut  Parents  God  decf ecA 

God  gives  t6  them  a  Pdw'f  in  Truff/ 
They  to  their  Stations  fhould  be  jufti 
They  for  God's  Glory  ail  things  fhomld  contrite/ 
From  whom  they  Pow'x  derive,  ... 
Should  exemplary  be,  benign,  and  mild, 
.    To  treat  Inferiors  as  a  Child. 

Inferiors,  who  Sub/edion  owe,- 
Muft  Juftice  in  Submiffion  (hew, 
Love,  honour,  reverence,  efteem,  obey* 
For  their  Superiors  pttjr* 

ft 
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Be  patiettt  when  rebuk'd,  their  Pofts  attend, 
Ptone  to  pleafe,  tender  to  offend, 

Juft  are  all  Men  who  Human  Race 
With  a  fraternal  Love  embrace, 
bo  Wrong  to  none,  and  all  with  Sweetnefs  jreat. 
Free  from  revengeful  Heat, 
Who  to  all  others  meafure  juft  the  fame? 
Which  they  themfelves  from  others  claim, 

O  happy  Age,  would  Men  unite 
In  giving  all  Degrees  their  Right, 
Mens  jarring  Souls  would  co-harmonious  be, 
From  War  and  Rapine  free, 
Pew  would  be  their  Accounts,  Death  their  Releafe, 
Whfen  with  the  World  and  God  at  PfeSce* 

2  b  LOT  HE  it 

When  firft  I  fair  IdathtaSv* 
t  could  not  from  her  Looks  my  Byea  withdraw, 

More  I  beheld  more  I  admfr'd, 
And  more  toy  Lore  was  with  frefli  Filei  fit'd, 
She  made  Impreffions  fweet  and  ftrong, 
My  Love  ihclind  to  pifiiire  her  ia.SoDg. 

In  her  fair  Hand  lhe  held  a  Book, 
Whence  (he  Idea's  of  all  Graces  took*' 

'Twas  th*  Evangelical  Record, 
Containing  all  the  Aftions  of  her  Lord, 

Vql.  IV.  Gg  At 
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At  cv'ry  Line  her  Heart  was  waan'd, 
And  flu:  her  Life  by.  his  Example  form'd. 

She  knew  her  Heart  wide  open  hy 
To  God's  ubiquetary  awful  Ray* 

Gave  God  the  full  Pofleffion  there, 
And  watch'd  it  with  &conftant  jealous  Care, 

From  fenfual  Aims  (he  kept  it  pure. 
And  would  no  Love  co-ordinate  endue. 

She  for  God's  Sake  her  God  otay'd, 
By  tender  filial  Love  to  Duty  foay'd, 

Her  Coriduft  by  Go&Ltw  was  0cet9d,: 
-The  fame  within  as  (he  without  appear  d, 

God  was  her  fettled  Choice,  her  Joy, 
Her  Love  was  clean  from  Mixture  or  Alloy. 

Her  Eyes  fte  on  God's  Glory  fet, 
And  all  her  A&ions  in  that  Center  met, 
Like  God  (he  Hypocrites  abhott'd, 
Againft  each  Vice  rti  all  Difguifcs  warr'dy 

At  the  ador'd  triunal  Name 
She  blaa'd  all  o?cr  in  a  feraphick  Flame 

Commands  whichimoft  lapsed  Nature  grievM, 
She  with  a  complacential  Love  receir'd. 

Her  Zeal  was  uniform,  intenfe, 
To  God  or  Man  averfe  to  give  Offence, 

God  had  her  quinteifential  Mighti 
Her  Pow'r s  exalted  flood  at  utmoft  Might . 
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,    When  of  the  Saiht  this  Scetch  I  drefy 
And  had  htt  amiable  Face  iti  view, 
.  Two  guffiing  Streams  6f  Tear*  I  &edj 
As  if  two  Fountains  open'd  in  my  Head, 

What  is  your  Grief,  Ztlothea  cries, 
By  G$cft  propitious  Aid  1*11  dry  your  Eyes/ 

•T&  yiSto,  faid  li  who  me  have  griev'd, 
lj  finftft  Saint,  by  you  miifc  be  relieved, 

I  ih  my  Heart  your  Pi£ture  wear, 
And  front  ybufc  Pidhire  rifes  my  Defpairj 

Your  Beauties  faintly  there  exprefs'd* 
kake  me  my  own  Dcfotniities  deteft. 

fou  aire  alacriduSi  I  fobh  tirfc, 
You  are  all  Aft,  I  little  but  Delire, 
I  am  inftable,  yOu  are  fix'd, 
¥our  Love  is  pure,  mine  is  with  Frailties  inix'dj 

I  tepid  am,  and  you  are  Fire, 
t  fink  t?o  Earth,  afid  ydu  to  fteav'ri  afpife. 

Be  of  good  cheer  the  Saint  reply 'd, 
Thcf  you  iitoperfefUy  are  piirify'd, 

The  Go(pel  Human  Lapfe  fiippos'd, 
And  on  mild  Terms  was  by  blefs'd  Jcfus  clos'di 

God  nothing  more  requires  of  Man 
Tfhan  to  become  as  pcrfefl:  as  he  can.  . 

Urania*  Lovers'  heife  are  frail, 
Temptations  dfiily  here  their  Souls  affail, 

G  g  3  Saints 
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Saints  may  be  feiz'd  with  a  Surprise, 
Strong  Paffions  on  a  fudden  may  arife, 

All  that  involuntary  arc 
And  unavoidable,  our  God  will  fpara 

A  thoufand  Thanks  I  to  her  paid, 
Who  kindly  had  my  Spirit  undifmay'd, 

When  ihe  had  taught  me  to  obey, 
T'wafdsr  her  Retreat  the  fair  one  turn'dawajv 

To  God  I  gave  my  Heart  full  Bent, 
Refolv'd  my  daily  Failings  to  lament. 

E  U  C  R  AT  I  A. 

O  wretched  Man,  whom  Sin  in  Thraldom  leads, 

And  on  his  heav'nly  Vitals  feeds, 
Our  Food,  Clothes,  F'leafures,  Sleep,  our  Souls 

[enfnare* 

Our  Senfes  Sin's  Purveyors  are, 
No  Bleiling  God  bcftowS  but  Luft  pollutes, 
Diftorting  us  from  Men  to  Brutes. 

The  Belly-Criticks  ftudy  how  to  eat, 
Nice  and  luxurious  in  their  Meat, 
Their  Meals  are  Surfeits,  Nature  over-charge, 

The  Empire  of  Difeafe  enlarge, 
They  ftarve  the  Soul,  while  they  the  Body  feaft 
•  With  Gufto  s  commcm  to  the  Bcaft. 

The  Wretches  who  are  potent  to  drink  Wine, 
Degrade  themfelves  below  the  Swine, V 

They 
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They  by  Excefs  dull  all  Delight  of  Tafte, 
They  precious  Health  and  Reafon  wafte, 

Damp  and  deliriate  the  immortal  Soul; 
And  in  their  own  foul.  Vomits  roul, 

Our  Clothes,  defign'd  to  warm,  and  Shame  tp  hjde, 

We  turn  tQ  Inftrujments  of.  Pride, 
Our  vpry.  Sleep,  whu;h  (hpuld  our  Strength  recruit. 
We  to  lethargick  Sloth  tranfmute, 
In  thoughtlefs  Stupefaftion  lofe  our  Prime, 
And  daily  die  before  our  time. 

Loft  the  whple  Man,  H*nd,  ISar,  Eye,  TJioughf, 

[defiles, 

To  numerous  Woes  our  Souls  beguijes. 
With  wanton  Beauty  and  infidious  Looks, 

Foul  Pifture,  Poetry,  and  Books, 
Saints  dare  not  the  Impurities  compute^ 
Left  their  bare  Names  Ihould  them  pollute, 

As  I  alone  thefe  Lamentations  ihade, 

A  Virgin  Saint  approach'4  my  Shade, 
She  in  a  Vail  her  Beauty  ftrove  tp  fhrpwd, 
Methought  I  lov'd  her  thro'  her  Cloud, 
.  She  to  oblige  me  ftrait  her  Vail  withdrew, 
3Twas  fair  Euc ratio,  then  I  kn?w. 

Her  Eyes  (hot  heav'nly  Graces,  at  firft  fight 
I  was  all  Love,  and  all  Delight, 
flach  Ray  Ihe  darted  clarify 'd  my  Mind, 
She  both  enamour-d  and  refin'd,  < 

\  Shf 
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8hc  bad  me  keep  Urania  $  Lpvt 

And  humbly  thus  to  teafh  me  dcignU 

Mod  gracious  God,  who  all  pa  all  beftows, 

To  Man  in  Bleffings  overflows, 
God  all  things  fweetly  for  tliis  Life  ordains, 
To  raife  Man's  Joys,  and  eafe  his  Pai«V 
Jiis  Health  and  Vigour  timely  to  promote*  * 
Wpuld  hp  his  Days  to  God  devote. 

9Tis  eaficr  Luft  to  conquer  than  content, 
To  quench  the  Fire,  than  to  foment, 
The  more  l-ufts  pampcr'd  are,  the  more they  crave* 
Infatiable  as  the  Grave, 
'Tis  Virtue's  Exercife  to  keep  them  bound, 
Left  they  eternally  confoimd. " 

Give  eleemofunary  Supplies 

To  needy  Nature  when  Ihe  cries, 
Food  to  refrelh,  not  for  meer  Pleafure,  life. 
Plain,  cleanly,  wholfome,  only  chufe, 
Your  Meals  are  Bleffings  when  they  make  yqu  more 
For  Duty  vig'rpu$  than  beforip. 

Due  Pleafures  Cordials  are  to  drooping  Strength, 

Should  have  npr  Frequency  nor  Length* 
Clothes  add  no  Worth,  Saints  oft  in  I^ags  fre  drcft, 
What  mof|  becomes  each  State  is  beft, 
A  mod'rate  Sleep  repairs  you  for  God's  Praife, 
ImmqdVafe  ypbs  him  pf  your  Days. 


< 
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The  Ohaftshave  baftfol  Looks,  a  modeft  Meio, 
And  keep  the  Heart,  God's  Tempte,  clean. 
They  fear  Gpd,  fly  Pollution,  guard  each^enfe. 
And  for  themfetves  have  Reverence, 
jBy  Watching,  PrayV,  Fafts,  Alms,  J-ufts  Fury  quell. 
And  all  its  Re-affauks  repel.  ' '  * 

Saints  to  the  Med' cine  of  chafte  Marriage  {|yf 

Who  feel  their  Fpvers  growing  high, 
They  dread  Excefles,  which  the  Luftfuj  plpafe. 

Who  turn  their  Med.'cinc  to  Difeafe,  \. . 
But  happy  Souls,  whp  can  their  Patflons  tajne, 
Referve  fpr  God  their  Virgin  Flame. 

This  faid,  flje  tq>  Self-conqueft  me  difpotfd, 

And  taking  Leaye,  her  Vail  re-elos'd, 
Saints  call'd  to  Ijeav'n  all  fcnfual  Pafllons  quit. 

My  Gqd,  what  He^yn  will  not  permit, 
%fay  I  renounce,  Urania  $  Love  t'  infure, 
By  living  li%e  the  EflefTed,  pure. 

^  G  A  H  4. 

•Agapia  coming  from  above, 
Composed  of  perfeft  Lotfefincfs  and  Love, 
I  fpy'd  in  her  late  PaflTage  thro'  the  Sphere 

On  Aitgels  Wings  with  fwift  Career, 
Whitheri  faid  I,  blefs'd  Virgin,  do  you  go  ?i 
£urfuc  my  Track,  flie  fard,  and  you  fhaU  know.' 


47*   Crania :  or,  the  Spoufes 


His  Wings  my  Guardian  to  me  lent, 
I  flew  to  fee  where  the  fweet  Virgin  went, 
Obferving  the  great  Hafte  (he  made,  I  gueft'^I 

She  flew  to  vifit  one  diftrdVd, 
And  to  a  Lazaretto  of  Mankind 
We  came,  all  griev'd  in  Body  or  in  Mind. 

A  miniflerial  heav'nly  Hoft 
Slew  to  attend  her  from  the  happy  Coaft, 
Between  their  Wings  their  Vehicles  were  wrought 

With  Lading,  which  for  her  they  brought 
From  Heav'n's  rich  Magazine,  which  God  decreed 
To  truft  to  her  to  anfwer  cv'ry  Neeifc  V 

Soon  as  I  enter'd  at  the  Dpo^,   .  . 
I  faw  of  miferable  Wretches  (tore, 
Such  pitious  Sights,  fuch  confluential  Woe, 

Bethefda  never  yet  could  (hew, 
Ah,  gracious  Virgin,  who  are  the'fe,  faid  I, 
tWho  loud  to  Heav'n  thus  agonizing  cry  ? , 

You  ought  to  know  them  all,  faid  (he, 
You  none  but  Brethren  We  of  Jefus  fee, 
And  all  who  Jefus  love,  for  Jefus  Sake 
Companion  on  his  Brethren  take, 
'Tis  out  of  Love  to  Jefus  I  defcend, 
Of  all  Occafions  glad  the  Poor  to  tetad. 

Of  Jefus  Brethren  to  talje  care 
You  never  (hould  or  Purfe  or  Labour  (pare, 
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Tour  very  Life  you  muft  not  dear  efteem  • 
Blefs'd  Jefus  Brethren  to  redeem, 
Your  Purfe,  your  Pains,  your  Life,  are  of  no  weight 
When  you  the  Croft  of  pod  incarnate  rate. 

All  Kindnefs  to  his  Brethren  fliewn,    v  ^ 
As  dpnc  t*himfelf  he'll  moft  benignly  own, 
With  Jefus  Love  all  Saints  whq  overflow. 

Joyful  on  him  their  All  beftow> 
Cold  Water  he  accepts,  and  ev  ry  Mite 
.With  boundtefc  Treafare  pays  in  ^ttdlcfiXight* 

Fear  not  the  ftanch  nice  Sehfe  may  meet,  - 
Or  loathfome  Obje&s  tenderly  to  treat, 
You'U  find,  (he  fumes  wjhich  blefs'd  Arabia  {heck  * 
Left  fweet  than  Prifdns  or  fick  Beds,     -  '* 
Where  Jefus  in  his  poor  griev'd  Brethren  cries 
For  Sympathy  and  opportune  Supplies. 

With  that  from  one  to  one  (he  ftept* 
O'er  ev'ry  one  whom  (he  reliev'd  lhe  wept, 
$he  caU'4*  a$  melting  £be  their  Wants  furvcy'd* 

The  . proper  Angel  to  unlade, 
And  from  the  Load  which  'twixt  his  Wings  he  bora, 
*  Took  (o*  e}acb  Want  proportionable  Store* 

Aim?  for  the  Poo*,  Aids  fort  Diftrcfrd* 
Fogr  IJungry  Foctdi  for  naked  Limbs  a  Veft, 
§alves  for  all  Wounds,  Med'ciues  for  each  Difeafa, 
Cardials  (&  Jtmtx  fori  Painful  Eafc, 

Rclitf 

*  *  *  •  1  •' 


Relief  for  Pris'nen,  Ranfom  for  the  Slaves, 
Shrowds  for  the  Dead,  for  the  Untay^d,  Graves. 

Bleffings  for  Curfcs,  Lore  for  Hate, 
Pardon  for  Wrongs,  Kindnefs  to  the  Ingrate, 
Sfrcngth  for  the  Weak,  fafe  Guidance  for  the  Blind, 

Sweet  Comforts  for  each  troubled  Mind, 
To  Strangers  indigent  (he  Harbour  gave. 
Took  care  that  Saint*  (hquid  double  Portions  have* 

The  Ignorant  fhc  then  inftruAc, 
To  laving  Truth  the  Erring  Ihe  condu&s, 
She  on  each  Soul  who  cold  or  htedteft  grows, 

*  Kind  Warnings  and  Reproof  beftowt, 
Hck  Godlike  Love  from  Jefus  Loie  proceed^  •  * 
For  finful  Souls  her  Heart,  like  Jefos,  bleeds, 

Ura*$£s  Love  would  you  obtain. 
Learn  Jefus  Love,  and  how  to  love  agaiq^ 
When  Jefus  in  his  Brethren  you  perceive, 

Jefus  huunfelf  in  them  relieve, 
Coynt  that  Day  loft  when  in  your  Alms  and  PwyVs 
Dear  Jefus  wants  his  confecrated  Shares. 
•  *'•%'. 

She,  when  her  C^rgq  (he  had  fpenfc, 
To  Heav'n  with  the  unladen  Angels  went, 
God>  who  in  A&s  of  Mercy  takes  delight, 

With  brighteft  Gloty  grae'd  her  fight, 
,No  Grace  on  Earth  more  Jefus-like  appears 
Than  Charity,  none  more  to  God  endears. 
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O  leave  not  off  becaufe  I  f  ome, 
Muft  thofe  fweets  Strings,  that  Voice  be  dumb  ? 
Tour  Silence  quenches  the  Delight 
Jlaisxl  f>y  your  long?  ioiig  wjfli'd  for  ikht, 
Thanks,  fair  One,  you  refume  your  Lyre, 
{frania's  Love  afrefli  to  fire. 

Of  all  the  Gifts  wjiich  Heav'n  defigtfd 
To  hallow  and  adorp  the  Mind/ 
Sweet  Poetry  has  fuffer'd  n>oft, 
By  Bards  from  the  infernal  Coafo 
Who  in  her  beauteous  Vifage  Tpit 
The  Put^cfa&ion  qf  Ujei?  Wi|t,  * 

The  Gift  ?f  Gpd,  by  God  infps'di 
Should  be  for  God,  tfre  Dpnor^  us'd. 
From  God  prijneyally ,  it  ftreams, 
And  ftould  in  Hymn  rcfle#  his  Beams, 
And  ev'ry  Song  it  drives  to  fing 
Should  hayp  tbp  flavour  of  its  Spring, 

Great  Gqd,  the  Altar  tp  fupply, 
Bright  Fir£  CQpimanded  from  pn  high, 
The  heav'nly.Fipe  Jehovah  fent, 
Was  only  9ft  his  Altar  fpent. 
And  all  Pottick  Heav'n-born  Flame 
Should  foe  dsvpted  to  pocfr  Name. 

Great 

*.  * 
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Great  God  intends  his  Gifts  divine 
Should  have  *n  influential  Shine, 
God  is  of  Love  and  Joy  the  Source, 
His  Gifts  ijiouid  have  a  God-like  Force, 
And  gifted  Poets  fhould  excite 
Pure  heav'nly  Lpvc,  aqd  pure  peligtyr. 

When  Bards  againft  greaj  God  confpire, 
.  An4  kindle  Fervour  at  ftrange  Fire, 
When  they  are  warm'd  by  Pagan  Heat, 
Their  borrowed  Phrafes  they  repeat, 
Mean  and  inglorious  Aims  purfu?, , 
And  find  the  Pagans  them  outdo. 

Would  they  to  God  devote  their  Wit, 
And  borrow  Lights  from  facred  Writ, 
^hcir  Fancies  nobler  Tracks  would  find, 
With  brighter  Thoughts  enrich  the  Mind, 
They  then  would  take  fupernal  Flights, 
\Verfe  would  retrieve  its  native  Hights. 

Souls  rais'd  to  a  celeftial  Stand 
With  Freedom  might  their  Ppw'rs  expand, 
Qf  Things  divine  they  would  difcourfe, 
From  the  eternal  bpundlefs  Source, 
The  Subjefts  would  their  Souls  fublinje, 
And  keep  Wit  ever  in  its  Prime. 

True  Poets  are  a  Saint-like  Race, 
And  with  the  Gift  receive  the  Grace, 

,  '    ® 
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Of  their  own  Songs  the  Virtue  feel,- 
Warm'd  with  an  Heav'n-enkindled  £eal, 
And  warm'd  itsfelf  a  facred  Mufc,  . 
Like  Ardours  may  with  eafe  infufe. 

.  A  Poet  diould  have  Meat  and  Light! 

Of  ^11  Things  a  capacious  fight, 
.  Serenity  with  Capture  join'd,  .» 
Aims  noble,  Eloquence  refin'd,  j 
Strong,  modeft,  Sweetnefs  to  endear, 
Exprcffions  lively,  lofty,  clear. 

High  Thoughts  an  admirable  Theme, 
For  Decency  a  chafte  Efteem, 
Of  Harmony  a  perfed  Skill, 
Juft  Charaders  of  Good  and  111, 
And  all  concenter'd  Souls  to  pleafir, 
Inftr^fl,  inflame,  melt,  calm,  and  eafe: 

Such  Graces  can  no  where  be  found, 
Unlefs  on  confecrated  Ground,  ... 
Where  Poets  fix  on  God  their  Thought,' 
By  facred  Infpiration  taught, 
Where  each  Poetick  Vot'ry  fings 
In  heav'nly  Strains  of  heav'nly  Things.  : 

Prophets  and  Poets  were  of  old 
Made  of  the  fame  celeftial  Mould,  - 
O  that  the  Prophets  now  would  ftrive 
That  hallow!d  Union  tQ  revive 

They 
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They'd  (acted  Foctry  affcW, 
And  the  degetfraie  Ifefcdk  convtttr. 

• 

Bards,  wfid  will  firtigglfc  t#ef  iftey;  qtiit 
Their  bold  and  falfc  Pretencfe  to  wit, 
Theyll  for  a  while  make  AtdtoH^  Cfies 
At  Priefts,  who  theW  wettld  e£dtcif£, 
But  Chriftiari  £bcts  would  gain  Ground^ 
And  Antidxritfiani  Ravings  drdwiVH. 

tJ  a  a  a  i  a.' 

fbir,  bright  tfrania,  me  u^hiidfe 
That  f  jrocrr  Lotrd  hafrc  iff  repaid^ 
The  Crime  I  muft  <»h1feis 
&  heftvotis  to  Exeefi,- 
„  I  /nftly  Idle  all  Claim  w  Wifr 
When  tfct  in  loving  you1  f  giro*  remiiS. 

»■ 

You,  who- are  Ldfelinefy  aU  c?er, 
Andhateof(5ra;cwb6tftdieTs;$tdrei,  • 

Vflioall  God'$  Wotfedut-flunc; 

The  IV&ftfer-piecd'  divine,  : 
Of.  fo  enamouring  a  tfratnc) 
Whkh  at  firft  fight  fliould  all  Man JtlnU  inflame: 

From'  the  firlt  Glance  of  your  bright  Look 
My 'Heart  a  Conflagration  rook; 

Each  time  your  Forrii  I  ey*d 

Ihflammatfye$  fapplffr 


Which  circulated  in  each  Veift, 
four  Image  fll'd  eatb  Cell  wMiitr  my  Brain: 

While  Of  your  Ldve  I  xfras  potfefc'd 
I  felt  myfdf  cortpreatly  Mcfc'd,  • 
Tour  would  my  Love  itivitic, 
When  latiguifhing,  excite, 
Would  guide*  affiff,  confirm,  fupport,' 
And  to  etertial  Blils  your  Lover  court, 

It  wi$  impoffible  I  thought 
fcy  Rival  Beauties  to  Be  caught* 
I  your  Attta&ives  knew, 
They  me  fir  ftoOngly  drew* 
All  fa  agreeable  appeared. 
That  in.  the.  World  I  no  Temptation  fearU 

Self-confident      Love  to  try* 
How  it  would  other  Loves  defyy- 
I  rang'd  fecure  about* 
Raffi,  hcedlefs,  indfcvouty 
My  Eyes  I  o'er:  the  World  Itt  loofe, 
Where  Vanities  with  eafe  Man's- tore  feduce. 

*t here  I  a; whole  Seragli&mctr 
Of  flattfrin^  Lute*  which  rat  Befetfr 
In  Combination  join'd 
To  captivate  my  Mind, 
And  they  peculiar  Engines  fohn'dy 
By  which  each  Senfef  each  Paffiom  ftiould  be  ftormU 

Attacks' 
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Attacks  at  firft  they  fiogly  made, 
Then  all  at  once  my  Soul  invade* 
From  you  when  I  was  fled, 
My  Soul  they  captive  led* 
♦       And  I  a  Proftitutc  became 
To  the  proud  Will  of  each  tyrannick  Dame. 

You,  fair  One,  pitytt  me  enflav  d, 
Before  I  your  Companion  ctav'd, 
Yt>u  brake  my  fehfual  Chain, 
Raised  Love,  divine  again, 
Tou  give  me  Tears  which  Heav'n  atone; 
And  Rtf-admifcarice  to  the  bli&ful  throne. 

Wheh  ydu  tb  the  ffibiild  be  fever e, 
Tour  foft  Reproofs  my  Soul  endetf* 

tou  gholtly  Strength  impart. 

To  rc-alfiirc  my  Heart, 
And  I  from  your  DelivVance  date 
My  Title  to  the  beatifick  State. 

While  worldly  Joys  my  PaflSons  charm'd* 
With-deadly  Sting  each  Joy  was  arnfd, 
It  Grief  and  Shame  impre&M, 
Wounded  as  it  carefs'd. 
But  when  Urania  I  embrae'd, 
Of  Heav'n  I  had  a  rapturous  Fore-tafte* 

Urania. 

When  e'er  my  Reafon  was  my  Guidei 
TerreUa  l  defy'd* 

But 
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, .  But  when  rebellious  Senfe 
Brake  qut  from  its  religious  Fence, 

I  would  myfelf  beguile, 
Her  and  Urania  ftrive  to  reconcile* 

I  of  Urania  then  complain'd* 

Tbhat  Ihe  my  Lovp  difdain'd, 
That  Ihe  was  rig  rous  grown, 
And  would  have  all  my  heart,  or  none/ 
Would  warmly  me  upbraid 
When  e'er  my  Eyes  on  other  Beauties'ftrayU 

ieir^eSa  then,  who  feem'd  as  fair, 
1  met,  compos'd  of  Snare, 
She  kindled  am'rous  Flame, 
And  quickly  I  her  Slave  became, 
Yet  I  to  know  delir'cl 
What  Love-confinement  (he  of  me  required  ? 

The  liagg,  who  by  Cofme^icks  fmear'd, 
tair  at  firft  right  appeared, 
Her  Uglinefs  well  kfiew, 
And  fearful  of  too  nice  a  View; 
Infidioufly  declares 
Urania  fliould  in  Loye  have  equal  Shares; 

The  Freedom  which  TerreBa  gave 
Made  me  the  more  her  Slave* 
Urania  had  fiich  Grace 

jtfone  her  Idea  could  efface, 
Vol.  IV.  h  fcoth 
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Both  Beauties  charming  fecra^d, 
The  one  I        the  other  I  eftcem'd 

Glad  of  this  Compromife,  my  Heart 
I  ftrovc  in  two  to  part. 
But  all  tvas  Labour  ldfe 
TerreBa  wholly  me  engrofs'd,  . 
She  fair  Urania  made : 
The  Gilding  on  the  Bait  the  for  njc  laid. 

Soon  as  the  was  of  me  poflefc'd 
I  had  no  Minute  Reft, 
She  fool'd  me  with  fttfc  Blifs, 

And  peftilential  was  her  Kift, 
Infidious  was  her  Smile,  , 
She  was  all  Vanity,  Vexation,  Guile. 

Experience,  which  my  Eyes  unclosrd* 
For  nobler  Love  difpos'dj 
And  (trait  I  grew  albam'd 

That  I  Urania  rig'rous  nam'd, 
More  I  TerreBa  ey'd 
The  left  I  could  the  Sorcerefs  abide. 

Sooner  to  North  and  Southern  Pole 
You  at  one  time  may  roll, 
Or  Light  and  Darknefs  join, 
Than  fuch  Antarftick  Loves  combine* 
Urania  then  I  chofe, 
In  her  fole  Love  I  felt  entire  Repofe. 


Yet  of  Repofe  I  wpafy  grew, 

Still  kept  tfye  World  in  vie,w, 
Heav'n  I  at  diftance  ey'd, 

Propenfe  «ach  Moment  to  backflide, 
#^ill  with  a.  gracious  Beam  '\ 
Urania  deignd  to  refcue  my  ETteeni;  ~ 

Ur  a  Ni  a-  !"*  J 

No  Lover  yet  who  ever  pin'd,'  r 
Led  captive  by  &k  Woman-kind*  i 

Iti  Love  with  Ae  fcould  vie, 
Or  e'er  was  hafif  {6  mad  as  I.  ^ 

My  Love  I  on  *n  Oi>je<a  p|ac'4  . : 
Withtiot  the  fe*ft  Amfl&iv*:m?4> 

Jet  I  fo&d  Lover  gqe  w, 
Tho'I  the  Obje$  wMWskf&WO 

I  felt  as  ftrqng  and:  amyous  Hfett 
As  df  its  BeautK*  w^rc  comply 
With  All  the  C&aces^or'd 
%  love's  Jxtotafws  *4or  '4» 

Had  any  one  of  me  enquir VI 
♦  What  Qbjefi  thus  my  Paffion  fir'd  ? 
To  tell  I  was  afliam'd 
It  was  myfelf  that  me  inflam'd. 

I  with  myfelf  in  love  was  grown* 
And  piy  Self-love  would  Sovereign  own, 

Hha  Myfelf 


Myfelffbfrty  priYd,       —  *  * 
All  Loves  to  Self  I  facrifi<?dV 

Vr^m.a  oft  would  me  upbraid, 

Anrf  with  ftirong  Checks  my  Love  invade, 

What  in  ydurfelf,  faid  ffie, 
Can  you  that's  lovely  fee  ? 

Hie  Queftion  ilartkd  me  a  while, 
B(*  I  myCM  Voqld  re-beguile, 

f    With  Truth  fte  me  aflailtf, 
But  my  erroneous  Love  prevfeil'd*  . 

She  then  my  lively"  Pi&ure  draws, 
(&^dnt$  it with  God's  holy  Law*/ 

I  there  beheld  my  Face, 
Could  cvVy  Feature  nicely  trace, 

What  Form  is  that,  J  then  reply, 
With  which  you  thus  aiflift  my  Eye  ? 

I  never'  faw  the  like, 
Its  Featute&me  with  Horror  ftrikrf- 

It  is  a  Monfter,  not  a  Man, 

Which  yitfu  have  painted  on  that  Plan, 

O  turn  it  frdm  my  Sight, 
And  damn  it  to  eternal  Night. 

'Ti's  impotent,  inconftant,  vain, 
Dawb'4  with  concupifcential  Stain* 


To  its  own  W.oc  indin'fl, 
Curs'd,  mortal,  miferable,  blind 

Yet  it  againft  great  God  rebels, 

With  Pride  and  wkh  Preemption  fvftells, 

Bright  Confcience  it  difowns, 
For  Idol-felf  great  God  dethrones.  " 

God  never  made  fo  foul  3  thing, 
Sure  'tis  frpxp.  Hell  it  took  its  SpringJ 

And  muft  to  Hell  return, 
To  fry  in  fome,  inftrnal  Urn. 

'Tis  yojir  Qwn  Figure,  flje  rejoin*^  : 
Which  1  prefented  to  your  Mind, 

You  this  your  Idol  make, 
While  your  Urania  you  forfake. 

My  Soul  furpriz'd  at  that  fad  News, 
With  Heed  the  Monffer  then  reviews, 

1  felf  with  that  compat'd* 
Found  all  was  true  which  flie  declarU 

$oon  as  myfelf  I  fully  knew* 
I  from  myfelf  all  Love  withdrew, 

Bewail'd  my  wretched  State, 
A>nd  ever  £qce  myfelf  Iha^.  ■ 

'.  Abhorting  f$lf  tq  God  J  cry, 
£nd  fcpnu  that  Mpment  Telf"  rdi;nyf 
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I  ftrfve  tfkyfelf  to  clear* 
By  penitent  Heart-humbling  Tear. 

But  finding  my  own  Tear  too  weak 
An  Heart  fo  hard  as  mine  to  break, 

Sweet  Jefus  I  implore 
To  walh  me  in  his  precious  Gore. 

Soon  as  fweet  Jefus  wafii'd  me.  clean* 
I  felt  my  Spirit  ail  ferene, 

My  Pow'rs  were  all  refin'd, 
And  to  Urania's,  Love  inclinU  ' 

God  his  pure  Image  re-impreft, 
I  in  my  God  could  only  reft, 

And  God  with  Afpeft  mild 
Was  pleas'd  to  own  me  for  bis  Child. 

Yet  ftill  the  Pifture  I  retain, 
To  check  me,  fbould  I  fin  again, 

O  may  I  ne'er  deface 
God's  Image  planted  in  its  place  I 

Urania. 

Falfe  Man,  let  me  alone, 
Make  Courtfliip  where  you  are  unknown, 
Yqu  (ball  no  more  my  Love  furprize  1 
With  fmooth  and  ftudy'd  Lies. 

Tbus  with  an  angry  Heat  - 
fou  toe,  0  fair  Urama,  titat, 
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Bat  Aflgpf  never  loog  pofleft 
.  So  foft,  fo  meek  a  Breaft. 

Faireft,  I  come  once  more, 
|fct  Love,  but  Audience  to  implorf ? 
TiX  §e«ter;tf  Confeffioa  make,. 
Hear  me  for  Pity  fake. 

You  juftly  me  upbraid, 
For  tho'  a  folemn  Vqw  I  made 
I  to  Urania  would  be  true, 

And  love  no  one  bi}t  you, 

TerreBa  me  af&il'd, 
Smooth'd  with  Cofinetick*  Ihe  prevail'di 
J  heediefs  dropt  into  tfie  Snare, 

I  thought  her  kind  and  fair. 

My  Paffions  to  beguile 
$he  empty'd  all  her  Stock  pf  Wile, 
Prptendkg  Choice  to  give  me  free 
Of  beauteous  Virgins  three. 

Firft  to  attjrafl:  me  came 
Mwria%  a  prpud>  ftately  Dame* 
And  I  on  fupcrficial  view  , 

Thought  h?r  more  fair  fhan  ypty 

To  Hight  (he  ftill  afpiad, 
Hnvy  »qd  Ambitiofi 
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On  all  Mankind  caft  fcortifirf  Eye$,  ; 
Andfoon  would  me  defpifc. 

Avidia  enter?d  riext/ 
Her  Look  was  taking,"  yet  pcrplex'cj, 
And  the  bright  triiling  Robe  wore 
'  HadGMd and  Jewifc  ftore.  ' 

Pale  Fear  and  anxious  Care 
Her  troublefome  Companions  were, 
She  needy  grew  by  rav'nous  Gain;  ' 

'  Vexatious  #as  and  vain, 

Lafcivia  laft  appear'd, 
£he  at  firft  fight  my  Heart  endcar'd, 
1  And  with  a  thoufahd  am'rous  Gkarhfc 
k    Glided  into  my  Arms.1  J 

She  (trove  me  to  allure 
With  luftful  Eyes  and  Songs  impure, 
I  felt  ftrong  Poifon  in  her  Breath,  * 
She  Lovers  kifs'd  to  Death. 

I  then  perceiv'd  the  Cheat, 
Frdm'the  foul  Pitches  made'Rctreatj 
A  thoufand  times  myfelf  revil'd*   "  ' 
v  ^  By  them  to  be'beguifd. 

My  Heart  could  never  reffc 
•  TO  Infr  Sins  to  ybu'cbnfeft;  * : 
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$ith  bitter  Tears  I  f hem'  deplore^ 
And  vow  to  fin  no  more. 

If  you  my  Soul  acquit, 
And  to  your  Favour  re-admit* 
Eternally  my  Love  difdain  '  * 
Should  I  backflide  again.1 

You  are  all  o'er  divine, 
Antar&ick  to  that  curfed  Trine, 
Of  modeft,  humble,  gentle  Mind, 
To  the  Ungrateful  kind. 

Pure  as  the  bJifsfal  Light, 
To  Heav'n  you  take  your  daily  Flight^ 
Like  Wings  to  my  Devotion  lend. 
And  I'll  like  you  afcend. 

Urania  Eity  took, 
Abfolv'd  me  with  a  gracious  Look, 
Hell,  Luft,  the  World,  with  all  their  Forcci 
Shall  me  no  mors  divorce. 

UHANIA. 

This  is  the  hundredth  time  you  (%ott 
Y^u  ne'er  would  love  T'ereSa  more, . 

Yet  by  fome  worldly  Toys 

Your  Spirit  (he  decoys, 
And  when  by  her  you  ^re  deceiv'dj, 
^bll  fly  to'  toe,  and  beg  to  be  relieVd. 


0g 


You,  foQn  as  I  yowJSpirit  c*fe» 
Jlclapfe  into  your  pid  Difeafe*  : 
You  oft  have  felt  her  Wiles, 
Yet  court  kcs:tf facfeVcMi*  Siq^ejr* 
TerreB*  ypu  you$I<M  make, 
And  me,  who  fepfcjwv  sndkfi;  £ttf$t  (o*f&c 

•Be  gone,  felfe  Man,  enjoy  your  Choice, 
In  your  ScrreBas  Arm*  rejoice* 
.  A  Blife  **  her  yoo'U:  fittd:  .  \ 
WhichfaicsaboundlefcMi^ 
To  her  &Ic  Lot e  y0urfclf  apply. 
And  tVards-Ur^»/^  never  lift  your  Eye 

,  Shell  on  your  peah-bed  you  ftftete* 
She'll  foccriy  mitigate  your  Fiia* 

From  Guilt  (he'll  waft*  you  clean, 
Your  Confcience  fhe'll  ferene, 
And  when  you  leave  this  earthty  Spher^ 
She'll  to  her  endtefs  Joys  her  Loyer  fltaer. 

Ursmia  deep  Impreffions  made? 
Her  Ironies  I  duly  weigh'd, 
Terreia's  Love  I  knew, 
I  foQn  fbould  dearly  rue^ 
Tormenting  Poifpn  it  inftill'd^ 
Her  Lovers  ike  in  fier  gmbrase* 

I  then  abjured  'fereffas  Arms* 


Jfi  pcnipeatiaJ  Veft, 
•  My  FolKcs  I  confeft, 
Fell  proftrate  af  Urania  s  Foet, 
/W4o  Heard  mc;wjjtb  4  Condefccnfio^  fwceti 

On  me  (he  caft  4  gracjous  Lopk, 
Eqrgave  me  that  I  her  forfqokj 
;      /  A  Kifs  q(  Peace  impref^, 
I  perfectly  was  bkfs'd. 
The  Joys  JT  in  her.  Pardon  feel 
.  Are;  too  immenfc  for  ^over  to  reveaf 

Ur  a^i  a. 

Urania  lj?d  mie  to  the  fpicy  Bow5^, 
*  %ith  tillies  ftfew'd,  and  odorous  Flow-rs, 
Xfaich  in  tke  Spoufe's  Garden  rfood, 
And  overlooked  a  Chryftai  Flootf, 
Where  Birds'  fing  VdtmtarWs  fwcet,  r 

While  we  our  mutual  heav'nly  Love?  repeat 

•     ,  >' .    .  ' 

Urania  pjeas'd  with  the  aerial  Choir, 
My  Guardian  urg'd  to  tune  his  Lyre, 
And  me  to  ffng  an  Hjrmti  fbe-p&tfd, 
T6  the  cdeftial  Air  he  phiy'd,  • 
And  while  I  ianrg  of  Love  divine, . r  :> 
The  warbling  Birds  would  fuit  their  Notes  to  mi*Q$ 

Amidft  my  Hymn  from  the  ethereal  Sphere 
X  a  ftrangc  Angcl  faw  appear* 
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On  a  black  Horfe-lief  ftfiftly  rode, 
On  the  foft  Air  he  lightly -ttod, 
Holding  a  Balance  in  his  Hand,  ->  ■ 
To  weigh  fcarce  Food  to  feme  obdurate  Land. 

Vram4  aiid*  my  Guardian  him  invite*  ' 
At  the  fwect  Bow'r  a  while  to  light* 
Thfc'  Angel  with  their  Wift  comply^, 
His  Horfe  he  at  the'  Entrance  ty'd, 
Ai\d  while  he  heftv'nly  N^ws  relates, 
I  took  his  equal  Balance  and  his  Weight?.' 

The  wife  Urania  oft  was  wont  to  fay, 
Thf  t  wQuld  I  all  things,  duty  weigh, 
I  then  ftould  tjieir.jy ft  Value  find, 
,  And  the  Miftakes  pf  fenfual  Mind. 
God  of  both  Lives  gives  Option  ^ec* 
And  by  their .  Weights  cjur  Chpice  muft  guided  be. 

While  of  both  Lives  the  Goods  I  weigh  with  Care^ 
The  earthly  tranijtory  are, 
r  Uncertain,  falfe,  lifting,  yain^ 
Erpmifing  Joy^  performing  Pain, 
The heavnly  ravjfhing,  compleft^ 

fLternal,,  snipiaginahJy  great. 

The  different  Ills  into  the  Scale  I  throw, 
.  Fifld  th'  earthly  to  %  Aor^liv'd  Wpe, 
And  S,aivs  who  t  Jive  ajfti&ed  h?re 
J$aye  Comforts  which  their  Pangs  endear^ 
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But  future  Torment  ne'er  expire, 
No  one  cool  Drop  fliall  check  the  raging  Firei 

Then  prtfcht  Ills  and  ftiturc  Joy*  I  rate* 
But  when  I  weigh  the  bleffed  State, 
Should  ftrongeft  Pains  which  feij&e  Mankind 
To  torture  me  be  all  comtSixd*  . 
'  '  i   For  Hea^n  I  fhouJd  thofe  Paira  Jkrmount, 
And  endlefs  Joys  an  eafy  Purchafe  count, 

\      The  prefent  Goods  I  weigh  gainft  future  lib, 
But  when  the  Scale  Hell  Torment  fills, 
i   Methinks  I  envy  no  crown'd  Head, 
Profperity  becomes  my  Dread*  %. ;  >. 
This  World's  a  Magazine  of  Sqajres, 
Which  the  curs'd  Tempter  for  our  Bane  prepared 

Heiv'ns  Envoy  ceas'd,  his  Balaiice  he  retook, 
Remounting  he  the  Bow'r'forfook, 
The  fair  Urania  me  enjoin'd  r 
To  end  the  Hymn  I  had  defign'd, 
My  Guardian  touch'd  his  Stripgs  again,, 
And  in  fweet  Chords  Birds  humour'd  ev'ry  Strain. 

Since  that  of  all  things  Human  Wills  purfue, 
I  ft  ill  retain  Jdea's  true,  . 
When  Vanities  my  Soul  befet, 
The  Scales  I  never  fliall  forget, 
Or  .Competition  interpofe, 
'Twixt  tranfient  and  eternal  Joys  and  Woes. 

Urania* 


Uft  A  HI  A. 


Retreating  frorii  the  Spoufc's  Shaded 


I  » tfhe  World  Exoufiaa  made,  . 
Where  Vanity  had  me.  epthpdfd, 
Had  not  iind  Hcav>  my  Soul  recall'd, 
feetnrnifcg,  t  a  while  ftopt  on  the  Bound 
Whidi  parr*  the  Wodd  and  -Gard***,  to  look  round. 

Nature  her  Beauty  had  retrieval, 
The  Floors  were  blown,  the  Viae  was  ieav'df 
Sweet  Odours  had  j>erf»m'd  the  Wind, 
And  warbling  Birds  in  Song  combia'd, 
A  fair  One  1 6*  either  hand  dpy'dj 
Who  with  <6afch  other  to  allure  xnt  vyM* 

One  in  the  Spoufe's  Shades  remairi'd 
Wfth  the  pdliucing  World  unftaincfc 
Hie  Other  in  curs'd  Eden  ftay'd, 
And,  -like  the  Serpent,  Souls  way-laid, 
With  feftfual  Mifts  the  World  fo  dna'd  my  Sight, 
I  neither  could  difcem  in  native  Light. 

Two  difPrent  ways  t'wards  me  they  came, 

Enkindling  a  divided  Flame, 

On  both  fucceffively.  I  gaz'd, 

Both  emulous  Affections  rais'd, 
1  ftrove  in  vain  my  Eyes  to  dif-unite, 
That  each  of  sach  might  have  co-equal  fight. 


Urania 


Urania  firft  her  Charms  difclosM, 
Amidft  fwcfct  Lillies  flic  repos'd, 
„   Lillies  whidrbn  the  Sp6ttfc?s  Beds,    - '/ 
Where  Jefus  walks,  ereft  their  tteatfs,  l' r 
feut  yet  the  faireft,  fweeteft  Lilly  there 
Could  not  in  Loveiinfcfe  with  her  compare. 

93mfe;feriftl  to  be  tegubd 
Into  a  Tabyrinthat  Wild,  \     *  .  ; 
Where  Thorns  and  Bf&r$  ttef.  tfiftfefs^  , 
And  go^d  her  thro'  hrtttiihiBg  Veil,  i*f:j 
And  I  at  the  iptenerajting  View, 
In  hafte  to  difengage  the  fair  OnCji  flew: 1 

The  fight  1  of  UraMa  16ft,  r 
Sharp  Thorns  and  Briars  *he  Paflkge  croft'd, 
But  Love  no  Pain,  no  Dahget*  heeds  1  ^  ' 
When  it  to  the  Beloved  fpeeds,    -  -:rl';  ■ 
And  foon  as  I  had  her  dear  Prefence  gain'd, 
She  with  a  thoufond  Charms  me  entertaih'd. 

But  when  I  thought  my  Love  too  firee, 
I  was  embrofl'd  as  much  as  <he* 
'Twas  a  bewildring,  goring  Maze, 
Had  nut»*rous  interfering  Ways, 
But  flie  fo  charming  to  my  Eyes  appear'd, 
Her  Love,  her  Prefence,  the  Diftrefs'd  endeartt 

It  chane'd,  as  warm'd  by  mutual  Heat, 
We  Co-enamour  men  ts  repeat, 

And 


1 
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And  I  with  ravift'd  Eyes  beheld 
Her  Cheeks,  which  I  thought  all  excelTd, 
A  roving  Bee  to  her  fweet  Vifagc  clung* 
And  what  flic  (booid  have  ibfcly  kuYd,  £be  Aung. 

I  of  the  Bee  Revenge  had  took, 
But  that  flic  tfrait  the  field  forfook, 
With  chat  I  to  her  Cure  mad?  haftei 
And  as  I  gently  her  embraced, 
My  Lips  I  faften'd  on  the  wounded  Part, 
And  with  a  Kifs  luck'd  out  the  angry  t)art. 

But  as  my  Lips  from,  her  withdrew, 
I  loon  began  that  Kifs  to  me, 
The  loathfome  Fhcus  I  fuck'd  in, 
Which  filfd  and  glaz'd  her  furrow'd  Skin, 
Soon  as  I  law  her  bare  unplaifterd  Face, 
I  blam'd  myfelf,  and  loath'd  her  foul  Embrace; 

"The  Witch  ftill  frefli  Cofmeticks  u$?dj 

And  With  her  Magick  me  amus'd, 

Oft  Ae  diverfify'd  her  Shape, 

Urania's  Lovelinefs  to  ape, 
And  managed  her  Angelical  DiTguife, 
1*0  captivate  my  too  too  yielding  Eyei 

Urania>  who  my  tolly  ey'd, 
Emitted  Rays  my  Steps  to  guide, 
I  followed  their  bright  pointed  Track, 
They  clear'd  my  Sight,  and  led  me  back; 

Her 
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tier  heav'nly  Form  my  Heart  entirely  gain'd, 
And  fhe  to  teach  true  Love  benignly  deign'd. 

Nothing,  fhe  faid,  in  Woman-kind 
Is  real  Beauty,  but  the  Mind,  . 
Should  you  imagine  a  fair  face, 
Enrich'd  with'ev'ry  fov'reign  Grace, 
Which  Po^t?  and  which  Painters  vaifcly  boaft* 
•  Are  all  In  ber.combin'd,  they  flatter  itioflL 

Were,  (he  the  faireft  God  eet  made,, 
Had  all  her  pow'rful  Charms  difplay'd, 
Pleafingly  dazling  fenfual  £yes, 
Which  Souls  would  at  firft  view  furprize, 
Men  only  would  the  outward,  Form  admire, 
Her  Beauty  rather  Luft  than  Love  would  fire. 

One  Vice  all  Liking  would  erafe, 
And  make  Men  fly  from  her  Embrace* 
Were  fhe  unchafte,  of  Humour  ill, 
Sway'd  not  by  Reafon,  but  her  Will, 
Squand ring,  impertinent,  uncleanly,  loud, 
Tyrannick,  peevi£h,  envious,  fpiteful,  proud. 

"  -  Men  would  abhor  the  gaudy  Shell,  ■ 
In  which  they  faw  a  Fury  dwell, 
Experience  Paflion  would  confute, 
Which  wav'd  th'  Immortal  for  the  Brute, 
Enlighten'd  Souls  true  Beauty  only  place, 
Not  in  evanid  Shew,  but  God-like  Grace. 
Vol.  IV.  I  i  Grace 
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Grace  truly  beauteous  and  Htav'n-bofn, 
Which  lhall  in  Glory  Souls  adotn. 
Which  when  lafcivious  Beauty  dies, 
And  ugly,  like  damn'd  Ghoft$,  fltall  rife, 

Shill  Form  refume  moft  lovely  in  God's  Sight, 

In  which  God  will  eternally  delight. 

Poets,  the  (hort-liv^  empty  thing 
Which  they  tail  BeAuty,  fondly  fuig\ 
Which  by  Difeafe  to  ghattly  finks, 
Which,  whell  a  Cafcafe,  rots  iifd  ftinks, 

Which  when  it  feeras  at  full,  is  in  hi  Watic,  . 

And  foon  turns  Love  to  Loathing  and  tHfdaim 

Let  am'rons  Bards  the  Paifiori  ft  rang 
Of  Love-fick  Amnon  paint  in  Song, 
How  fir'd  by  what  they  Love  have  ftil'd, 
He  Tamar  to  his  Arms  bfeguil'd, 
Hotf  her  he  hated  foon  as  he  enjoy'd* 
yTis  on  fuch  Love  their  Lives  are  mif-*eifeploy'd. 

Of  old  the  Patriarchal  Swfins 
Composed  Love  Sonnets  on  the  Plains, 
They  priz*d  an  humble  mod*  Air, 
Sang  more  the  Virtuous  than  the  Fiir, ' 
Chafte  Ties  they  made,  which  Death  could  not 

[dif-join, 

Which  Heav'n  would  both  perpetuate  and  refine. 

King  Solomon,  while  wife  and  good, 
Who  Poetry  beft  underftood, 

Of 
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Of  Numbers  taught  the  true  Defign, 
Was  to  fitig  Lovelinefs  divine, 
He  Salntfhip  more  than  fading  Beauty  ey*d, 
And  in  the  mortal  fapg  th*  immortal  Bride. 

Vain  Men  in  Numbers  idolize 
What  Reafon  jnoves  them  to  dcfpife, 
None  love  aright,  but  who  incline 
To  love  and  chafe  "by  Love  divine, 
What  God  in  Woman  loves,  is,  you  are  fure, 
True  Beauty,  and  may  juftly  Love  allure. 

That  Witch,  T^reBd9  Souls  way-Jays, 
Bewilder'd  in  a  thorny  Maze, 
'Midft  pungent  Cares  is  her  Abode? 
Which  each  deluded  Worldling  goad, 
She  to  her  Snares  her  heedlefs  Lovers  trains, 
And  then  infults  them  in  infernal  Pains. 

If  me  you  for  your  Friend  will  chute* 
I'll  pure  celeftial  Love  infufe, 
On  her  you  fhall  no  Paffion  wafte, 
But  to  my  Love  live  ever  chafte, 
All  Joys  eternal  in  my  Love  confpire, 
iPfoportion'd  to  unlimited  Defire. 

#      I  gave  t'  Urania  heedful  ear, 
Baw  her  Attra&ives  were  fineere, 
I  now  amidft  her  Lillies  dwell, 
Rap't  with  their  'Beauty  and  their  Smell 
Ii  % 


5po    Dtania:  bt9  the  Speufe's  Gdrdetti 

No  Thorns  grow  there  my  Reft  to  difcompofe, 
There,  void  of  Prickles,  fprings  the  od'rous  Rofe, 

• 

There  lives  the  Soul  from  Luft  refin'd, 
/There  lives  the  Will  to  God  refign'd* 
Amidft  th'  Effluviums  of  her  FlqwYs 
Saints  fpend  in  Hymns^Poetick  Pow'rs, 
They  daily  emulate  the  heav'nly  Choir, 
Till  they  in  Hymrt  and*  Languor  fweet  expire. 

'Tis  in  fueh  Love,  Hymn,  Joy,  that  I 
Wife  with  my  Friend  to  live  and  die, 
And  die  !  for  when  kind  Death,  we  meet. 
Our  Loves,  Hymns,  Joys,  will  be  compleat* 
My  Love,  Hymn,  Joy,  will  gain  the  greater  hight 
The  more  it  can  your  Love,  Hymn,  Joy,  excite. 


[  ] 
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Chaste  Lo  y  e  defcribed. 


JL  As  e*er  kept  Sheep  upon  the  verdant  Plain, 
Whofe  Parent  Shepherds  ftor'd  his  tender  Youth 
With  deep  Impreflions  of  celeftial  Truth, 
Chanced,  as  he  watchful  kept  his  Sheep,  to  fpy 
A  Virgin  at  a  diftance  pafling  by, 
Who  drave  her  Sheep  at  Noon  to  graze  in  Shade, 
In  homely  Shepherdefles  Weeds  array?d, 
A  Virgin  humble,  meek,  devout,  and  fair, 
And  as  fee  walk'd  fhe  fang  a  rural  Air,  t 
Sweet  was  her  Voice,  and  charming  was  her  Face 
Each  Motion  had  a  Heart-endearing  Grace, 
The  Shepherd  faw  her  with  a  pleas'd  Surprize, 
Where-e'er  fee  taov'd  (he  ftill  engag'd  his  Eyes, 
And  when  her  view  he  loft,  his  Spirit  griev'd 
That  of  her  fight  his  Eyes  fhould  be  depriv'd, 
His  Soul  with  Love  began  to  melt  all  o'er, 
And  Paffions  rofe  he  ne'er  had  felt  before, 
In  her  alone  he  fomething  feem'd  to  find 
.Which  far  excell'd  all  other  Woman-kind, 
A  thoufand  tiihes  he  wifli'd  (he  was  his  own, 
Admi^d,  and  k>tj?d  her,  tho?  as  yet  unknown ; 
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By  Fits  he  flam* d,  cool'd,  red'ned,  and  look'd  pale, 
And  with  deep  Sighs  her  Abfence  would  bewail. 
In  her  remembrance  yet  he  took  delight, 
But  fear'd  he  never  fiiouJd  regain  her  fight; 
Wakeful  he  grew,  fometimes  in  broken  Sleep 
He  dream'd  he  faw  her  driving  of  her  Sheep, 
Oft,  that  he  heard  her  fin^aloqg  the  Plain, 
And  pieces  of  the  1  une  potfefs'd  his  Brain ; 
His  Gefture  various  was,  his  Pulfe  was  high, 
There  was  a  con  ft  ant  Languor  in  his  Eye,  . 
His  Spirits,  which  his  Brain  inhabit,  paid 
Their  Homage  to  the  Image  they  had  made, 
He  feem'd  all  Heart*  his  Heart  feem'd  a//  umloosd, 
And  would  fly  out,  on  her  to  be  transfus?d ; 
Upon  the  Down  he  thoughtful  fat  all  day, 
His  Sheep  before  his  Eyes  would  go  aftray, 
But  he  no  Sheep  could  feed,  no  Strays  could  mind, 
His  Eyes,  his  Soul,  were  to  her  Form  refign'd. 

One  while  he  with  his  Pipe  his  Heart  would  eafe, 
But  no  one  Air  would  fute  with  his  Diieafc; ; 
Then  he  would  break  his  Pipe  in  Pifcontejjt, 
When  that  Difafter  timely  to  prevent, 
A  fudden  Fancy  ftarts*  he  would  eflay 
The  charming  Tune  the  fair  One  fang,  to  play; 
In  time  he  piece  by  piece  the  Air  retricv'dj 
And  by  that  Tune  he  felt  his  Heart  relieved, 
He  feven  long  Hours  repeated  it  and  more,' 
Till* his  Hands  tir'd,Breath  fail'd,  and  he  £*ye  o'er; 
And  as  he  ceas'd,  a  Fancy  new  arofe,  ' 
To  the  next  Wood  «nd  talleft  Oak  be  goc% 
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And  climbing  up  to  the  top  Branch,  look- d  round 
O'er  all  the  champion  circumambient  Ground, 
To  make  Difcovcrics  on  what  flow  ry  Green' 
The  fair  One  with  her  Flock  might  thence  be  Teen* 
But  he  no  Traces  of  his  Love  perceiv'd, 
And  down  he  came  with  pifappointment  griev'd. 
One  while  he  would  his  violent  PafGon  chide, 
And  humbly  pray  to  God  his  Choice  to  guide, 
Refolv'd  in  God  s  high  Will  to  acquiefce, 
Yet  hop'd  God  to  his  Love  had  will'd  Succcfs, 

•Nothing  remain'd  his  Sorrows  to  difperCc, 
But  to  his  Paffion  to  give  vent  in  Verfe, 
Verfe,  the  foft  Opiate,  by  all  l^overs  try'd, 
When  Love  or  Converfatipri  is  deny'd. 
His  Fapcy  her  Idea  kept  in  view, 
And  he  in  lively  Verfe  her  Pifture  drew, 
Of  each  Attra&ive  he  a  Sonnet  made, 
And  fang  them  o'er  beneath  the  Oaken  Shade, 
And  as  he  fang  a  Shepherd  came  that  way, 
Who  flopping  fhort  p'er-beard  hisam'rous  Lay, 
It  Thyrfil  was,  whom  Damoget  well  knew, 
Who  thus  began  as  tfwards  the  Oak  he  drew. 

Thyr.  You,  Davtonet*  your  Hours  in  linging  fpend. 
And  not  at  all  your  numerous  Flock  attend, 
They  run  aftray  o'er  all  the  bprdVing  Groqnd, 
Your  Neighbour  Swains  the  Trefpaifers  will  pound, 
For^ flume,  for  (bame,  this  idle  Life  forfake, 
Of  youv  injurious  Sheep  due  Care  to  take. 

Dam.  I  have  no  Flock,  my  Friend,  I  am  not  here, 
Jqu  in  mjr  Jafcnefs  fee  this  Ghoft  appear.  - 

Ji4  7V* 
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Thyr.  No  Flock,not  herfe,and  you  a  Ghoft,ah  mc, 
Do  I  my  Fellow  Swain  diftra&cd  fee  ? 
Or  docs  my  Senfc  upon  my  Soul  impofe  ? 
My  Sight  is  clear,  and  Objefis  truly,  fliews, 
This  is  your  Hand,dear  Friend,  and  this  your  Pipe* 
I  real  Subftancc,  and  no  Phantom  gripe. 

Dam.  If  you  my  Body  fee,  my  Heart  is  flown, 
She  ftole  my  Heart,  and  left  my  Bulk  alone ; 
Ah,  Tbyrfil,  that  dear,  fair,  fweet  Maid,  J  well 
Remember,  who  (he  is  I  cannot  tell ; 
She,  O  'tis  (he  my. Heart  has  captive  led. 
My  Flock  J  never  fince  I  faw  her  fed ; 
My  Love-fick  Mind  I  eafe  in  am  ro us  Lays, 
While  of  my  Love  unknown  I  fing  the  Praife. 

Thyr.  Ah,  Damonet,  are  you  delirous  grown  > 
Did  ever  Shepherd  love  a  Maid  unknown  ? 

Dam.  I,  Thyrfil,  know  her  by  my  Ear  and  Eye, 
I  heard  her  Voice,  and  faw  her  paffing  by, 
And  if  a  tranfient  Glance  this  Flame  could  raife,  - 
Ah,  were  (he  mine,  how  would  my  Paffion  blaze! 
But  I  to  find  her  Perfon  who  defpait, 
Her  Graces  fing,  and  to  that  charming  Air 
I  learnt  from  her,  I  all  my  Sonnets  fet, 
The  Air  I  never,  never  fhall  forget.  . 

Thyr.  Dear  Damonst*  I  know  the  Plains  around, 
And  all  the  Maids  for  Beauty.moft  renown'd, 
Defcribe  to  me  her  Gefture,  Looks,  and  Drefs, 
Til  wage  a  Lamb  that  I  this  Virgin  giiefs.  * 

Dam.  Should  you  my  fair  one,Thyrfil,  once  defcrVi 
Ypu  would  her  Lover  turn  as  well  as  I ;  *    "  ' 
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I  long  to  know  whom  I  would  have  conceaf  cf, 
Much  rather  than  t%  a  Rival  Swain  reveal^ 

•  OndfWd 
Tbyr.  Fear  not,  my  Eriend,  two  Moons  have  ebb'i 
Since  I  my  Biifsto  fweet  Fidelia  ow'd  ; 
I  watch'd,  I  Janguifh'd,  and  I  woo'd  her  long, 

*  To  move  her  made  full  many  a  tender  Song; 
At  laft  Ihe  foftning,  vovv'd  flie  would  be  mine, 
Next  Holiday  the  Prieft  our  Hands  will  join ;  . 
My  neighboring  Swains  are  building  fhady  Bowers* 
The  Maids  are  o'er  the  Gardens  gath  ring  Flovvers, 
The  Garlands  are  begun  of  Pladding  fine, 

Our  Wedding-clothes  arc  made,  which  richly  fliine, 
A  skilful  Swain's  befpoke,  who  all  that  Day, 
While  the  reft  dance,  on  Qateti  Reed  muft  play ; 
Curds,  White-pot,  Cream,  and  Cheefe-cakes,  will 

[abound, 

And  Wedding-drink  go  temperately  round ; 
Each  Minute  feems  to  me  a  tedious  Age 
Till  we  in  the  fweet  Nuptial  Tie  engage  j 
O  Damonet,  I  would  not  Loves  commute, ' 
Would  you  give  yours,  and  your  Whole  Flock  to 

[boot. 

Dam.  But,  Thyrjt/y  ftill  methinks  I  am  afraid, 
Fidelia,  whom  you  love,  may  be  the  Maid. 

7%yr.  O  no,  my  Damonet,  your  Fear  is  vain. 
She  pafs'd  not  all  that  Day  along  this  Plain  ; 
Pefcribe  your  Love,'  my  fatteft  Lamb  Til  flake 

•  Hrhat  I  of  her  lhall  glad  DifcovVy  make  j 

,    '  Pare 
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Dare ^ou  not  wage  your  Lamb?  ZXwj*.  Done, 

[ttyrjil,  done, 
Againft  myfelf  I  dare  lay  t^n  to  one ; 
I'll  give  my  Lamb,  and  my  whole  Flock  befides* 
To  learn  where  that  dear  fair  One  now  abides, 
She's  in  a  pure  white  Flannel  Mantua  drefe'd* 
Her  Beauty  cannot  be  by  Words  exprefs'd ; 
You,  who  my  Songs  have  over-heard,  may  frame 
Some  Draughts  of  her,  but  all  below  her  Fame  ; 
The  Hat  (he  wears  to  fhield  her  from  the  Sun 
Ha?  all  the  other  Virgins  Hats  put-done, 
It  is  of  Flowers  composed  in  artful  Wreaths. 
Kept  frelh  by  fweet  Effluviums,  which  fbc  breathes! 
No  Nightingal  eer  had  fo  fweet  *  Voice  j 

Tbjr.  O  Dawoet,  I  now  can  guefs  your  Choice* 
It  is  DorWa  which  you  love  fo  well, 
Her  Charms  all  but  Fidelias  Charms  excel. 

Dam.  Thyrjily  that  one  Affront  I  cannot  bear, 
I  fay  Fidelia  is  not  half  fo  fair. 

T'byr.  Fie,  Damonet,  your  Jealoufy  reprefs, 
I  know  them  both  by  fight,  you  but  by  guefs; 
Till  you  have  feen  them  both  your  Heat  fyfpfnd, 
Provoke  not  for  pure  Fancy  an  old  Friend. 

Dam.  Forgive, dear  ThyrjSl,  a  young  Layer's  Rage, 
Who  thinks  his  Love  the  faireft  of  the  Ages 
You  in  your  Love  are  now  at  perfeft  Re#, 
Direft  me  how  I  may  alike  be  bleft ; 
Where  lives  that  fair  One,  if  not  fyirsft  ?  fay, 
That  I  may  at  her  F^et  ipy  Paffiqn  lay. 
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7%yr.  Dear  ELamonet,  beyond  that  Mount  arc. 

[Plain* 

.Where  fair  DoriSa  with  her  Sheep  remains. 

[wont 

'  Dam.  O  Thyrfilj  take  your  Lamb,  for  you  hav$ 
Of  all  my' Flock  I  will  except  but  one, 
An  Orphan  Lamb,  which  1  by  hand  have  bred,' 
And  out  of  my  own  Basket  daily  fed; 
With  Lover's  Speed  Fll  to  the  Mount,  and  try 
If  I  the  fair  LhriUa  can  defcry ; 
When  the  Prieft  you  (hall  to  Fidelia  join, . 
Wifh  dear  Dorilla  may  as  much  be  mine. 

Damonet  and  Dor!  jljla. 
PART  n. 

WHite  to  his  dear  Fidelia  "thyrfil  wenjta 
The  Swain  fat  ftiU  upon  his  Love  intent 
And  muilng  long,  at  laft  the  Projeft  laid 
How  he  might  beft  approach  the  lovely  Maid :  - 
He  cal|£d  his  Boy,  who  Lyfis  was  by  Natn^, 
Not  .unacquainted  with'  bis  Matter's  Flame  ; 
Ncact  the  white  wicker  Basket  he  took  up, 
Which  held  his  Dinner,  Bottle,  and  his  -Cup, 
And  on  the  empty  bottom  drew  a  Heart 
With  Mulberries,  deqp  wounded  by  a  Dart ; 
Neapt  of  the  Fruits  in  Orchard  or  in  Field, 
And  .of  the  JFlowers  which  Plains  or  Gardens  yield, 
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He  filfd  it  with  the  choiceft  he  could  find, 
f eaft  and  Perfume  he  in  the  Basket  join'd  t 
He  charged  his  Boy,  who  to  t)orilla  went, 
With  filent  Bows  the  Basket-  to  prefent ; 
The  Lamb  out  of  the  Basket  woqt  to  feed, 
The  Shepherd  knew  would  follow  it  with  fpe^dj 
And  after  both  the  Youth  made  wary  hafte, 
HimfeJf  he  near  her  in  a  Thicket  plac'd;     /  . 
He  view'd  her  well,  and  faw  flie  was  the  Came 
Who  kindled  firft,  and  now  increas'd  his  Flame; 
His  Boy  foon  laid  the  Basket  at  her  Feet, 
And  inftantly  in  Silence  made  Retreat ; 
•4Thc  Lamb  behind  with  fair  Dorilla  ftrfdy 
And  t' wards  the  Basket  for  its  Portion  bay'd. 
Dor  ilia  plea&'d  with  Basket  and  with  Lamb, 
Which  (he  percciv'd  had  loft  its  tender  Dam, 
And  fitting  down  the  FJow'rs  and  Fruits  to  view, 
She  a  ripe  Apple  to  the  Youngling  threw  j 
The  Flow'rs  flie  in  her  Bofom  part  beftow'd, 
Part  o'er  the  Shade  where  (lie  repos*d  fhe  ftrew'd; 
The  Youth,  who  faw  them  in  her  Bofom  lie, 
Beheld  the  happy  Flow'rs  with  envious  Eye$ 
The  Fruit  (he  at  her  Meal  with  Gufto  fpent, 
Yet  wondring,  mus'd  who  h'^d  thie  Basket  fentj 
And  juft  as  (he  the  bottom  Peaches  clear'd 
A  wounded  bloody  Heart  to  her  appeared ; 
She  ftarts,  fee  falls  a  trembling,  and  looks  pale, 
And  ftrangs  new  tender  Paffions  her  aflail ; 
^hme!  (he  faid,  fure  fome  poor  am'rous  Swain 
Lies  now  transfix'd,  and  langirifliing  in  Pain  ; 
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1  know  not  what  Love  is,  but  Shepherds  fing 
Tis  an  aiRi&ive,  pleafing,  idle  thing 
Yet  Men  and  Maids  1  fee  to  Love  incline, 
And  what  it  is  I  now  and  then  divine ;  ' 
But  I  defire  to  live  in  Ign 'ranee  ftill, 
Left  I  Repentance  purchafe  with  my  Skill ^ 
I  Shepherds  hear  in  Paftorals  complain, 
'Tis  Hell  to  love,  and  not  .be  lov'd  again ; 
Sure  Woman-kind  is  hot  fo  cruel  grown,  ■ 
Has  not  a  Heart  relentlefs  as  a  Stone,- 
That  the  Church-yards  they  ev'ry  Year  fhould  fill 
With  pining  Lovers,  whom  they  wound  and  kill  ^ 
If  Songs  be  true  a  Pow'r  we  Women  have 
To  ruin  many,  and  but  one  to  fave  j 
1  pity  what  forfaken  Lovers  feel, 
The  Maid  who  gave  the  Wound,  the  Wound  muik 

ftieaL 

'Twas  by  miftake  fure  I  this  Basket  got, 
lio  Shaft  in  all  my  Life  I  ever  /hot ; 
Yet  Songs  fay  we  may  pierce  a  Lover  thro' 
And.  not  at  all  perceive  the  Hurt  we  do, 
That  in  our  Eyelids  all  our  Arrbws  lie, 
Which  when  we4  open  out  at  random  fly ; 
But  none  can  Shot  involuntary  blame, 
They  only  guilty  are  who  fhoot  by  Aim ; 
.Men  more  defen lively #their  Hearts  mull  arm,  . 
Or  we  live  winking  left  we  do  them  Harm ; 
Yet  it  would  grieve  me  fhould  a  tender  Swain 
Of  Wounds  made  by  my  random  Shot  complain ; 

My 
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My  Heart  to  him  could  never  cruel 
Who  I  was  fure  had  chafte  true  Love  for  me  ; 
But  on  right  Choice  fince  worldly  Joys  depend* 
My  Pray  r  to  God  for  Guidance  fliall  afcend. 

Young  Damonety  who  in  near  AmbuCb  lay,  • 
Still  watching  when  he  might  approach  the  Prey/ 
At  her  endearing  Words  appeatM  in  fight, 
And  fweetly  thus  ftrov^  to  prevent  the  Fright. 

[Shade! 

Dam.  O  faireft  of  all  Maids  who  grace  this 
Ah,  wonder  not  I  this  Approach  have  made, 
1  feet  an  Orphan  Lamb  which  fin  attt&y, 
And  neighb'ring  Shepherds  faid  it  tttne  this  wty  j 
No  modeft  Shepherdefs  e'er  thought  it  fttange 
A  Swain  for  Strays  (hould  o'er  her  Pafture  ranged 

Dorilla,  foon  as  (he  the  Youth  had  feen, 
Could  not  diflike  his  Perfon  or  his  Mein, 

from  his  Looks  her  cautious  Eyes  withdrew* 
And  by  fliort  tranfient  Glances  ftole  his  view, 
Then  made  reply  in  a  regardlefs  Tone, 
Go,  fearch  my  Flpck,  and  leave  me  here  alone, 
I  numberd  all  my  Sheep  this  very  Day, 
Had  it  been  there  I  Ihould  have  feen  your  Stray* 

O  faireft  Maid  the  Shepherd  ftrait  replies* 
That's  my  ftray  Lamb  which  in  your  Basket  liesj 
With  that  he  calfd  it,  and  it  knew  his  Voice, 
And  feem'd  at  his  glad  Prefence  to  rejoice, 
It  lick'd  his  Hand,  he  much'd  it,  and  it  bay'd* 
This  is  my  Orphan  Lamb,  faid  he,  that  ftray'd, 

Oar 
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Out  of  the  Basket  it  was  daily  fed, 

Will  o'er  the  Plains  be  by  that  Basket  led. 

Shepherd,  (he  feidi  then  take  yOur  pretty  Strtyi 
Go  from  my  uftfre^rienttd  Shade  away ; 
She,  what  fte  {pAtr  ifrifh'd  inftaritty  fmfaid, ' 
Hop'd  irtWif dly  fbe  fliould  be'difobey'd. 

Dam.  Sweet,  ftit  DoriBa>  tho'  the  Latab  is  t&ificv 
I  to  your  Hands  Ay  dfeareft  Lafnb  rdlign, 
Do  not  a  faith&l  Shepherd's  Gift  difdfcln, 
Iffethfe  prettieft  Lamb  e'er  frisk'd  on  Plain. 
-  [allur  <J» 

His  Looks*  $£e*ch,  Gift,  the  VitgiaY  Heart 
She  by  degree*  his  Company  endured, 

Dam.  To  yofc  I  fteely  with  my  Youngling  pshttr 
The  deareft  thing  I  have  befides  my  Heart, 
That  I  teferve. '  For  whom,  the  Maid  re join'd  > 

Dam.  For  the  beft,  faiteft,  Of  all  Woman-kind 

'  [blefcrd, 

Don  Thtfcc  hippy's  he  who  Ihail  with  her  be 
Who  of  our  Scyc  the  f  aiteft  is  and  beft : 
But  tho'  what  'tis  to  love  I  cannot  tell, 
I  by  Swtifoa  SOttgs  theit  Flattry  know  fiill  tftH i 
To  tv'ry  Maid  fh  all  the  Paft  ral  Tribe 
Vahi  Shepherds  thofe  high  Epithets  afcribe  j 
Fond  Maids  ate  pleased  thofe  FlattVies  to  recti**, 
But  they  are  Fools  if  they  the  Swains  believe. 

Dnrk.  ThtiU*  jaftly  you  falfe  Shepherds  blame* 
llut  fome  there  ate  Who  have  a  purer  Flame $ 
All  waftton  Flutters  Virgins  ihOuld  difguft, 
Who  Coartfltip  make  M>t  out  of  Lovtj,  4*Ut  Luft ; 

.  I 
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I  love,  and  to  my  fair  One  s  Love  afpirc 
With  a  chafte,  conftant,  conjugal  Dcfirc; 
1  of  her  Virtues  fing  in  Songs  finccre, 
With  no  foul  Flatteries  pollute  her  Ear ; 
If  in  my  Songs  I  her  due  Praif?  exceed, 
Strong  Paffion  may  for  an  Indulgence  plead  ; 
I  love,  and  think  I  ne'er  enough  can  fay, 
My  Pailion  on  her  Graces  to  difplay, 
I  clothe  them  both  in  foft  Poctick  Speech, 

0  Ibe  deferves  much  more  than  Vcrfe  can  reach ! 

[Joy, 

Dor.  Adieu,  dear  Neighbour,  God  increafe  your 
May  no  one  Trouble  your  chafte  Love  annoy; 
Put  ftay,  yjet  go,  ftay  rather,  no,  farewel, 
Something  I  thought  of,  what  I  cannot  tell. 

Dam.  1,  faircft  Virgin,  have  no  powY  to  go* 

1  long,  I  languiib,  till  your  Thought  I  know. 
Dor.  Bold  Swain  to  ask  a*Shepherdefs  s  Thought- 
Dam.  If  bold  I  aorj,'twas  you  that  Boldnefs  taught. 

Should  I  depart  you'd  think  what  ^ou  would  fay, 
And  then  repent  you  bid  me  go  away  ; 
I'll  by  you  fit,  the  Lamb  (hall  lie  between, 
And  while  you  think  Til  pipe  upon  the  Green. 

The  Shepherd  pip'd,  that  very  Tune  he  play'd 
The  Virgin  fang  in  paffirig  thro'  the  Glade. 

•  [foe, 

Dor.  That  Tune  by  7%yrfil  was  compos'd,  faid 
Who  vow'd  he  taught  it  to  no  one  but  me ; 
Who  taught  it  you  ?  Dam.  It  was  a  Virgin  fair* 
Who  rap't  my  Heart  by  finging  of  that  Air. 

Dor. 
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Don  Has  *htn  deceiv'd  me?  Dam.  Fair 

[One,  no, 

'Tis  you  alone  his  Compofjtion  know, 

Dor.  That  Tune  by  Divination  Jearn'd  muft  be, 

I  certain  am  you  learn'd  it  not  of  me* 
Dam.  Of  you  alone  I  learn'd  it  I  avow. 
Dor.  Of  me  ?  Say,  Shepherd,  when*  and  how, 

[Plaini, 

Dam.  As  you  yoar  Sheep  Were  driving  to  this 
I,  tho'  remote,  then  heard  y$u  fing  this  Strain,  '» 
I  to  your  Song  gave  all  Attention  due, 
Each  N6te  ybu  Warbled  piere'd  me  thro*  and  thro*, 
And  in  all  Songs  I  of  Dorilla  writ, 
I  to  this  Tune  my  Numbers  ftrove  to  fit  5 
I  faw,  I  heard,  I  lov'd  at  the  fame  time, 
And  fure,  to  love  Dorilla  is  no  Crime  ? 
I  felt  a  ftrange,  yet  pleafatable  Smarts          •  ;% 
You  in  niy  Basket,  faw  my  wounded  Heart, 

Dor.  Ah,  Damonet !  his  now  I  plainly  fee 
You  fought  not  your  ftray  Orphan  Lamb,  but  toiifc 

Dam .  Sweet,  fair  Dorilla,  what  you  guefs  is  true, 
My  Lamb  was  my  Pretence  to  feek  for  you.  r 

[you  find, 

Dor.  Fond  Swain  enough,  fince  your  ftfay  Lamb 
Take  it,  and  leave  the  Shcpherdefs  behind. 

[ftray, 

Dam.  Much  rather  would  I  let  the  Lamb  ftill 
And  with  the  Shepherdefs  prolong  my  Stay* 

[depart, 

Dor.  No,  Shepherd,  you  muft  from  my  Shade 
You  too  prcfumptuous  are  to  ask  my  Heart. 
Vol.  IV.  K  k  Dam. 
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Dam.  Yet  you  bare  mine,reftore  my  Heart  agiifl, 
Or  I  (hall  of  the  Robbery  complain. 

[Brdifi? 

D$r.  Where  is  your  Heart,  fond  Man,  but  in  your 
I  never  Harbour  gave  to  fuch  a  Goeft. 

[lies, 

Dm*  My  Heart  has  left  me,  in  your  Heart  it 
I  fee,  it  languifli  in  your  Looks  and  Eyes; 
Will  fwcet  Dorilla  no  Companion  fliew  ? 
I  die  if  I  from  fweet  Dorilla  go. 

[dreaif, 

Z>^r.  Fond  Lovers  Deaths  no  Shepherd efs  fbouljd 
They'il  foon  have  Refurrefiion  from  the  Dead, 
The  next  kind  Maid  whom  on  the  Plains  you  meet 
Rekindles  all  your  am'rous  vital  Heat 
Dam.  Ah  me !  What  (hall  1  fay,  what  (ball  I  do, 
*To  give  aflbrance  1  love  none  but  you  ? 
I  have  enquir  d,  and  know  your  Paft'ral  Race, 
I  love  your  Virtues  more  than  charming  Face ; 
Oft  have  1  pray 'd  that  God  would  blefs  my  Life 
With  an  agreeable  endearing  Wife, 
The  greateft  earthjy  Bleffing  here  beiow 
God  can  on  fotitary  Swain  beftow, 
And  fobri  as  you  to  my  glad  Eyes  appear  d> 
My  Hjeart  concluded  God  my  Pray'r  had  heard. 
'  If  any  Truth  is  in  a  Shepherd's  Mind, 
Wholiafes  th'  infiduous  Arts  of  falfe  Mankind, 
I  love  Doril/a,  1  love  her  alone, 
And  I  no  other  Love  will  ever  own ; 
I  love,  in  that  one  Word  I  comprehend 
All  that  chafte  Lovers  ever  could  intend ; 

I 
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I  witfc  Dorilh  long  jto  fpcad  tay  Days, 
Wit*  jier  ;to  fing  our  goojd  Arch-Shepherd's  Praife, 
0»rfefv^i  an4  Babes.^  would  to  him  devote,  V 
M,HyAtfv^compofe,  aad  fet  them  tp  $ej^<to^,.:. 
And  while  we  are  employ 'd  in  Paft'ral  Care, 
You/hepa  flbould,£ng,  and -I  would  pipe  the.  Air  j 
Far  from  th*  infe&ious  World  we  would  remain, 
With  tender  Hearts  relieve- each  needy  Swain  ; 
Our  Sheep  innocuous  Lives  would  to  us  preach, 
A^d  ojir  returning  Strays  Repentance  teach<; 
Our  Lapibs  would  Thoughts  of  the  Lamb  ftain  re- 

'"    *  ■  /.  -:'  '  '  [>ew, 

Heav'n  would  be  always  open  to  our  view; 
Next  God'  we  in        other  would  delight, 
Each  fliould'each  other  to'God's  Love  extite, 
In  conjugal,  i^ji^v^y-^ye  jve'd  yie,,  a 
So  love  below,  that  we  may  lpye  otf.Jt^g|i7 

When  happx  M^iagfS;  «e  ^a^^ve, 
Soul?      Mongi.  fjidcfca,  :{jjn^at^t^k'I^ve, 
Dorilta  tl}up  by  Syi^p^tb^.yas/fir'd,  .... 
And  bftP^  ;a  cha^  j^ar>  ^tugL  I^ve  «onfpirU 


K  k  2  On 


On  the  bleffed  Blandina, 
one  of  the  Martyrs  i/Lions. 

DEath  and  infernal  Powrs  decreed 
The  Gaiio-Ciltick  Saints  fhould  bleed, 
While  all-wife  God  from  Martyrs  Veins 
Bedew  d  uncultivated  Pliins, 
Help  me  to  fing,  O  gracious  Dote, 
A  Lugdunenfian  Martyrs  Lovel 

Among  the  Candidates  of  Blifs, 
AlTaulred  by  the  dark  Abyfs, 
A  Damfel  cntred  on  the  Stage, 
Whom  Death  efleem'd  below  his.  Rage, 
Saints  of  her  Conftancy  had  (ear, 
Yet  pray'd  that  fhe  might  perfem* 

As  when  the  great  Goliab  faw 

The  Htbrew  Champion  t*  wards  him  draw* 

It  outraged  his  enormous  Pride 

By  fuch  a  Youth  to  be  defy'd, 

Thus  Death  on  a  weak  Female  Heagf 

Difdain'd  the  fquandring  of  a  Dart. 

My  very  fight  the  Tyrant  faid, 
If  flic  perfift  fliall  ftrike  hef  dead, 

The 
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The  humble  Maid  her  Faith  decl$r>d, 
The  horrid  Fie&d  upon  her  ftar'd*; 
But  ftrait  withdrew,  he  could  not  brook 
The  awful  Sweetnefs  of  her  Look.  y 

The  Monfter  grim,  fierce,  meager,  pale, 
Strikes  at  her  with  his  pois'noas  Tail, 
But  the  meek  Soul  his  Malice  foil'd, 
And  on  himfelf  his  Sting  recoil'd, 
He  then  foot  Arrows,  but  Love  held 
The  Shield  of  Faith,  which  them  repell'd. 

Death  raring,  Hell  invok'd  for  Aid, 

Infernal  Torturers  obey'd, 

Their  Pagan  Votaries  tbey  poflefs'd, 

A  Devil  rag'd  in  ey'ry  Breaft, 

And  the  joint  Spite  of  Death  and  Hell 

On  young,  weak,  fpft,  Blandina  fell. 

The  Saint  when  cleans'd  from  native  Stain, 
She  at  the  Font  was  born  again, 
Of  Love  preventing  felt  the  Force* 
With  Jefus  kept  fweet  Intercourfe, 
He  chear'd  her  with  enam'ring  Rays, 
She  paid  him  in  enamour'd  Praifg, 

The  Holy  Spirit  on  her  Head 
The  precious  Oil  of  Gladnefs  (bed, 
It  Love  diflfus'd  o'er  Heart  and  Brain* 
l^ve  circulated  in  sash  Vf  ?n* 


He  in  her  Sdui  his  Temple  buflty.  : 
Which  (be  kept  pure  froth  mortal  Girilt 

The  Saint  when  into  Prifion  caft, 
With  Stench,  Cold,  Hunger,  to  contrail, 
The  Tempter  oft  effay'd  in  vain 
Connivance  or  Content  to  gain, 
Young,  fair  Bland  inn,  would  he  cryv 
Tafte  Joys  of  Life  before  you  die. 

You  a  poor  miferable  Slave 
May  Riches,  PJeafure,  Honour,  have, 
Your  Youth  and  Beauty  were  defign'd 
To  folace,  not  to  fly  Mankind, 
The  happieft  of  all  Human  Race 
tWiIl  happier  be  in  your  Embrace. 

From  all  the  fiery  Darts  he  thr^w 
With  chafte  Abhorrence  (he  withdrew, 
When  e'er  (he  faw  a  fuffring  Saint 
Inclining  to  defpond  or  faint, 
Her  Love  afrefh  his  Courage  fir'd, 
Till  he  to  Martyrs  Love  afpir'd. 

Amidft  the  Spoufc's  flowery  Grove 
Pale  Death  and  Love  as  Equals  ftrovc, 
But  fince  God-pan  his  Love  difplay'd, 
Saints  love  by  his  fweet  mighty  Aid, 
Not  only  conquers  Death,  but  treads 
Triumphant  on  the  Dragons  Heads* 
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If  yoathe  Theatre  afcend, 
There  Love  and  Death  in  Fight  contend. 
Death  fummons  his  infernal  Train  - 
To  bring  his  Magazines  of  Pain/  a 
Love  eying  Heav'n  for  Fight  prepares, 
By  Godrinten^rating  Pray'rs.  V 

'  .■ 1  •••» 
My  Lord>  my  God,  my  Spoufe  diyfte, 
All  that  I  am  is  wholly  thine,  , 
Thou,  Searcher  of  my  Heart,  doft  fee 
J  have  no  Hope,  Love,  Joy,  but  chee? 
Thy  Love  I  know  will  not  defpife 
A  Lover's  Sighs,  who  for  thee  dies.?/ 

I  am  a  Slave,  but  yet  am  free 

From  all  Rcftraint  in  loving  thee, 

My  Sex,  Youth,  Temper,  all  are  frail! 

O  Love  affift  me  to  prevail, 

Thine  is  my  Virgin  Flame,  fecure 

Thy  Spoufe  from  Hands  and  Eyes  impure, 

My  Love,  deep  on  my  Heart  iroprefs 
Thy  unconceivable  Diftrefs, 
Which  thou  didft  qn  the  Crofs  fuft*in. 
When  thou  for  me  didft  fuflfer  Pai§, 
'Twill  eafe  my  Dolours  at  the  Stak$ 
To  think  I  faff er  for  tHy  Sake. 

Why,  ray  Tormentors,  this  Pelay ! 
The^ighj  «  bright'ning.info  Day, 

You 
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Tou  may  want  Time  to  try  your  Force 
Me  from  my  Jefus  to  divorce, 
On  boundlcfs  Love  my  Love  relies, 
I  all  your  vain  Efforts  defpife. 

With  cruel  unrelenting  Hearts 
Incarnate  Devils  aft  their  Parts, 
Pierc'd  with  the  Arrows  of  the  Tongue, 
Up  by  her  Hands  the  Saint  they  hung, 
Laid  Fire  beneath  her,  with  intent  ' 
Not  to  confiime  her,  but  torment. 

The  Flames,  (he  cry 'd,  trfaich  on  we  feizc, 
I  feel  now  hightning  by  degrees, 
Lord,  may  thy  Love  with  Ardours  kind 
Still  more  and  more  inflame  my  Mind, 
O  that  with  Love  this  Fire  might  rife, 
To  burn  me  a  Love-Sacrifice  1 

Then  on  the  Rack  the  Saint  they  ftretch. 
Her  Limbs  with  Screws  and  Pulleys  retch, 
They  diflocated  all  her  Bones, 
Fain  would  provoke  impatient  Groans, 
Love  was,  fhe  cry'd,  ftretch'd  on  the  Tree, 
He'll  fweetly  fyrapathize  with  me. 

New  Furies  when  the  former  tir'd 
To  force  her  to  revolt  confpir'd, 
They  on  a  Wheel  the  Virgin  tie,  ■ 


,Who  ftiU  on  JeOis  fix'd  faerEye, 
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On  Iron  Spikes  they  whirl'd  her  routed. 
Her  Fle£b  to  rake,  and  Love  confound 

That  fiie  might  this  dire  Torture  bear. 
To:  head  each  Point  was  Jefus  Garf , 
With  fweet  and  over-pow'ring  Senfe 
Of  Joys  eternal  and  immenfe, 
Jpord,  cry'd  (he,  in  this  circling  Pain 
I  centered  in  thy  Love  remain ! 

Tortures  on  Tortures  they  commence, 
No  Refpite  give  from  Pains  imenfe, 
Her  Ficih  they  with  jagg'd  Pincers  tore. 
Her  Body  was  all  Wound  and  Gore, 
You  cannot,  faid  fte,  from  my  Heart 
Tear  Jefus,  who  endears  my  Smart 

The  weary 'd  Furies  craving  Reft,  - 
The  Vi&ory  of  Love  confeft,      '  ■  £  " 
Even  Death  himfelf  continuing  dumb, 
By  Silence  own'd  he  was  o'ercome, 
Strange  Force  of  Love !  'tis  thas  atone 
The  King  of  Terrors  can  dethrone. 

Obdurate  Pagans,  while  they  gaz?d 

Upon  the  Martyr,  flood  amaz'd, 

More  Pains  flic  bore  than  Death  employs 

When  a  whole  Legion  he  deftroys, 

But  Love,  when  grown  like  Martyrs,  Arong, 

pin  fuffer  Murder  all  Day  long. 


^  AageKck  Coavoyt*  who>flp*dourB, 
*'flRo  .waft  her  tof  a<  Mar  eyr  VCro  wn, 
With  Admiration  rapp'd,  profefs'd, 
,  J8ad  thep fcccm  with  life?  Pains  opprefs'cj, 
When;  Angela  fell,  they  uectt  augfit  doubt 
.Whether  their  Loye  would  iw*  held  out. 

Bhndmn  pain'd,  6091  Morn  t*  Night 
Of  Love  otkfliat  ihew'd  the  Might, 
The  humbleft  is  the  greateft  Mind, 
f  By  Heav'n  for  noUeft  A&s  detign'd, 
A .  young,  weak,  Femalp  Sbye  God  chofe 
£To  triumph  p'qr  infernal  iFoes. 

.  A&  when  fierce     mpdta  larfh  aflaii 
W&h  Lightnings  TJbwdsrJWtfc  And  Hail, 
And  Ar&ick  Wind,  which  Oaks  o'erthrows, 
Fix'd  on  ks  Root  a  LUly  grows, 
Keeps  grateful  Scent  and  lovely  Ltok, 

.  •iA«d  neirer  falls*  tho' ruddy  fhpok. 

^  The  Saint  thus  ftorm'd  by  dreadful  Pains 
Her  fweet,  caln*  Tamper  ftill  retains, 
Her  heav'nly  Graces  (bine  more  bright, 
Her  Love  (hoots  up  to  noble  bight, 
Jefus,  who  'midft  the  lillies  feeds, 
Loves  her  the  mot*  the  more  bdeed^ 

...  I  am  a  Cbriftian,  fte  proclaim'd, 
And  Chri^iin&^rc  unjuftly  biara'dy 

;  They. 
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They  lire  obedient  to  God's  Will, 
They  make  Returns  of  Good  for  111 ; 
May  all9  dear  Lord,  who  me  torment 
Own  thee  their  Saviour,  and  repent? 

While  tim'rous  Souk,  who  Cod  forfook, 
Had  Self-confufion  in  their  Look,  , 
Heard  Pagans  their  Revolt  upbraid 
Felt  inward  Horrors  them  invade,  . 
And  Pains  which  Martyrs  far  excel, 
Thefe  Heav'n  farctafting,  and  thofeHell. 

Blandina  and  the  Martyrs  ble&dj  r 
Who,  fpite  of  Torture,  Chrift  fpnfdTs'd, 
Had  chearfnl,  medf,  becoming  Qra^e, 
A  heav'nly  IJrightnefs  in  their  Face*  \ 
E'en  from  their  Sores  facet  Odours  fteamU, 

That  them  perfumVl  the  Pagans  dee«Cd. 

■  *  ■       • . 

•  . .        ' .  *  .1 
Blandina  barrd  from  Human  Cure,; 
Forc'd  a  foul  Prifon  to  endure, 
■i  To  .He  on  the  hard  Ground  in  Chains, 
.With  numerous  Bruifes,  Wounds  and  Pains, 
Felt  the  foft  Oil  of  Gladnefs  glide 
O'er  ev'ry  Sore,  which  Eafe  fupplytt 

The  Furies  ftill  their  Rage  renew/ 
Bring  her  again  to  publick  view, 
With  her  yotrog  Brother  forth  (he  came, 
bi  jubom  (he  kindled  Martyrs  Flame, 

'  :  '    '        *  ■     ;  "     .  She 
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She  gave  him  a  dear  tender  Kite, 
And  cry'd,  well  re-embrace  in  BliCs. 

She  Jefos  Love  viftorious  fang 
.While  (he  beheld  his  dying  Pang, 
Dear  Lord,  fhe  pray'd,  thy  Martyr's  Soul 
Among  thy  Lovers  feaPd  enroll  I 
Angels  his  Soul  to  Heav'n  conve/d, 
In  a  bright  Martyr's  Robe  arrayed. 

Lord,  cry'd  (he,  I  to  thee  afpire, 

Yet  I  to  thee  refign  Defire, 

If  thou  wouldft  have  me  fuffet  more, 

I  frdh  Supports  of  Love  implore, 

111  (land,  while  (helter'd  by  thy  Wing, 

All  the  ArtiU'ry  Death  can  bring. 

Fiends  all  imaginable  ways 
Strove  Terror  in  the  Saint  to  raife. 
Of  all  the  Martyrs  (he  was  laft, 
That  eying  all  the  Tortures  paft, 
And  threatened  with  Pains  more  extreme, 
They  might  conftrain  her  to  blafpheme. 

3But  Love  invincible  defpis'd 
All  Tortures  by  Hell  Pow'rs  deviVd, 
The  barb'rous  Rabble  at  h'  r  rav?d, 
And  Tortures  more  infernal  crav  -d, 
Her  the  more  cruelly  they  treat, 
?!*  «*9r?  tte^am'd  at  their  Eteftat, 
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Mean  while  propitious  God  contrives 
Her  Sores  for  her  Prefervatives* 
Her  Youth,  Air,:  Beauty,  they  deface, 
And  to  her  Joy  her  Charms  erafe, 
And  Heathen  Luft  her  Form  contemn'd, 
;J6Jfe  foe  to  Stews, h^d  been  condemned. 

The  Fiends  fccfc  Tortures  ftill  .pro/pa,  ^ 
They  fix  heron  a:Qofs  ere&, 
It  was  the  Pofture  Jefus  chofe, 
For  Torment  there  ibe  felt  Repofe, 
Love  on  the  Crofs  feels  moft  Delight, 
All  Heav'n  congratulate  the  Sight. 

Then  favage  Beads  they  on  her  fet, 
She  made  them  Wildnefles  forget, 
\  And  by  her  Look  they  Rage  retftrain, 
Than  Infidels  mu<;h  more  humane, 
Our  loft  Dominion  Love  retrieves, 
And  Homage  from  wild  Beafts  receives* 

Her  fair  white  Limbs,  by  bleeding  red, 
They  lafh'd  with  Scourges  arm'd  with  Lead, 
Each  with  rude  Force  the  Saint  furrounds, 
Irritates  old,  and  makes  new  Wounds, 
Each  Stripe,  (he  cry'd,  which,  Lord,  I  feel 
1  For  thy  dear  Love,  thy  Stripes  will  heal. 

A  frightful  red-hot  Ifon  Chair 
They  to  torment  her  then  prepare. 

My 


3*6      0*  ***  UtJJid  Bkndina, 

My  Lord>  my  God,  my  Love,  iie  tiy'd, 
As  down  Ac  fitting  wis  And  frytd,  - 
fFfic  Son  puts  oat  fcmftrial  Lamps, 
And  Lore's  facet  Flame  this  burning  damps. 

Death  rar'd  that  Lore  th*  Day  fhouM  get, 
And  for  his  Foe  procur'd  a  Net, 
In  that  while  (he  enrolled  abides  -;T 
He  a  mad  furious  Buirpravides, 
Who  gorti  and  tofsM%e*to  the  Sky, 
Thtt  Wounds  or-FMIs  might  make  ier  die. 

Her  Love  is  ftcwM^  was  eofc'dv 

So  in  Love  infinite  was  loft, 
Her  Soul  in  God  firfht'd  remiinVf, 
She  could  not  mind  that  fee  was  pain'd, 
E'en' Death  of  Grief  could  then  have  dy'd 
To  fee  Love  all  his  Force  deride.  • 

When  at  the  Feet  of  Love  all  Hell,  • 
With  the  great  King  of  Terrors,  fell, 
Propenfion  on  the  Lover  fciYd 
To  be  of  mortal  Body  eas'd,  ~ 
She  joy'd  the  welcome  Sword  to  fcej 
Which  from  her  Clogs  would  fet  her  free. 

The  Trees  which  fair  Engaddi  (hade, 
When  in  their  Stems  a  Wound  is  made, 
In  od'rous  Balfam  bleed  away, 
Feeling  a  foft  and  fweet  Decay  ; 

Thus 


/ 
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She  in  a  fofc  fweet  Languor  dies. 

Of  his  Succefs  yet  made  no  Boaft, 
She  chofe,  (he  fcrhgtfi(h?U  to  expire, 
:Thff$!^t4iAdfitfd  b*P  her  BefiB%-- 
^kk-hsr  to  liwe^bQire,  /  I 

f  tv Joys^reportionU  jt#     Love.  ,v  / 

Let  now  the  Epick  Bard,  who  fings 
In  hai^iKf  Numbers  ^teM  thnTg«>  ;T 
. ^c^!wv)bi>i^n WEockJ$w  defpife*  .r? 

.  The  A&§#fi©ai*yr'd  Love  perufe, 
Which  true  heroick  will  infufe. 

See  4you4g,;.w^  i^Qr^  Vkgin  %Te, 
All  Twturss*  Q  myiSofll*  put^rayv, 
White        yott  from  Duty  fly, 
When  of  the  Crofs  no  Danger's  nigh, 
O  for  yew  &t&t)ft{fol^i$zlt*W*;  i 
And  aim  at  I^ove,  wh«:h:caftd  out: Rears! 

Go*  £faffg>.  Blaodina'/  repeat 
At  good  ArdeliaV  blefid  Retreat, 
Hymn%  4  icelLchofen  Boq^  Mid  Pray'r," 
TouS  find  are  her  Employments  there)  . 
Sbe'H  to  the  Life  the  Heroine  Saint 
J*  ¥**S*  fvkkw*  <wd  tender,  paint. 

Imitations 
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Imitations  of  Horace. 

Integer  pHk. 

rl  E  Saint  who  God's  bright  linage  beats 
A  Confidence  pure  for  Armour  wears* 
Needs  neither  Sword,  Spear,  Arrow,  Darts 

To  guard  his  Heart. 

Thro*  Defarts  defolate  arid  wide 

He  feels  no  Tbirft,  he  wants  no  Guide, 

No  Staff  when  on  the  pointed  Heads 

Of  Rocks  he  treads. 

While  I  fang  Jefus,  t'wards  me  came 
Infernal  Wolves,  bnt  that  fweet  Name, 
Which  rapt  my  Heart,  put  them  to  Flight 
In  hortid  Ftight. 

In  Climes  where  Mdnfters  moft  abouhd 
Such  hideous  Shapes  were  never  found, 
Nor  heard  on  the  Atlantick  Shore 
So  loud  a  Roar. 

Tho' I  fcould  in  the  Arftick  Seas, 
In  Alps  of  Ice  encrufted*  freeze, 
Where  no  refrelhing  Gleams  of  Light 
Approach  my  fight ; 

Tho' 


(»??) 

Thtf  frying  wh?re  the  Sun  all  Day  , 
Shoocs  perpendicular  fierce  Ray;  * 
Tit  Jfefua  ling,  whafe  gracious  Beatfs 
Gladrf'bothr  Eitlfcams* 

JDojm  gmf#5  eraw,  Licehtio  &  Urania. 

-  LicirtTio.  ■* 

White  I  taas  ttt  FriimV  dear*  t 
jfod  felt, the Joys of Love  ffacerfc 
Of  Blifs  I  then  arrjvy  at  hight>;/ 
.  And  Kings  feemM,  little  in  jny  %ht, 
Had  all  the  World  its  Charms  combin'dj 
Urania  wquJ4  have  all  out-flrin'd. 

Urania*  *  'i :u(i 

f  While  I,  Licentip3rbzd  yoijyjfjearri 
And  faw  you  with  lewd  Flora  parti 
I  felt  Enamqurations  fweet* 

t.  Tranfported  with  a  Joy  fo.  great, 
That  I  engag'd  the  Pow'rs  above 

With  Harp  and  Hymn  to  fing  ourLo'tr£ 

LicENTicf; 

Biit  Flora  me  afrcfli  allures, 
No  Rival  Beauty  (he  endures* ' 
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(3  fk  cnchthts  my  Ear  iiid  Eyci 
O  I  with  liercoald  live  and  die, 
Die!  we  of  Dc*th,aJbhor  the  Naiyfe 
ythifk  damps  our  co-endearing  Flam* 

:  ;j  URiHIX 

I,  fince  Lismi*  me  forfobk* 
Into  my  Heart  Conftantio  took, 
He  in  my  Love  fritt  perfevere, 

Atfd  Befcth  We  neither  of  as  fefe^ 
We  both  atLote  eternal  aim,  -  1 
And  Love  whith  fenfoal  is  difchtlm. 

LlC*tfT*6. 

But  fliould  Lhentfa  flora  leave, 
And  for  his  (hameful  Paflion  grieve/ 
Conftfe  how  much  he  Was  beguil'd* 
Beg  humbly  to  be  rfeconcird, 
Vramas  Love  entirely  own* 
And  in  his  Heart  her  re-enthrone* 

Urania. 

Tho'  you  than  Vanity  more  light* 
Urania  s  Favours  often  flight, 
Tho*  dear  Conftantio  for  my  Sake 
Will  fuflfer  Rack*  or  Wheel,  or  Stake* 
Yet  fliould  Licentio  Flora  quit, 
Til  to  my  Heart  him  re-admit. 
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Elm  fitgacesi 

Swift  flies,  dear  Friend,  TimcY  tranficnt 

CWavc, 

To  difembpguc  us  in  the  Grave, 

Fate  bears  an  univexfal  Sway, 

We  moulder  by  degrees  away, 

Evcp  Saints,  \yhq  mpft  Death*?  Sting  defy, 

Yet  at  (heir  CfU  \o  Blifs  isuft.^ie* 

Shpuld  we  to  fullen  Fate  pachp^ft 
An  Hecatomb  for  Off  ring  pay,,  \ 
Vft  yet  no  Pity  ftoujd  excite,  " 
£ven  Og  and  IfhbefontVi  Mighty  * 
Whofe  J-poks  made  Armies  quit  the  Field, 
Muft  tq  the  |£ing  of  terrors  ^ieli 

Poor  Slaves  with  thofe  who  Scepters  bore 
Sink  huddled  ipto  native  Ore, 
They  who  War,  Shipuareefc,  PUguc,  furvivefe 
Jtk  Vain  with  D^itfo  for  Mattery  ftrive, 
All  pafs  the  Gulf  to  mqupt  on  high. 
Like  La£rm>  9|  with  Divgs  fry.  . , 

This  Paradife,  my  Jby  of  Life,  4 
Thofe  pretty  Babes,  this  pleafing  Wife* 
Theft  Plants,  Ftyvrths,  Groves,  which  chariw 

[my  Eyes, 
^  «mft  forfake  z\  peath  V  Sarprhse, 


Cjprefs  alone  will  with  ma  ftay, 

To  flirqwd  its  fhprt-liy'd  M^BterVClay, 

Tet  Death  iq  vain  exerts  its  Might 
To  rob  me  of  one  dear  Delight, 
Sweet  Mufick  and  dfevoted  Song 
I  hope  to  pcrfca  and  prolong,  * 
When  I  with  H&p  and  Hymn  divine 
Adore  the  co-harmonious  Trine. 

G  while  we  breath  this  fleeting  Air 
May  we  for  endlefs  Life  prepare. 
To  heav'nly  Love  continue  chafte. 
All  its  fwect  Effluences  taft?> 
Till  at  the  Source,  when  going  hence, 
kWe  drink  our  Fill  of  Joy  immenfe. 

Quern  tu%  Mifyopiene. 

Urania,  to  a  Soul  below 
When  Love  you  fupereffluent  (hew, 
You  ne'er  exalt  him  to  a  Throne, 
His  Cares,  his  Dangers  to  bemoan, 
Make  him  no  Minifter  of  State,, 
To  bear  the  Crown's  vifari$u$  Hate, 
To  facrifice  his  Strength  and  £afe, 
And  drudge  for  thofe  he  cannot  pleafe, 
No  Qen'ral's  Truncheon  for  hin\  chufe* 
$is  Life  e;ich  Hour;  expos'd  to  lofe,  . 


%q  deem  it  an  heroick  Cfracf 
To  rob  and  daughter  Human  Race, 
Condemn  him  not  to  Pomp  and  Gold, 
In  fenfual  Dotage  to  grow  old* 
]  No  Mitre  for  his  Brows  provide, 
.  jOf  numerous  Flocks  to  be  the  Guide, 
\  And  anfwcr  for  the  Souls,  whq  firay 
/  By  |ijs  Negleft,  at  Judgment-Pay. 
•  •  ■..»•. 

Near  fbtpe  clear  River  you  him  feat, 
Where  he  enjoys  devout  Retreat, 
Where  his  own  Field  fupplies  his  Bread, 
Milk  his  own  Kine  around  him  fed, 
Where  he  delights,  in  his  own  Stream 
To  Angle  for  Trout,  Pike,  qr  Bream, 
Where  Befs  with  Honey  ftori*  his  Hive, 
Which  from  his  parden  they  derive, 
Where  Herbs,  fruits,  Flow'rs,  enrich  the 
''*>•  [Grounds 
Where  Phyfick,  Fogd*  Berfume,  abound, 
Where  WiftgUMutfciah  s  entertain 
Pis  lift'ning'Ear  with  pleafing  Strain, 
Where  Competence  no  Toil  creates, 
Free  in  the  World  from  worldly  Weights, 
Cloth'd  warmly  from  his  home-fpun  Fleecy 
For  Alms  gives  Tenths  of  his  Encreafe* 
Wha  livei' Antipathy  to  111, 
And  fabbatizing  in  God's  Will, 
Blefs'd  with  a  Partner  in  his  Pray'rs, 
TjjMiq  more  of  Friend  than  Woman  ftares, 


Who  totacfa  other  Rerrence  fcew; 
And  fympAthize  in  Joy  or  Woe, 
Who  skiir  (oft  Number's  and  the  Lute, 
And  Uymn$  to  111  God'a  Bkfings  fute, 
Whofe  Grtces  tfeir  bright  Rays  reveal, 
Which  they  ftrivc  humbly  to  conceal, 
Who  when  to  Hear'tt  one  mounts  on  Wings^ 
The  other  a  fwtet  Requiem  fing$,  ' 
Affiir'd  to  re-unite  on  high, 
And  eternise  their  (acred  Tie. 
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